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CHAPTER I 

'K 

Stanbuby Hill, remote but two hours* walk from a region 
blasted with mine and factory and furnace, shelters with its 
western slope a fair green valley, a land of meadows and orchard, 
untouched by poisonous breath. At its foot lies the village of 
^Wanley. The opposite side of the hollow is clad with native 
'wood, skirting for more than a mile the bank of a ^hallow stream, 
a tributaiy of the Severn. Wanley consists in the main of one 
long street; the houses are stone-built, with mullioned windows, 
here and there showing a picturesque gable or a quaint old 
chimney. *^6 oldest buildings are four cottages which stand 
at the end of the street; once umn a time ^ey formed the 
country residence of the abbots of ^Iwick. The abbey of that 
name still claims for its ruined self a portion of earth's surface; 
but, as it had Ihe misfortune to be erected above the thidkest 
coal-seam in England, its walls are blackened with the fume of 
collieries and shaken by the strain of mighty engines. Climb 
Stanbury HiU at, nightfall, and, looking eastward, you behold 
far off a dusky rudmness in the sky, like the last of an angry 
sunset; with a glass you can catch glimpses of little tongues of 
flame, leaping and quivering on the horizon. That is Belwick. 
The good abbots, who were wont to come out in the summer 
time to Wanley, would be at a loss to recognise their conse¬ 
crated home in those sooty relics. Belwick, with its hundred 
and fifty fire-vomiting blast-fumaoes, would to their eyes more 
nearly resemble a certain igneous realm of which they thought 
much in their sojourn upon earth, and which, we ^ay assure 
ourselves, they dream not of in the quietness of their last long 
sleep. 

A lar^ house, which stands aloof from the village and a little 
above it, is Wanley Manor. The county history tells us that 
Wanley was given in the fifteenth century to that same religious 
foundation, and that at the dissolution of monasteries the 
Manor pas^ into the hands of Queen Catherine. The house 
is half-timbered; from the hei^t above it looks old and peaceful 

A 


.Demos 

frequently. Tlie church clock diimed hi^f-past four, and shortly 
after a rosy-oheeked young ml came at a quick up the 
gravelled ^thway which made the approach to the Walthams’ 
cottage. She saw Mrs. Waltham at the window, and, when 
she was near, spoke. 

* Is Adela at home? * 

* No, liCtty; she's gone for a walk with her brother.* 

* I’m so sorry! * said the girl, whose voice was as sweet as 
her face was pretty. * We w'anted her to come for croquet. 
Yet 1 was half afraid to come and ask her whilst Mr. Alfred 
was at home.* 

She laughed, and at the same time blushed a little. 

* Why should you be afraid of Alfred ? * asked Mrs. Waltham 
graciously. 

* Oh, I don’t know.’ 

She turned it off and spoke quickly of another subject. 

‘ How did you like Mr. Wyvem this morning? ’ 

It was a new vicar, who had been in W'anley but a couple of 
days, and had this morning officiated for the first time at the 
church. 

* What a voice he has! ’ was the lady’s reply. 

‘Hasn’t he? And such a hairy man! They say he’s very 
learned; but his sermon was very simple—didn’t you think so ? * 

‘Yes, I liked it Only he pronounces certain w-ords strangely.* 

‘ Oh, has Mr. Eldon come yet? * was the young lady*s next 
question. 

'’He hadn’t arrived this morning. Isn’t it extraordinary? 
He must be out of England.’ 

* But surely Mrs. Eldon knows his address, and he can’t be 
so veiy far away.’ 

As ^e spoke she looked down the pathway by which she had 
come, and of a sudden her face exhibited alarm. 

‘Oh, Mrs. Waltham!* she whispered hurriedly. ‘If Mr. 
Wyvem isn’t coming to see you 1 I’m afraid to meet him. Do 
let me pop in and hide till 1 can get awav without being seen.* 

The front door stood ajar, and the girl at once ran into the 
house. Mrs. Waltham came into the passage laughing. 

* Mav 1 go to the top of the stairs ? * asked the other nervously. 
‘ You Know how absurdly shy 1 am. No, I’ll run out into the 
garden behind; then 1 can st^ round as soon as he comes in.* 

She escaped, and in a minute or two the new vicar presented 
himself at the door. A little maid might well have some appre¬ 
hension in facing him, for Mr. Wyvem was of vast proportmns 
and leonine in aspect. With the exception of one ungloved 
hand mkI the scant proportions of his face which were not hidden 
by hair, he waa whoUy black in hue; an enormous beard, the 
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colour of jet, concealed the linen about his throat, and a ▼eritable 
mane, dark as night, fell upon his shoulders. His features were 
not ill-matched with this sable garniture; their expression was 
a fixed severity; his ^e regarded you with stern scrutiny, and 

? as8ed from the examination to a melancholy refieotivenoss. 

et his appearance was suggestive of anything but ill-nature; 
contradictory though it may seem, the face was a pleasant one, 
inviting to confidence, to respect; if he could only have smiled, 
the tender humanity which lurked in the lines of his countenance 
would have become evident. His age was probably a little short 
of fifty. 

A servant replied to his knock, and, after falling back in a 
momentary alarm, introduced him to the sitting-room. He took 
Mrs. Waltham's hand silently, fixed upon her the full orbs of 
his dark eyes, and then, whilst still retaining her fingers, looked 
thoughtfully about the room. It was a pleasant little parlour, 
with many an evidence of refinement in those who occupied it. 
Mr. Wyvem showed something like a look of satisfaction. He 
seated himself, and the chair creaked ominously beneath him. 
Then he again scrutinised Mrs. Waltham. 

She was a lady of fair complexion, with a double chin. Her 
dress suggested elegant tastes, and her hand was as smooth and 
delicate as a lady's should 1^. A long gold chain descended 
from her neck to the watch-pocket at her waist, and her fingers 
exhibited several rings. She bore the reverend genthmian's 
scrutiny with modest grace almost as if it flattered her. And 
indeed there was nothing whatever of ill-breeding in Mr. Wy- 
vem's mode of instituting acquaintance with his parishioner; 
one felt that he was a man of pronounced originality, and that 
he might be trusted in his variance from the wonted modes. 

The view from the windows gave him a subject for his first 
remarks. Mrs. Waltham had been in some fear of a question 
which would go to the roots of her soul’s history; it would have 
been in keeping with his visage. But, with native acuteness, 
she soon discovered that Mr. Wyvem’s gaze had very little to 
do with the immediate subject of his thought, or, what WM 
much the same thing, that he seldom gave the*, whole of his 
attention to the matter outwardly calling for it. He was a man 
of profound mental absences; he could make replies, even put 
queries, and all the while be brooding intensely upon a wholly 
different subject. Mrs. Waltham did not altogether relish it; 
she was in the habit of being heard with deference; but, to be 
sure, a clergyman only talked of worldly things by way of 
concession, it certainly seemed so in this clergyman's case. 

* Your prospect,* Mr. W^em remarked pr^ently, * will not 
be improved by the works below,* 
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His voice was veiy deep, and all his words were weighed in 
the utterance. This deliberation at times led to peculiarities of 
emphasis in single words. Probably he was a man of philo¬ 
logical crotchets; he said, foi instance, * pro-spect.’ 

*1 scarcely think Mr. Eldon will go on with the mining,’ 
replied Mrs. Waltham. 

* Ah! you think not ? ’ 

* I am quite sure he said that unconsciously,' the lady remarked 
to herself. ‘ He’s thinking of some quite different affair.’ 

* Mr. Eldon,’ the clergyman resumed, fixing upon her an absent 
eye, * is Mr. Mutimer’s son-in-law, I understand ? ’ 

* His brotlier, Mr. Godfrey Eldon, was.’ .Mrs. Waltham 
corrected. 

’ Ah! the one that died ? ’ 

He said it questioningly; then added— 

* I have a difficulty in mastering details of this kind. You 
would do me a great kindness in explaining to me briefly of 
whom the family at the Manor at present consists ? ’ 

Mrs. Waltham was delighted to talk on such a subject. 

* Only of Mrs. Eldon and her son, Mr. Hubert Eldon. The 
eider son, Godfrey, was lost in a shipwreck, on a voyage to 
New Zealand.’ 

* He was a sailor? ’ 

‘ Oh, no! ’ said the lady, with a smile. ‘ He was in business 
at Belwick. It was shortly after his marriage with Miss Mutimer 
that he took the voyage—partly for his health, partly to examine 
some property his father had had an interest in. Old Mr. Eldon 
engaged in speculations—1 believe it was flax-growing. The 
results, unfortunately, were anything but satisfactory. It was 
that which led to his son entermg business—quite a new thing 
ill their family. Wasn’t it very sad? Poor Godfrey and his 
young wife botli drowned! The marriage was, as you may 
imagine, not altogether a welcome one to Mrs. Eldon; Mr. 
Mutimer was quite a self-made man, quite. 1 understand he 
lias relations in London of the very poorest class—labouring 
people.’ 

‘ ^ey probably benefit by his will ? ’ 

‘ I can’t say. In any case, to a very small extent. It 
has for a long time been understood that Hubert EUdon 
inherits.' 

* Singular! ’ murmured the clergyman, still in the same absent 
way. 

' Is it not? He took so to the young fellows; no doubt he 
was flattered to be alUed to them. And then he was passionately 
devoted to his daughter; if only for her sake, he would have 
done his utmost for the family.’ 
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* 1 undentaad that Mi. Mntimer purchased the Manor from 
them? * 

* That was before the marriage. Godfrey Eldon sold it; he 
had luB father’s taste for speoulaUon, 1 fancy, «id wanted cajatal. 
Then Mr. Mutimer begged them to remain in the house. He 
oertadnly was a wonderfully kind old—old gentleman; his be¬ 
haviour to Mrs. Eldon was always the perfection of oourtesv. 
A stranger would find it difficult to understand how she could 
get on so well with him, but their sorrows brought them together, 
and Mr. Mutimer’s generosity was really noble. If I had not 
known his origin, I should certainly have* taken him for a county 
gentleman.' 

‘ Yet he proposed to mine in the valley,’ observed Mr. Wyvern, 
half to himself, casting a glance at the uindow. 

Mrs. Waltham did not at first see the connection between this 
and what she had been saying. Then it occurred to her that 
Mr. Wyvem was aristocratic in his views. 

* To be sure,’ she said, ' one expects to find a little of fhe 
original—of the money-making spirit. Of course such a thing 
would never have suggested itself to the Eldons. And in fact 
very little of the lands remained to them. Mr. MuUmer bought 
a great deal from other people.’ 

As Mr. Wyvem sat brooding, Mra. Waltham asked— 

* You have seen Mrs. Eldon ? ’ 

* Not yet. She is too unwell to receive visits.’ 

‘ Yes, poor thing, she is a great invalid. 1 thought, rorhaps, 

you-. But I know she likes to be very quiet. What a 

strange thing al>'.nit Mr. Eldon, is it not? You know that he 
has never come yet; not even to the funeral.’ 

* Singular! * 

' An inexplicable thing! There has never been a shadow of 
disagreement between them.’ 

’ Mr. Eldon is abroad, I believe ? ’ said the cler^man musingly. 

* Abroad ? Oh dear, no! At least, 1-. Is there news of 

his being abroad ? ’ 

Mr. Wyvem merely shook his head. 

* As far as we know,’ Mrs. Waltham continued, rather dis¬ 
turbed by tiie suggestion, * he is at Oxford.’ 

* A student?’ ■* 

‘Yes. He is quite a youth—only two-and* twenty.’ 

There was a Imock at the door, and a maid-servant entered 
to ask if she should lay the table for tea. Mrs. Waltham 
assented; then, to her visitor— 

‘ You will do us the pleasure of drinking a oup of tea, Mr. 
Wyvem ? we make a meal of it, in the country way. My boy 
and girl are sure to be in directly.’ 
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* I should like to make their acquaintance,* was the graye 
response. 

* Alfred, my son/ the lady proceeded, *is with os for his 
Easter holiday. Belwiok is so short a distance away, and yet 
too far to allow of his liTing here, unfortunately.’ 

* His age?’ 

* Just one-and-twenty.* 

* The same age as my own boy.’ 

* Oh, you have a son ? * 

* A youngster, studying music in Germany. I have just been 
spending a fortnight with him.* 

* How delightful! Tf only poor Alfred could have pursued 
some more—more liberal occupation! Unhappily, we had small 
choice. Friends were good enough to offer him exceptional 
advantages not long after his father’s death, and I was only too 
glad to ac'cept the opening. 1 believe he is a clever boy; only 
such a dreadful Radical ’ She laughed, with a deprecatory 
motion of the hands. * Poor Adela and he are at daggers drawn; 
no doubt it is some terrible argument that detains them now 
on the road. I can’t think how he got his views; certainly his 
father never inculcated them.* 

’ The air, Mrs. Waltham, the air,’ murmured the clergyman. 

The lady was not quite sure that she understood the remark, 
but the necessity of reply was obviated by the entrance of the 
young man in question. Alfred was somewhat undergrown, 
but of solid build. He walked in a sturdy and rather (^^gres- 
sive way, and his plump face seemed to indicate an intelligence, 
bright, indeed, but of the less refined order. His head was held 
stiffly, and bis whole bearing betrayed a desire to make the 
most of his defective statuie. His shake of the hand was an 
abrupt downward jerk, like a pull at a bell-rope. In the smile 
with which he met Mr. Wyvem a supercilious frame of mind 
was not altogether concealed; be seemed anxious to have it 
understood that in him the clerical attire inspired nothing what¬ 
ever of superstitious reverence. Reverence, in truth, was not 
Mr. Waltham’s failing. 

Mr. W^yvern, as his habit was at introductions, spoke no words, 
but held the youth’s hand for a few moments and looked him 
in the eyes. Alfred turned his head aside uneasily, and was a 
trifle ruddy in the cheeks when at length he regain^ his liberty. 

* By-the-by,* he remarked to his mother when he had seated 
himself, with crossed legs, * Eldon has turned up at last. He 
passed us in a cab, or so Adela said. I didn’t catch a glimpse 
of the individual.’ 

* Really! * exclaimed Mrs. Waltham. * He was coming from 
Agworth station? ’ 
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*1 suppose so. lliere was a tmnk on the four*wheeler. 
Adela says he looked Uh though I don*t see how she disoovered 
so much.* 

* 1 have no doubt die is right. He must have been ill.* 

Mr. Wyvem, in contrast with his habit, was paying marked 
attention; he leaned forward, with a hand on each knee. In 
the meanwhile the preparations for tea had progressed, and as 
Mrs. Waltham rose at the sight of the teapot being brought in, 
her daughter entered the room. Adela was taller by half a 
head than her brother; she was slim and paceful. The air had 
m^e her face bloom, and the smile which was added as she 
drew near to the vicar enhanced the charm of a countenance at 
all times charming. She was not less than lodyUke in self-pos¬ 
session, but Mr. Wyvem*s towering sableness clearly awed her 
a little. For an iiutant her eyes drooped, but at once she 
raised them and met the severe gaze with unflinching orbs. 
Releasing her hand. Mr. Wyvem performed a singular little 
ceremony: be laid his right palm very gently on her nuthrown 
hair, and his lips moved. At the same time he all but smiled. 

Alfred’s face was a delightful study the while; it said so 
clearly. ‘Confound the parson’s impudence!* Mrs. Waltham, 
on the other hand, lookM pleased as she rustled to her place at 
the tea-tray. 

‘ So Mr. Eldon has come? * she said, glancing at Adda. 
‘ Alfred says he looks ill* 

* Mother,* interposed the young man, * pray be accurate. 1 
distinctly stated that 1 did not even see him, and should not 
have known that it was he at all. Adda is responsible for that 
assertion.* 

‘ 1 just saw his face,* the girl said naturally. ‘ I thought he 
looked ill.* 

Mr. Wyvem addressed to her a question about her walk, and 
for a few minutes they conversed together. There was a fresh 
simplicity in Adela's wav of speaking which harmonised well 
with her appearance ana with the scene in which she moved. 
A gentle English girl, this dainty home, set in so fair and peaceful 
a comer of me world, was just the abode one would have chosen 
for her. Her beauty seemed a part of the burgeoning spring¬ 
time. She was not lavish of her smiles; a timid seriousness 
marked her manner to the clergyman, and she replied to his 
deliberatelv-posed questions with a gravily respectful alike of 
herself and of him. 

In front of Mr. Wyvem stood a large cake, of which a portion 
was already sliced. The vicar, at Adda’s invitation, accepted 
a p^ce of the cake; having eaten this, he accepted another; 
thm yet another. His absmce had come back upon him, and 
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as he talked he continued to eat portions of the cake, tili hut 
a small fraction of the original strwture remained on the dish. 
Alfred, keenly observant of what was going on, pursed his lips 
from time to time and looked at his mother wiw ezaggeratM 
gravity, leading her eyes to the vanishing cake. Even Adela 
could not but remark the reverend gentleman’s abnormal 
appetite, but she steadily discouraged her brother’s attempts 
to draw her into the joke. At length it came to pass that 
Wyvem himself, stretching his ha^ mechanically to the dish, 
became aware that he ht^ exhibited his appreciation of the 
sweet food in a degree not altogether sanctioned by usage. He 
fixed his eyes on the tablecloth, and was silent for a while. 

As soon as the vicar had taken his departure Alfred threw 
himself into a chair, thrust out his legs, and exploded in 
laughter. , 

* By Jove!* he shouted. *If that man doesn’t experience 
Bvmptoms of disorder! Why, 1 should be prostrate for a week 
it I consumed a quarter of what he has put out of sight.’ 

* Alfred, you are shockingly rude,* reproved his mother, though 
herself laughing. * Mr. Wyvern is absorbed in thought.* 

* Well, he has taken the best means, I should say, to remind 
himself of actualities,’ rejoined the youth. ‘ But what a man he 
u! How did he behave in church this morning? ’ 

* You should have come to see,’ said Mrs. Waltham, mildly 
censuring her son’s disregard of the means of grace. 

* 1 like Mr. Wyvem,* observed Adela, who was standing at the 
window looking out upon the duskmg valley. 

* Oh, you would like any man in parsonicol livery,* scoffed 
her brother. 

Alfred shortly betook himself to the garden, where, in spite 
of a decided freshness in the atmosphere, he walked for half-an- 
hour smoking a pipe. When he entered the house again, he 
met Adela at tlie foot of the stairs. 

* Mrs. Mewhim has just come in,* she whispered. 

* All right, I’fl come uii with you,* was the reply. * Heaven 
defend me from her small talk! * 

They ascended to a very little room, which made a kind of 
boudoir for Adela. Alfred struck a match and lit a lamp, dis¬ 
closing a nest of wonderful purity and neatness. On the table 
a drawing-board was slanted; it showed a text of Scripture in 
process of * illumination.’ 

* Still at that kind of thing! * exclaimed Alfred. * My good 
ohiki, if you want to paint, why don’t you paint in earnest? 
Really, Adela, I must enter a protest! R^ember that you are 
ratteen years of age.*' 

* I don*t forget i^ Alfred.* 
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* At eifjrht-and-twenty, at eigbt-and-thirty, yon propose still 
to be at the same stage of development? * 

‘ 1 donH think we^ talk of it/ said the girl quietly. * We 
don’t understand each other.’ 

‘ Of course not, but we might, if only you’d read sensible 
books that 1 could give you.* 

Adela shook her head. The philosophical youth sank into 
his favourite attitude->legs extended, hands in pockets, nose 
ill air. 

* So, I suppose,’ he said presently, * that fellow really has 
been ill ? * 

Adela was sitting in thought; she looked up with a shadow 
of annoyance on her face. 

‘ Th&t fellow? ’ 

‘ Eldon, you know.’ 

* 1 want to ask you a question,’ said his sister, interlocking 
her fingers and pressing them against, her throat. * Why do 
you always speak in a contemptuous way of Mr. Eldon? ’ 

* You know I don’t like the individual.’ 

‘ What cause has “ the individual ” given you ? ’ 

* He’s a snob.’ 

‘ I’m not sure that 1 know what that means,’ replied Adela, 
after thinking for a moment with downcast eyes. 

‘ Because you never read anything. He’s a fellow who raises 
a great edifice of pretence on rotten foundations.’ 

‘ What can you mean ? Mr. Eldon is a gentleman. What 
pretence is he guilty of ? * 

‘ Gentleman! ’ uttered her brother with much scorn. * Upon 
my word, that is the vulgarcst of denominations I Who doesn't 
call himself so nowadays! A man’s a man, 1 take it, and what 
need is there to lengthen the name? Thank the powers, we 
don’t live in feudal ages. Besides, he doesn’t seem to me to bo 
what you imply.’ 

Adela had taken a book; in turning over the pages, slie said— 

" No doubt you mean, Alfred, that, for some reason, you are 
determined to view him witli prejudice.’ 

‘The reason is obvious enough. The fellow’s behaviour is 
detestable; he looks at you from head to foot a^ if you were 
applying for a place in his stable. Whenever 1 want an example 
of a contemptible aristocrat, there’s Eldon ready-made. Con¬ 
temptible, because he’s such a sham; as if everybody didn’t 
know his history and his circumstances! * 

‘ Everybody doesn’t regard them as you do. There is nothing 
whatever dishonourable in his position.’ 

‘ Not in sponging on a rich old plebeian, a man he despises, 
and living in idleness at his expense ? ’ 
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* I don’t believe Mr. Eldon does onytUng of the kind. Since 
his brother’s death he has had a sufficient income of his own» 
so mother says.* 

* Sufficient income of his own! Bah! Five or six hundred a 
year; likely he lives on that! Besides, haven’t they soaped old 
Mutimer into leaving them all his property? The whole affair 
is the best illustration one could possibly have of what aristocrats 
are brought to in a democratic age. first of all, Godfrey Eldon 
marries Mutimer’s daughter; you are at liberty to believe, if 
you like, that he would have married her just the same if she 
hadn’t had a penny. The old fellow is flattered. They see the 
hold they have, and stick to him like leeches. All for want of 
money, of course. Our aristocrats bes^ to see that they can’t 
get on without money nowadays; they can’t live on family 
records, and they find that people won’t toady to them in the 
old way just on account of their name. Why, it began with 
Eldon’s father—didn’t he put his pride in his pocket, and try 
to midce cosh by speculation? Now I can respect him: he at aU 
events faced the facts of the case honestly, l^e despicable thing 
in this Hubert Eldon is that, having got money once more, and 
in the dirtirat way, he puts on the top-sawyer just as if there 
was nothing to be ashamed of. If he and his mother were living 
in a small way on their few hundreds a year, he might haw-haw 
as much as he liked, and I should only laugh at him; he’d be 
a fool, but an honest one. But catch them doing that! Family 
pride’s too insubstantial a thing, you see. Well, as I said, they 
illustrate the natural course of things, the transition from the 
old age to the new. If Eldon has sons, they’ll go in for com¬ 
merce, and make themselves, if they can, millionaires; but by 
that time they’ll dispense with airs and insolence—see if they 
don’t.’ 

Adela kept her eyes on the pages before her, but she was 
listening intently. A sort of verisimilitude in the picture drawn 
by her Radical-minded brother could not escape her; her thought 
was troubled. When she spoke it was without resentment, but 




* 1 don’t like this spirit in judging of people. You know quite 
well, Alfred, how easy it is to see the whole story in quite another 
way. You begin by a liarsh and worldly judgment, and it leads 
you to misrepresent all that follows. I refuse to believe that 
Godfrey Eldon married Mrs. Mutimer’s daughter for her mon^.* 

Alfr^ laughed aloud. 

* Of course you do, sister Adela! Women won’t admit suoh 
thinn; that’s aristocratic feeling 1 ’ 

* And that is, too, worthless and a sham ? Will that^ too, be 
done away with m the new age ? ’ 
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* Oh. depend upon it I When women are edncated» thej urill 
take the world as it is, and decline to live on illusions.* 

* Then how glad I am to have been left without eduoationi * 

In the meantime a conversation of a veiy lively kind was in 

mogress between Mrs. Waltham and her visitor, Mrs. Mewling, 
^e latter was a lady whose position much resembled Mrs. 
Waltham’s: she inhabited a small house in the village street, 
and spent most of her time in going about to hear or to tell 
some new thing. She came in this evening with a look presageful 
of news indeed. 

* I’ve been to Belwick to-day,’ she began, sitting very close 
to Mrs. Waltham, whose lap she kept touching as she spoke with 
excited fluency. ' I’ve seen Mrs. Yottle. My dear, what do 
you think she has told me? ' 

Mrs. Yottle was the wife of a legal gentleman \«ho had been 
in Mr. Mutimer’s confidence. Mrs. Waltham at once divined 
intelligence affecting the Eldons. 

* What? ’ she asked eagerly. 

' You’d never dream such a thing! what Unit come to pass! 
An unthought-of possibility 1 ’ She wont on crescendo. * My dear 
Mrs. Waltham, Mr. Mutimer has left no will! ’ 

It was as if an electric shock had passed«from the tips of her 
fingers into her hearer’s frame. Mrs. Waltham paled. 

* That cannot be true 1 ’ she whispered, incapable of utterance 
above breath. 

’ Oh, but there’s not a doubt of it! ’ Knowing that the news 
would bo particularly unpalatable to Mrs. Waltham, she pro¬ 
ceeded to dwell Uj on it with dancing eyes. * Search has been 
going on since the day of the death: not a corner that hasn’t 
been rummaged, not a drawer that hasn’t been turned out, not 
a book in the library that hasn’t been shaken, not a wall that 
hasn’t been examine for secret doors! Mr. Mutimer has died 
intestate! * 

The other lady was mute. 

* And shall I tell you how it came about? Two days before 

his death, he had his will from Mr. Yottle, saying he wanted to 
make changes—probably to execute a new will altogether. My 
dear, he destroyed it, and death surprised him before he could 
make another.* * 

’ He wished to make changes? * 

* Ah < * Mrs. Mewling drew out the exclamation, shaking her 
raised fingw, pursing her lips. * And of that, too, I can tell you 
the reason. Mr. Mutimer was anything but plea^ with young 
Eldon. That voung man, let me tell you, has been conducting 
himself—oh, shocki^ly I Now you wouldn’t dream of repeating 
this?* 
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' Certainly not.’ 

‘ It 8eems that came not no very long of a certain 
aotresB, einger,—something of the kind, you understand ? Friends 
thought it tiieir duty—^rightly, of course,—to inform Mr. Mutimer. 
I can’t say exactly who did it; but we know that Hubert Eldon 
is not r^iarded affectionately by a good many people. My dear, 
he has beoi out of England for more than a month, living—oh, 
Huoh extravagance! And the moral question, too? You know 
—those women! Someone, they say, of European reputation; 
of course no names are breatlu^. For my part, I can't say I 
am surprised. Young men, you know; and particularly young 
men of that kind! VVell, it has cost him a pretty penny; he’ll 
remember it as long as he lives.’ 

* Then the property will go- - ’ 

* Yes, to the workmg people in London; the roughest of the 
rough, they saj^! What wm happen? It will be impossible for 
us to live here if they come and settle at the Manor. The neigh¬ 
bourhood will be intolerable. Think of the rag-tag-and-bobtail 
they will bring with them! ’ 

But Hubert! ’ ejaculated Mrs Waltham, whom this vision 
of barbaric onset affected little in the crashing together of a great 
ally castle. 

^Well, my dear, after all he still has more to depend upon 
than many w'e could instance. Probably he will take to the 
law,—that is, if lie ever returns to England.’ 

‘ He is at the Manor.’ said Mrs. Waltham, with none of the 
pleasure it would ordinarily liave given her to be lirst with an 
item of news. * Ho came this afternoon.’ 

‘ He did! Who has seen him ? ’ 

* Alfred and Adela passed him on the road. He was in a cab.’ 

* I feel for his poor mother. W^hat a meeting it will be I But 
Uien wo must remember tliat they had no actual claim on the 
inheritance. Of course it will be a mtist grievous disajipoint- 
ment, but wliat is life made of ? I’m afraid some people will be 
anything but grieved. We must confess that Hubert has not 
been exactly popular; and I rather wonder at it; I’m sure he 
might have been if he had liked. Just a little too—too self- 
oonaciouS, don’t you thiuk? Of course it w'as quite a mistake, 
but people had an idea that he presumed on wealth which was 
not Us own. Well, well, we quiet folk look on, don’t w’C? It’s 
rather like a play.’ 

Presently 1^. Mewling leaned forward yet more conffdentially. 

*’ My dear, you won’t be offended ? You don’t mind a question? 
There wasn’t anything definite?—Adela, 1 mean.’ 

* Nothing, nothing whatever!* Mis. Waltham asserted with 
vigour. 
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* Hal * Mts. Mewling sighed deeply. * How relieved I ami I 
did so fear! ’ 

* Nothing whatever,’ the other lady repeated. 

* Thank goodness! Then there is no need to breathe a word 
of those shocking matters. But they do get abroad so! * 

A reflection ll^. Mewling was jnstifled in making. 


CHAPTER II 

The cab which had p^sed Adela and her brother at a short 
distance from Wanley brought fcKses to the windows or door of 
almost every house as it rolled through the village street. The 
direction in which it was going, the trunk on the roof, the 
certainty that it had come from Agworth station, suggest^ to 
everyone that young Eldon sat within. The occupant had, how¬ 
ever, put up both windows just before entering the village, and 
sight of him was not obtained. Wanley had abundant matter 
for gossip that evening. Hubert’s return, giving a keener edge 
to the mystery of bis so long delay, woiild alone have sufficra 
to wagging tongues; but, in addition, Mrs. Mewling was on the 
^rarpa^, and the intelligence she spread was of a kind to run 
like wildfire 

The approach to the Manor was a carriage-road, obliquely 
ascending the hiU from a point some quarter of a mile beyond 
the cottages which once housed Belwick’s abbots. Of the house 
scarcely a glimpse eould be caught till you were well within the 
gates, so thickly was it embosomed in trees. This afternoon it 
wore a cheerless face; most of the blinds wore still down, and 
the dwelling might have been unoccupied, for any sign of human 
activity that the eye could catch. There was no portsh at the 
main entrance, and the heavy nail-studded door greeted a visitor 
somewhat sombrely. On the front of a gable stood the words 
* Nisi Dominus.’ 

'Hbe vehicle drew up, and there descended a young man of 
pale countenance, his attire indicating long and hasty travel. 
He pulled vigorously at the end of a hanging bell-chain, and 
the door was imme^tely opened by a man-senfant in black. 
Hubert, for he it was, points to his trunk, and, whflst it was 
being carried into the house, took some loose coin from his 
jxicket. He handed the driver a sovereign. 

* 1 have no change, sir,’ said the man, after examining the coin. 

But Hubert had already turned away; be merely waved his 
hand, and entered the house. For a drive of two miles, the cab¬ 
man held himself tolerably paid. 
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The hall was dusky, aud seemed in need of fresh air. Hubert 
threw off his hat, gloves, and overcoat; then for the first time 
spoke to the servant, who stood in an attitude of expectancy. 

* Mrs. Eldon is at home? * 

* At home, sir, but very unwell She desires me to say that 
she fears she may not be able to see you this evening.* 

‘ Is there a fire anywhere ? * 

* Only in the library, sir.* 

* I will dine there. And let a fire be lit in my bedroom.* 

* Yes, sir. Will you dine at once, sir? * 

* In an hour. Something light; 1 don't care what it is.* 

* Shall the fire be lit in your bedroom at once, sir? ’ 

* At once, and a hot bath prepared. Come to the library and 
tell me when it is ready.’ 

The servant silently departed. Hubert walked across the hall 
giving a glance here and there, and entered the library. Notliing 
had been altered hero since his father’s, nay, since his grand* 
father’s time. That grandfather—^his name Hubert—had com* 
bincd strong intellectual tendencies with the extravagant tastes 
which gave his already tottermg house the decisive push. The 
large collection of superbly-bound books which this room con¬ 
tained wore nearly all of his purchasing, for prior to his time 
the Eldons had not been wont to concern themselves with things 
of the mind. Hubert, after walking to the window and looking 
out for a moment on the side lawn, pushed a small couch near 
to the fireplace, and threw himself down at full length, his liands 
beneath his head. In a moment his position seem^ to have 
become uneasy; he turned upon his side, uttering an exclama¬ 
tion as if of pain. A minute or two and again he moved, this 
time with more evident impatience. The next thing he did was 
to rise, step to the bell, and ring it violently. 

The same servant appeared. 

* Isn't the bath re^y ? ’ Hubert asked. His former mode 
of speaking hod been brief and decided; he was now almost 
imperious. 

^I believe it will be in a moment, sir,* was the reply, marked, 
perhaps, by just a little failure in the complete subservience 
expected. 

Hubert looked at the man for an instant with contracted 
brows, but merely said—* Tell them to be quick.* 

Tlie man returned in less than three minut^ with a satisfactozy 
announcement, and Eldon went upstairs to refresh himself. 

Two hours later ho had dined, with obvious lack of appetite^ 
and was deriving but slight satisfaction from a cigar, when the 
servant entered with a message from Mrs. Eldon: desired 

to see her son. 
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Hubert threw his oisar aside, and made a gesture expressins 
his wish to be led to his mother's room. The man oonduoted 
him to the landing at the head of ^e first fiight of stairs; thwe 
a female servant was waiting, who, after a respectful movement, 
led the way to a door at a few yards’ distance. She opened it 
and drew back. Hubert passed into the room. 

It was furnished in a veiy old-fashioned 8tyle->-heavily, richly, 
and with ornaments seemingly procured rawer as evidences of 
wealth than of taste; successive Mrs. Eldons had used it as a 
boudoir. The present lady of that name sat in a great ohaar 
near the fire. Though not yet fifty, she looked at least ten years 
older; her hair hc^ streaks of white, and her thin delicate 
features were much lined and wasted. It would not be enough 
to say that she had evidently once been beautiful, for in truth 
she was so still, with a spiritual beauty of a very rare type. 
Just now her face was set in a sternness which did not seem 
an expression natural to it; the fine lips were much more akin 
to smiling sweetness, and the brows accepted with repugnance 
anything but the stamp of thoughtful charity. 

After the first glance at Hubert she dropped her eyes. He, 
stepping quickly across the floor, put his lips to her cheek; she 
dkl not move her head, nor raise her hand to take his. 

’ Will you sit there, Hubert? ’ she said, pointing to a chair 
which was placed opposite hers. The resemblance between her 
present mode of indicating a wish and her son’s way of speaking 
to the servant below was very striking; even the qualitjr of 
their voices bad much in common, for Hubert’s was rather high- 
pitched. In face, however, the young man did not strongly 
evidence their relation to each other: he was not handsome, 
and bad straight low brows, which made his aspect at first 
forbidding. 

‘ Why have you not come to me before this 7 ’ Mrs. Eldon 
asked when her son had seated himself, with his eyes turned 
upon the fire. 

* I was unable to, mother. I have been ill.’ 

She cast a glance at him. There was no doubting the truth 
of what he said; at this moment he looked feeble and pain* 
worn. 

* Where did your illness come upon you 7 ’ she asked, her tone 
unsoftened. 

* In Germany. I started only a few hours after receiving the 
lettei in which you told me of the death.’ 

* My other letters you paid no hoed to? ’ 

’ I could not reply to them.’ 

He spoke after hesitation, but firmly, as one does who has 
something to brave out 
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*It would have been better for you if yon had been able, 
Hubert. Your refusal has cost you dear.’ 

He looked up inquiringly. 

* Mr. Mntimer,* his mother continued, a tremor in her voice, 
* destroyed his will a day or two before he died.* 

Hub^ said nothing. His fingers, locked together before him, 
twitched a little; his face gave no sign. 

* Had you come to me at once,* Eldon pursued,' had you 
listened to my entreaties, to my commands ’—her voice rang 
right queenly-^' this would not have happened. Mr. Mutimer 
b^avra as generously as he always has. As soon as there came 
to him cert^ news of you, he told me everything. I refused 
to l>elieve what people were saying, and he too wished to do 
BO. He would not write to you himself; there was one all- 
sufiicient test, ho held, and that was a summons from your 
mother. It was a test of your honour, Hubert—and you failed 
under it.’ 

He made no answer. 

* You received my letters 7 * she wont on to ask. ‘ I heard 
you had gone from England, and could only hope your letters 
would be forwarded. Did you get them ? ’ 

‘ With the delay of only a day or two.’ 

‘ And deliberately you put me aside ? ’ 

‘ I did.’ 

She looked at him now for several moments. Her eyes grew 
moist. Then she resumed, in a lower voice— 

’ I said nothing of what was at stake, though I knew. Mr. 
Mutimer was pedfectly open 'with me. “ 1 have trusted him 
implicitly,” ho said, ** because I believe him as staunch and true 
as his brother. I make no allowances for what are called young 
man’s follies: he must be above anything of that kind. If he 
is not—well, I have been mistaken in him, and 1 can’t deal 
with him as 1 wish to do.” You know what he was, Hubert, 
and you can imagine him speaking those words. We waited. 
The bad news was confirmed, and from you there came nothing. 
I would not hint at the loss you were incurring; of my O'wn 
purpose I should have refrained from doing so, and Mr. Mntimer 
forl^e me to appeal to anything but your better self. If you 
would not come to me because I wished it, I could not involve 
you and myself in shame by seeing you yield to sordid motives.’ 

Hubert raised his head. A choking voice kept him silent for 
a moment only. 

* Mother, the loss is nothing to you: you are above regrets of 
that kind; and for myself, I am almost glad to have lost it.* 

* In veiy truth,* answeit^ the mother, * I care little about the 
wealth you might have possessed. What I do care for is the loss 
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of all the hopes I had built upon you. 1 thought you honour 
itself; I thought you high-minded. Young as you ore, I let you 
go from me without a fear. Hubert, 1 would have sti^ed my life 
that no shadow of disgrace would ever fall upon your head! 
Yon have taken from me the last comfort of my 

He uttered words she could not catch. 

* The purity of your soul was precious to me,* she continued, 
her accents straggling against weakness; * I thought I had seen 
in you a love of that chastit}' without which a man is nothing; 
and I ever did my best to keep your eyes upon a noble ideal of 
womanhood. You have fallen. The simpler duty, the point of 
every-day honour, 1 could not suppose that you would fail in. 
From the day when you came of age, when Mr. Mutimer spoke 
to vou, saying that m every respoijt you would be as his son, 
and you, for your part, accepted what he offered, you owed it 
to him to res|>ect the lightest of his reasonable wishes. The wish 
which was supreme in him you have utterly disregarded. Is 
it that you failed to understand him? I have thought of late 
of a way you had now and then when you spoke to me about 
him; it has occurred to me that perhaps you did him less tkan 
justice. Regard his position and mine, and tell me whether you 
think he could have become so much to us if ho had not been a 
gentleman in the highest sense of the word. When Godfrey first 
of aU brought me that proposal from him that we should still 
remain in this house, it seemed to me the most impossible thing. 
You know what it was that induced me to assent, and what 1^ 
to his becoming so intimate with us. Since then it hiM been hard 
for me to remember that ho was not one of our family. His 
weak points it was not difficult to discover; but I fear you did 
not understand what was noblest in his character. Uprightness, 
clean-heartedness, good faith—these things ho prized before 
everytlimg. In you, in one of your birth, ho looked to find them 
in j^rfection. Hubert, I stood shamed before him.’ 

The young man breathed hard, an if in physical pain. His 
eyes were fixed in a wide absent ga^e. Mrs. Eldon had lost all 
the severity of her face; the profound sorrow of a pure and 
noble nature was alone to be read there now. 

^ What,’ she continued—‘ what is this class distinbtion upon 
which we pride ourselves? What dues it mean, ^ not that our 
opportunities lead us to see truths to which the ey^ of the poor 
and ignorant are blind ? Is there nothing in it, after all—in our 
{Hide of birth and station? That is what people are saying 
nowadays: you yourself have jested to me about our privileges. 
You almost make me dread that you were right. Look back at 
that man, whom 1 came to honour as my own father. He began 
life as a toiler with his hands. Only a fortnight ago he was telling 
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me Btories of his boyhood, of seventy years since. He was with¬ 
out education; his ideas of truth and goodness he had to fiiui 
within his own heart. Could anything exceed the noble simplicity 
of his respect for me, for you boys 7 We were poor, but it seemed 
to him that we had from nature what no money could buy. 
He was wrong; his faith misled him. No, not wrong with regara 
to all of ns'; my boy Godfrey was inde^ all that he believed. 
But think of himself; what advantage have we over him? 1 
know no longer what to believe. Oh, Hubert! ’ 

He left his chair and walked to a more distant part of the 
room, where he was beyond the range of lamp and firelight. 
Standing here, he pressed his hand against his side, still breath¬ 
ing hard, and with difficulty suppressing a groan. 

He came a step or two nearer. 

* Mother,* he said, hurriedly, * I am still far from well. Let 
me leave you: speak to me again to-morrow.’ 

Mrs. Eldon made an effort to rise, looking anxiously into the 
gloom where he stood. She was all but standing upright—a 
thing she had not done for a long time—when Hubert sprang 
towards her, seizing her hands, then supporting her in his arms. 
Her self-command gave way at length, and she wept. 

Hubert placed her gently in the chair and knelt beside her. 
He could find no words, but once or twice raised his face and 
kissed her. 

* What caused your illness 7 ’ she asked, speaking as one 
wearied with suffering. She lay back, and her eyes wne 
closed. 

* I cannot say,' he answered. * Do not speak of me. In your 
last letter there was no account of how he died.* 

* It was in church, at the morning service. The pew-opener 
found him sitting there dead, when all had gone away.* 

* But the vicar could see into the pew from the pulpit? The 
death must have been very peaceful.’ 

* No, he could not see; the front curtains were drawn.* 

‘ Why was that, I wonder? ’ 

Mrs. Eldon shook her head. 

* Are you in pain ? * she asked suddenly. ‘ Why do you breathe 
so strangely? ’ 

* A little pain. Oh, nothing; I will see Manns to-morrow.* 

His Mother gazed long and steadily into hhi eyes, and this 

time he bore her look. 

* Mother, you have not kissed me,’ he whispered. 

* And cannot, dear. There is too much between us.* 

His bead fell upon her lap. 

* Hubert!’ 

He pressed her hand. 
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* How shall I live when you have gone £rom me ? When 
you say good-bye* it will be as if 1 parted from you f<a ever.* 

Hubert was silent. 

* Unless** she oontinued—‘ unless I have your promise that 
you will no longer dishonour yourself.* 

He rose from her side and stood in front of the fire; his 
mother looked and saw that he trembled. 

* No promise* Hubert** she said* * that you cannot keep. 
Bather than that* we wiU accept our fate* and be nothing to 
each other.* 

*Tou know very well* mother* that that is impossible. I 
cannot speak to you of wliat drove me to disregard your lettera. 
1 love and honour you, and shall have to change my nature 
before 1 cease to do so.* 

* To me* Hubert, you seem already to have changed. I scarcely 
know you.* 

* 1 can*t defend myself to you,* he said sadly. ' We think so 
differently on subjects which allow of no compromise, that* even 
if 1 could speak openly, you would only condemn me the more.' 

His mothw turned upon him a grief-stricken and wondering 
face. 

* Since when have we differed so ? * she asked. * What has 
made us strangers to each other’s thoughts ? Surelv* surely you 
are at one with me in condemning all that has led to this ? If 
your character has been too we^ to resist temptation* you 
cannot have learnt to make evU your good ? * 

He kept silence. 

* You refuse me that last hope? * 

Hubert moved impatiently. 

* Mother, I can’t see be vend to-day! I know nothing of what 
is before me. It is the idlest trifling with words to say one will 
do this or that* when action in no way depends on one’s own 
calmer thought. In this moment 1 could promise anything you 
ask; if 1 had my choice* I would be a child again and have no 
desire but to do your will* to be worthy in your eyes. 1 hate 
my life and the years that have parted me from you. Let us 
talk no more of it.’ 

Neither spoke again for some moments; then Hubert asked 
coldly— ^ 

* Wliat has been done? ’ 

* Nothing,’ replied Mrs. Eldon, in the same tone. * Mr. Yottle 
has waited for your return before communicating with the 
rdatives in London.’ 

* 1 will go to Belwidc in the morning*’ he said. Then* after 
reflection, * Mr. Mutimer told you that he had destroyed his 
will? * 
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* No. He had it from 1^. Tottle two days before his death, 
and on the day after—the Monday—Mr. Yottle was to have 
come to receive instructions for a new one. It is nowhere to 
be found: of course it was destroyed.’ 

* 1 suppose there is no doubt of that? ’ Hubert asked, with a 
show of indifference. 

* There can be none. Mr. Yottle tells me that a will which 
existed before Godfrey’s marriage was destroyed in the same 
way.* 

‘ Who is the heir ? ’ 

‘ A great-nephew bearing the same name. The will contained 
provision for him and certain of his family. Wanley is his; the 
personal property will be divided among several.’ 

‘ Tlie people have not come forward ? ’ 

* We presume th^ do not even know of Mr. Mutimer’s death. 
There has been no direct communication between him and them 
for many years.’ 

Hubert’s next question was, * What shall you do, mother? ’ 

‘ Does it interest you, Hubert ? I am too feeble to move very 
far. I must find a home either here in the village or at Agworth.* 

He looked at her with compassion, with remorse. 

‘And you, my boy?’ asked his mother, raising her eyes 
gently. 

‘I? Oh, the selfish never come to harm, be sure! Only the 
gentle and helpless have to suffer; that is the plan of the world’s 
ruling.’ 

‘ The world is not niled by one who thmks our thoughts, 
Hubert.* 

He had it on his lips to make a rejoinder, but checked the 
impulse. 

‘Say good-night to me,* his mother continued. ‘You must 
go and rest. If you si ill feel unwell in the morning, a messenger 
shall go to Behvick. You are very, very pale.’ 

Hubert held his hand to her and bent his head. Mrs. Eldon 
offered her cheek; he kissed it and went from the room. 

At seven o’clock on the following monung a bell summoned a 
servant to Hubert’s bedroom. Though it was daylight, a lamp 
burned near the bed; Hubert lay against pillows heaped high. 

‘ Let someone go at once for Dr. Manns,* he said, ap|)earing 
to speak with difficulty. ‘ I wish to sec him as soon as possible. 
Mrs. Eldon is to know nothing of his visit—^you understand me! ’ 

The servant withdrew. In rather less than an hour the doctor 
made his appearance, with every sign of having been interrupted 
in his repose. He was a spare man, full liearded and s^tacled. 

* Something wrong? ’ was his greeting as he looked kemly at 
his summoner. ‘ 1 didn’t know you were here.’ 
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*Ye6,’ Hubert replied, * something is confoundedly vrong. 
I have been playing strange tridka in the night, 1 fancy.* 

‘Fever?* 

* As a consequence of something else. I shall have to tell you 
what must be repeated to no one, as of course you will see. Let 
me see, when was it?—^turday to*day? Ten days ago, 1 had 
a pistol-bullet j^t here,’—^he touched his right side. ‘ It was 
extracted, and 1 seemed to be not much the worse. I have just 
come from Germany.* 

Dr. Manns screwed his face into an expression of sceptical 
amazement. 

‘ At present,’ Hubert continued, trying to laugh, ‘ I feel 
considerably the worse. 1 don’t think 1 could move if I tried* 
In a few minutes, ten to one, 1 shall begin talking foolery. You 
must keep people away; get what help is needed. I may depend 
upon you?^ 

The doctor nodded, and, whistling low, began an examination. 


CHAPTER III 

On the dun borderland of Islington and Hoxton, in a corner 
made by the intersection of the New North Road and the 
R^ent’s Canal, is discoverable an irregular tiiangie of small 
> dwelUng-houses, bearing the name of Wilton Square. In the 
midst stands an amorphous structure, which on examination 
proves to be a ver^ ugly house and a stiU uglier Baptist chapel 
built back to back. The pair are enclosed within iron railix^, 
and, more strangely, a circle of trees, which in due season do 
veritably put forth green leaves. One side of the square shows 
a second place of worship, the resort, as an inscription declares, 
of ‘ Welsh Calvinistic Methodists.* The houses are of one storey, 
with kitchen windo^FS looking upon small areas; the front door 
is reached by an ascent of five steps. 

The canal—malddella e sven/urato fossa —stagnating in utter 
foulness between coal-wharfs and builders’ yards, at this point 
divides two neighbourhoods of different aspects. On the south 
is Hoxton, a region of malodorous market streets/ of factories, 
timber yards, grimy warehouses, of alleys swarming with smidl 
trades and crafts, of filthy courts ana passa^ leading into 
pestilentud gloom; everywhere toil in its most degrading mrms; 
the thoroughfares thundOTing with high-laden waggons, the 
pavements trodden by workup folk of the coarsest type, the 
corners and lurking-holes showing destitution at its ugliest. 
W'alking northwards, the explorer finds himself in freer air, 
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amid broader ways, in a diatarict of dwellmg-hoiisea only; Uie 
roada eeem abandoned to milkmen, cat*8-meat vendors, and 
oostermongers. Here will be found streets in which every window 
has its card advertising lodging; others claim a highra respecta¬ 
bility, the houses retreating behind patches of gmen-ground, 
and occasionally showing plastered pillars and a balcony. The 
change is from undisguised struggle for subsistence to mean and 
spirit'broken leisure; hither retreat the better-paid of the great 
slave-army when thev are free to eat and sleep. To walk i^ut 
a neighbourhood such as this is the dreariest exercise to which 
man can betake himself; the heart is crushed by uniformity 
of decent squalor; one remembers that each of these dead- 
faced houses, often each separate blind window, represents a 
* home/ and the associations of the word whisper blank despair. 

Wilton Square is on the north side of the foss, on the edge 
of the quieter district, and in one of its houses dwelt at the 
time of which I write the family on whose behalf Fate was at 
work in a valley of mid-England. Joseph Mutimer, nephew to 
the old man who had just &ed at Wanley Manor, had himself 
been at rest for some nve years; his widow and three children 
still lived together in the home Ihe^ had long occupied. Joseph 
came of a family of mechanics; Ms existence was that of the 
harmless necessary artisan. He earned a living by dint of in¬ 
cessant labour, brought up his family in an overly way, and 
departed with a cerh^ sense of satisfaction at having fulfilled 
obvious duties—the only result of life for which he could reason¬ 
ably look. With his children we shall have to make closer 
acquaintance; but before doing so, in order to understand their 
position and follow with intelligence their several stories, it will 
be necessary to enter a little upon the subject of ancestry. 

Joseph Mutimer’s father, Henry by name, was a somewhat 
remarkable personage. He grew to manhood in the first decade 
of our century, and wrought as a craftsman in a Midland town. 
He had a brother, Richard, some ten years his junior, and the 
two were of such different types of character, each so pronounced 
in his kind, that, after vain attempts to get along together, they 
parted for good, heedless of each other henceforth, pursuing 
their sundered destinies. Henry was by nature a political en¬ 
thusiast, of insufScient ballast, careless of the main chtmce, of 
hot and ready tongue; the Chartist movement gave him oppor¬ 
tunities of action which he used to the utmost, and he became a 
member of the so-called National Convmtion, established in 
Birmingham in 1839. Already he had achieved prominence by 
being imprisoned as the leader of a torch-light procession, and 
this taste of martyrdom naturally sharpened his zeal He had 
married young, but only visited his fai^y from time to time. 
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Hjb wife for the most part earned her own living, and ultimate^ 
betook herself to London with her son Joseph, the single survivor 
of sevm children. Henry pursued his career of popular agitation, 
supporting himself in miscellaneous ways, writing his wife an 
affectionate letter once in six months, and making himself widely 
known as an uncompromising Ra<Ucal of formidable powers. 
Newspapers of that time mention his name frequently; he was 
always in hot water, and once or twice narrowly escaped trans¬ 
portation. In 1842 he took active part in the riots of the Midland 
Counties, and at length was unfoi^nate enough to get his head 
broken. He died in hospital before any relative could reach him. 

Bichard Mutimer regarded with detestation the principles to 
which Henry had sacriBoed his life. From childhood he was 
staid, earnest, and iron-willed; to whatsoever he put his hand, 
he did it thoroughly, and it was his pride to receive aid from no 
man. Intensely practical, he early discerned the truth that a 
man’s first object must be to secure himself a competency, seeing 
that to one who lacks money the world is but a great debtors* 
prison. To make money, therefore, was his aim, and an3'thmg 
that interfered with the interests of commerce and indust^ 
from the capitalist’s point of view he deemed unmitigated evil. 
When his brother Henry was leading processions and preaching 
the People's Charter, Richard enrolled himself as a specim 
constable, cursing the tumults which drew him from business, 
but determined, if he got the opj^rtunity, to strike a good 
hard blow in defence of law and order. Already he was weU on 
the way to possess a solid stake in the country, and the native 
conservatism of hi;) temperament grew stronger as circumstances 
bent themselves to his will; a proletarian conquering wealth 
and influence naturally prizes these things in proportion to 
the effort their acquisition has cost him. When he heard of his 
brother’s death, he could in conscience say nothing more than 
* Serve him right! ’ For all that, he paid the funeral expenses 
of the Chartist—angrily declining an offer from Henry’s co- 
zealots, who would have buried the martyr at their common 
charges—and proceeded to inquire after the widow and son. 
Joseph Mutimer, already one- or two-and-twenty, was in no 
need of help; he and his mother, naturally preju^ced against 
the thriving uncle, declared themselves satisned with their lot, 
and desired no further connection with a relative who was 
procticallv a stranger to them. 

So Richard went on his wray and heaped up riches. When 
already middle-aged he took to himself a wife, his choice being 
marked with characteristic prudence. The woman he wedded 
was turned thirty, had no money, and few personal charms, but 
was a lady. Richard was fully able to appreciate education and 
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xefinemmt; to judge from l^e course of his later life, one would 
have said that he had sought money only as a means, the end 
he really aimed at being the satisfaction of instincts vdiich could 
only have full play in a higher social sphere. No doubt the 
truth was that success sweetened his character, and developed, 
as is so often the case, those possibilitira of his better nature 
which a fruitless struggle would have kept in the germ or alto* 
gethm* crushed. His excellent wife mfluenced him profoundly; 
at ho: death the work was continued by the daughter she left 
him. The defects of his early education could not of course be 
repaired, but it is never too late for a man to go to school to 
the virtues which civilise. Remaining the sturdiest of Conserva¬ 
tives, he bowed in sincere humility to those very claims which 
the Radical most angrily disallows: birth, her^tary station, 
recognised gentility—these things made the strongest demand 
upon his reverence. Such an attitude was a testimony to his 
own capacity for culture, since he knew not the meaning of 
vulgar ^ulation, and did in truth perceive the beauty of those 

? iOfmtieB to which the uneducated Iconoclast is wholly blind, 
t was a joyous day for him when he saw his daughter the wife 
of Godfrey Eldon. The loss which so soon followed was corre¬ 
spondingly hard to bear, and but for Mrs. Eldon’s gentle 
sympathy he would scarcely have survived the blow. We know 
aJre^y how his character had impressed that lady; such respect 
was not lightly to be won, and he came to regard it as the most 
precious thing that life had left him. 

But the man was not perfect, and his latest practical under¬ 
taking curiously enough illustrated the failing which he seemed 
most completely to have outgrown. It was of course a deplorable 
error to think of mining in the beautiful valley which had once 
been the Eldons’ estate. Richard Mutimer could not perceive 
that. He was a very old man, and possibly the instincts of his 
youth revived as his mind grew feebler; he imagined it the 
greatest kindness to Mrs. Eldon and her son to increase as much 
as possible the value of the properly he would leave at his 
death. Th^, of course, could not even hint to him the pedn 
with which th^ viewed so barbarous a scheme; he did not as 
much as suspect a possible objection. Intensely happy in his 
discovery and the activity to which it led, he woui4 have gone to 
his grave rich in aU manner of content but for that fatal news 
which reached him from London, where Hubert Eldon was sup¬ 
posed to be engaged in sober study in an interval of Universi^ 
work. Doubtless it was this disappointment that caused his 
sudden death, and so brought about a state of Ihings which, 
could he have foreseen it, would have occasioned him the 
bitterest grief. 
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He had never lost sight of his relatives in London^ and had 
made for them such m^est provision as suited his view of the 
fitness of things. To leave wealth to youn^ men of the working 
class would have seemed to him the most mexcusable of follies; 
if such were to rise at all, it must be by their own efforts and 
in consequence of their native merits; otherwise, let them toil 
on and support themselves honestly. From secret sources he 
received information of the capabilities and prospects of Joseph 
Mutimm'’s children, and the items of his will were regulated 
accordingly. 

So we return to the family in Wilton Square. Let us, before 
proceeding with the story, enumerate the younger Mutimers. 
The first-born, now aged five-and-twenty, had his great-uncle*s 
name; Jo«^h Mutimer, married, and no better off in worldly pos¬ 
sessions than when he had only himself to support, camo to re^et 
the coldness with which he had received the advances of his 
uncle the capitalist, and christened his son Richard, with half 
a hope that some day the name might stand the boy in stead. 
Richard was a mechanical engineer, employed in certain iron¬ 
works where hydraulic machinery was made. The second child 
was a girl, upon whom had been bestowed the names Alice 
Maud, after one of the Queen's daughters; on which account, 
and partly with reference to certain personal characteristics, 
she was often called ‘ the Princess.’ Her age was nineteen, and 
she had now for two years been employed in the show-rooms 
of a City warehouse. Last comes Henry, a lad of seventeen; he 
had been suffered to aim at higher things than the rest of the 
family. In the industrial code of precedence the rank of clerk 
is a step above that of mechamc, and Henry—^known to relatives 
and friends as *Arry—-occupied the proud position of clerk in 
a drain-pipe manufactory. 


CHAPTER IV 

At ten o’clock on the evening of Easter Sunday, Mrs. Mutimer 
was busy pre^iaring supper. She had laid the table for six, had 
placed at one end of it a large joint of cold meat, at the other 
a vast rice-pudding, already dimimshed by attack, and she was 
now slicing a conglomerate mass of cold potatoes and cabbage 
, prior to heating it in the frying-pan, which hissed Tfrith melt^ 
dripping just on the edge of the fire. The kitchen was small, 
ana everywhere reflect^ from some bright surface either the 
glow of die open grate or the yellow lusfre of the gas-jet; red 
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cnrtaiiiB drawn across the window added warmth and homely 
comfort to the room. It was not the kitchen of pinched or 
slovenly working folk; the air had a scent of cleanliness, of 
freshly scrubbed boards and polished metal, and the fomitore 
was supw-abundant. On the capacious dresser stood or hung 
utensils innumerable; cupboards and chairs had a struggle for 
wall space; every smallest object was in the place assigned to it 
by use and wont. 

The housewife was an active woman of something less than 
sixty; stout, fresh-featured, with a small keen eye, a firm mouth, 
and the look of one who, conscious of responsibilities, yet feels 
equal to them; on the whole a kindly and contenti^ face, if 
lacking the suggestiveness which comes of thought. -At present 
she seemed on the verge of impatience; it was supper time, but 
her children lingered. 

* There they are, and there they must wait, I s’pose,’ she 
murmured to herself eis she finishea slicing the vegetables and 
went to remove the pan a little from the fire. 

A knock at the house door called her upstairs. She came 
down again, followed by a young girl of pleasant countenance, 
though pale and anxious-looking. The visitor’s dress was very 
plain, and indicated poverty; she wore a long black jacket, un- 
Irimmed, a boa of cheap fur, tied at the throat with black 
ribbon, a hat of grey felt, black cotton gloves. 

‘ No one here? ’ she asked, seeing the empty kitchen. 

‘ Goodness knows where they all are. I s’pose Dick’s at his 
meeting; but ^lice and ’Any had ought to be back by now. 
Sit you down to the table, and I’ll put on the vegetables; there’s 
no call to wait for them. Only I ain’t got the beer.’ 

* Oh, but I didn’t mean to come for supper,’ said the girl, 
whose name was Emma Vine. ‘ I only ran in to tell you poor 
Jane’s down again with rheumatic fever.’ 

Mrs. Mutimer was holding the fiying-pan over the fire, turning 
the contents over and over with a knife. 

* You don’t mean that!* she exclaimed, loo king over her 
shoulder. ‘ Why, it’s the fifth time, ain’t it? ’ 

‘ It is indeed, and worse to get through eveiy time. We didn’t 
exjpect she’d ever be able to walk again last autumn.’ 

Dear, dear! what a thing them rheumatics is, to be sure! 
Andyou’ve heard about Dick, haven’t you ? * 

* Heard what ? ’ 

* Oh, I thought maybe it had got to you. He’s lost his work, 
that’s all* 

* Lost his work ? ’ the girl repeated, with dismay. * Why ? * 

‘Why? What else ht^ he to expect? ’Tain’t likely they’ll 

keep a man as goes about making all his mates diseontented 
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and oalling his employees names at every street corner. Tve 
been lookup for it every week. Yesterday one of the guvnon 
calls him up and tells him—just in a few cira words—as perhaps 
it ’ud be better for all parties if he*d find a place where he was 
more satisfied. ** Wdl an* good,'* says Dick—you know his 
way —and there he is.* 

Ibe girl had seated herself, and listened to this story with 
downcast eyes. Ooorage seemed to fail her; she drew a long, 
quiet sigh. Her face was of the kind that expresses much sweet¬ 
ness in irregular features. Her look was very honest and gentle, 
with pathetic meaninj^s for whoso had the eye to catch them; 
a peculiar mobility of the lips somehow made one think that 
she had often to exeit hersell to keep down tears. She spoke 
in a subdued voice, always briefly, and with a certain natural 
refinement in the use of uncultured language. When Mrs. 
Mutimer ceased, Emma kept silence, and smoothed the front of 
her jacket with an unconscious movement of the hand. 

Mrs. Mutimer glanced at her and showed commiseration. 

'Well, well, don’t you worrit about it, Emma,’ she said; 
' you've quite enough on your hands. Dick don't care—^not he; 
be couldn't look more high-flyin’ if someone had left him a 
fortune. He says it’s the best thing as could happen. Nay, 
1 can't explain; he'll tell you plenty soon as he gets in. Cut 
yourself some meat, child, do, and don’t wait for me to help 
you. See, I’ll turn you out some potatoes; you don’t care for 
the greens, 1 koDW.' 

' The fry had hissed vigorously whilst this conversation went 
on; the results were brown and unctuous. 

' Now, if it ain’t loo bad!' cried the old woman, losing self- 
control. ' That 'Any gets later every Sunday, and be knows 
very well as I have to wait for the beer till he comes.* 

' I’ll fetch if,' said Emma, rising. 

' You indeed! I’d like to see Dick if he caught me a-sending 
you to the pu3lic-house.' 

* He won’t mind it for once.’ 

* You get oa with your supper, do. It's only my fidgetiness; 
I can do very well a bit longer. And Alice, where's she off to, 
1 wonder? ^hat it is to have a girl that age! I wish th^ was 
all like you, Emma. Get on wito your supper, 1 you, or 
you’ll make ne angry. Now, it ain't no use taking it to *eart 
m that way. I see what you’re worritin' over. Dick ain’t the 
man to be out o* work long.’ 

' But won'f it be the same at his next place? * Emma inquired. 
She was tiyisg to eat, but it was a sad pretence. 

'Nay, th<^'s no teUing. It's no good my taUdn* to him. 
Why &n’t ypu see what yon can do, Emma? 'Tain't as if he’d 
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no one but his own self to think about. Don’t you think you 
could make him see that? If anyone has a right to speak, it’s 
you. Tell him as he’d ought to have a bit more thought. It’s 
wait, wait, wait, and likely to be if things go on like this. Speak 
up and teU him os- * 

‘ Oh, I couldn’t do that! ’ murmured Emma. ‘ Dick knows 
best.’ 

She stopped to listen; there was a noise above as of people 
entering the house. 

‘ Here they come at last,’ said Mrs. Mutimer. * Hear him 
laughin’ ? Now, don’t you be so ready to laugh with him. Let 
him see as it ain’t such good fun to everybody.’ 

Heavy feet tramped down the stone sturs, amid a sound of 
loud laughter and excited talk. The next moment the kitchen 
dpor was thrown open, and two young men appeared. The one 
in advance was Richard Mutimer; behind aim came a friend of 
the family, Daniel Dabbs. 

’ Well, what do you think of this ? ’ Richard exclaimed as he 
shook Emma’s hands rather carelessly. ‘ Mother been putting 
you out of spirits, I suppose? Why, it’s grarii; the best thing 
that could have happened! What a meeti^ wo’vc had to-night! 
What do you say, Dan ? ’ 

Richard represented—too favourably to make him anything 
but an exception—the best qualities his class can show. He 
was the English artisan as we find him on rare occasions, the 
issue of a good strain which has managed to procure a sufficiency 
of food for two or three generations. His physique was admir¬ 
able; little short of six feet in stature, he hod shapely shouldeis, 
an erect well-formed head, clean strong limbs, and a bearing 
which in natural ease and dignity matched that of the picked 
men of the upper class—^those fine creatures whope career, from 
public school to regimental quarters, is one exduBivc course of 
bodily training. But the comparison, on the whole, was to 
Richard’s advantage. By no possibility could he have assumed 
that aristocratic vacuity of visage which comes of carefully 
induced cerebral atrophy. The air of the workshop;suffered little 
colour to dwell upon his cheeks; but to features of so pronounced 
and intelligent a type this pallor added a distinc^on He had 
dark brown hair, thick and long, and a cropped beard of hue 
Bomew'hat lighter. His eyes were his mother’s-^e^ and direct; 
but they had small variety of expression; yon ooul4 not imagine 
them softening to tenderness, or even to thoughtful dreaming. 
Terribty wide awake, they seemed to be always locking for the 
weak points of whatever they r^ardec^ an<i thejr brightness 
Avas not sddom suggestive of malice. His voice was stro^ and 
clear; it would ring out well in public places, which |s equivalent 
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to saying that it hardlv invited too intimate oonferenoe. Yon 
will take for panted that Richard displayed, alike in attitude 
and tone, a Satinet consciousness of ^ points of superiority 
to the men among whom he lived; probably he more than 
suspected that he could have held his own in spheres to which 
there seemed small chance of his being summoned. 

Just now he showed at once the best and the weakest of his 
points. Coming in a state of exaltation from a meeting of which 
he had been the eloquent hero, such light as was within him 
flashed from his face freely; all the capacity and the vigour 
which impelled him to strain against the strait bonds of his bt 
set his b^y quivering and m^e music of his utterance. At 
the same time, his free movements passed easily into swagger, 
and as he talked on, the false notes were not few. A working 
man gifted with brains and comeliness must, be sure of it, pay 
penalties for his prominence. 

Quite another man was Daniel Dabbs: in him you saw the 
proletarian pure and simple. He was thick-set, square-shouldered, 
rolling in gait; he walked with head'bent forward and eyes 
glancing uneasily, as if from lack of self-confidence. His wiry 
black hair shone with grease, and no accuracy of razor-play 
would make bis chin white. A man of immense strength, but 
bull-necked and altogether ungainly—his heavy fist, with its 
black veins and terrific knuckles, suggested primitive methods 
of settling dispute; the stumpy fingers, engrimed hopelessly, 
and the filthy broken nails, showed how he wrought for a living. 

* His face, if you examined it without prejudice, was not ill to 
look upon; there was much good humour about the mouth, 
and the eyes, shrewd enough, could glimmer a kindly light. His 
laughter was roof-shaking—^always a good sign in a man. 

* And what have t/m got to say of these fine doings, Mr. 
Dabbs? ’ Mrs. Mutimer asked him. 

‘ Why, it’s like this ’ere, Mrs. Mutimer,’ Daniel b^an, having 
seated himself, with hands on widely-parted knees. ‘ As far as 
the theory goes, I’m all for Dick; any man must be as knows 
his two times two. But about the Longwoods; well, 1 tell Dick 
they’ve a perfect right to get rid of him, finding him a dangerous 
enemy, you see. It was all fair and above board. Young Stephen 
Longwood ups an’ says—^leastways not in these words, but them 
as means the same—says he, ** Look ’ere, Mutimer,” he say^ 
** we’ve no fault to find'with you as a workman, but from what 
we hear of you, it seems you don’t care much for os as empbyers. 
Hadn’t you better find a shop as is run on Socialist principles ? ” 
l^at’s im about it, you see; it’s a case of incompatible tempera¬ 
ments; there's no* ill-feelin’, not as between man and man. 
And that’s what 1 say, too.* 
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*Now, Dick/ said Mrs. Mutimer, * before yoa be^n your 
sermon, who’s a-going to fetch my bwr? ’ 

* Right, Mrs. Mutimer i * cried Daniel, slapping his 1^. * That’s 
what 1 call coming from theory to practice Beer squares all— 
leastways for the time being—only for the time being, Dick. 
Where’s the jug? Better give me two jugs; we’ve had a thirsty 
night of it/ 

^We’U make capital of this!’ said Richard, walking about 
the room in Daniel’s absence. ^Ilie great point gained is, 
they’ve shown they’re afraid of me. We’ll write it up in <he 
paper next week, see if we don’t I It'll do us a sight of good.* 

* And where’s your weekly wages to come from ? ’ inquired 
his mother. 

’ Oh, I’ll look after that. I only wish they’d refuse me all 
round; the more of that kind of thing the better for us. I’m 
not afraid but I can earn my living.* 

Through all this Emma Vine had sat with her thoughtful ^es 
constant^ turned on Richard. It wes plain how pride struggled 
with anxiety in her mind. When Richard had kept silence for a 
moment, she ventured to speak, having tried in vain to meet 
his look. 


‘ Jane’s ill again, Richard,* she said. 

Mutimer had to summon his thoughts from a great distance; 
his endeavour to look sympathetic was not very successful. 

* Not the fever again ? * 

* Yes, it is,* she replied sadly. 

* Going to work in the wet, I suppose ? * 

He shrugged his shoulders; in his present mood the fact was 
not so much personally interesting to him as in the light of 
another case against capitalism. Emma’s sister had to go a long 
way to her daily employment, and could not afford to ride; the 
fifth attack of rheumatic fever was tiie price she paid for being 
permitted to earn ten shillings a week. 

Daniel returned with both jugs foaming, his face on a broad 
mrin of anticipation. There was a general move to the table. 
Richard began to carve roast beef hke a freeman, not by any 
means like the serf he had repeatedly declared himself in the 
course of the evening’s oratory. 

’Her Royal ’Ighness out?* asked Daniel, with conslxaint 
not solely due to the fact that his mouth was full. 

* She’s round at Mrs. Took’s, I should think,* was Mrs. 
Mutimer’s reply. ’ Staying supper, per’aps.’ 

Richard, after five minutes of surprising trencher-work, re- 
oommmced conversation. The proceedings of the evening at 
the hall, which was the centre for Socialist gatherings in this 
neighbourhood, were discussed by him and Daniel with mudi 
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liveliness. Dan was disposed to take the meeting on its festive 
and humorous side; for him, economic agitation was a mode of 
passing a few hours amid congenial uproar. Whenever stamp¬ 
ing aim shouting were called for, Daniel was your man. Abuse 
of employers, it was true, gave a zest to the occasion, and to 
applaud the martyrdom of others was as cheery an occupation 
as could be asked; Daniel had no idea of sacrifioing his own 
weekly wa^, and therein resembled most of those who had 
been loud in uncompromising rhetoric. Richard, on the other 
hand, was unmistakably zealous. His sense of humour was not 
strong, and in any case he would have upheld the serious dignity 
of his own position. One saw from his way of speaking, that he 
believed himself about to become a popular hero; already in 
imagination he stood forth on platforms before vast assemblies, 
and heard his own voice denouncing capitalism with force which 
nothing could resist. The first ^te of applause had given 
extraordinaiy impulse to his convictions, and the personal 
ambition with which the^ were interwoven. His granafather’s 
blood was hot in him. to-night. Henry Mutimer, dying in hospital 
of his broken skull, would have found euthanasia, could he in 
vision have seen this worthy descendant entering upon a career 
in comparison with which his own was unimportant. 

The high-pitched voices and the clatter of knives and forks 
allowed a new-comer to enter the kitchen without being im¬ 
mediately observed. It was a tall girl of interesting and viva¬ 
cious appearance; she wore a dress of tartan, a very smAll hat 
trimmed also with tartan and with a red feather, a tippet of 
brown fur about her shoulders, and a muff of the same material 
on one of her hands. Her figure was admirable; from the crest 
of her gracefully poised head to the tip of her well-chosen boot 
she was, in line and structure, the type of mature woman. Her 
face, if it did not indicate a mind to match her frame, was at 
the least sweet-featured and provoking; characterless somewhat, 
but void of danger-signals; doubtless too good to be merely 
played with; in any case, very capable of sending a ray, in one 
moment or another, to the shadowy dreaming-place of graver 
thoughts. Alice Maud Mutimer was nineteen. For two years 
die had been thus tall, but the grace of her proportions had 
only of late fully determined itself. Her work in the City ware¬ 
house was unexacting; she had even a faint impress of rose- 
petal on each cheek, and her eye was excellently clear. Her lips, 
i^ortunately never quite cloi^, betrayed faultless teeth. Her 
likeness to Richard was noteworthy; beyond question she under¬ 
stood the charm of her pres^ce, and one felt that the conscious¬ 
ness n^hf^ in her case, constitute rathw a safeguard than 
otherwise. 
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She stood with one hand on the door, surveying the table. 
When the direction of Mrs. Mutimer*s eyes at length caused 
Richard and Daniel to turn their heads, Alice noddra to each, 

* What noisy people! I heard you out in the square.* 

She was moving past the table, but Daniel, suddenly backing 
his chair, intercepts her. The girl gave him her hand, and, by 
way of being jocose, he squeezed it so vehemently that she 
uttered a shi^ ‘ Oh I * 

* Leave go, Mr. Dabbs! Leave go, T tell you! How dare you? 
I’ll bit you as hard as 1 can! * 

Daniel laughed obstreperously. 

’Do! do!* he cried. ’What a mighty blow that ’ud be! 
Only the left hand, though. I shall get over it.* 

^e wrenched herself away, gave Daniel a smart slap on the 
back, and ran round to the other side of the table, where she 
kissed Emma affectionately. 

’ How thirsty I am! ’ she exclaimed. ' You haven’t drunk all 
the beer, I hope.’ 

‘ I’m not so sure of that,’ Dan replied. ‘ Why, there ain’t 
more than ’arf a pint; that’s not much use for a Royal ’Tghness.* 

She poured it into a glass. Alice reached across the table, 
raised the glass to her lips, and—emptied it. Then she threw 
off hat, tippet, and gloves, and seated herself But in a moment 
she was up and at the cupboard. 

’Now, mother, you don’t—^you donH say as there’s not a 
pickle! ’ 

Her tone was deeply reproachful. 

‘ Why, there now,* replied her mother, laughing; ‘ I knew 
what it ’ud be! 1 meant to a’ got them last night. You’ll have 
to make shift for once.’ 

The Brincess took her seat with an air of much dejection. 
Her pretty lips grew mutmous; she pushed her plate away. 

’ No supper for me! The idea of cold meat without a pickle.’ 

* What’s the time ? ’ cried Daniel ‘ Not closing time yet. 
I can get a pickle at the ** Duke’s Arms.” Give me a glass, 
Mrs. Mutimer.* 

Alice looked up slily, half smiling, half doubtful. 

* You may go,’ she said. * I uke to see strong men make 
themselves useful.’ 

Dan rose, and was off at once. He returned with the tumbler 
full of pickled walnuts. Alice emptied half a dozen into her 
plate, and put one of them whole into her mouth. She would 
not have been a girl of her class if she had not relished this 
pungent dainty, fish of any kind, green vegetables, ^s and 
bacon, with aU these a drench of vinegar was indispensable to 
her. And she proceeded to eat a suppe" scarcely less substantial 
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than 4^at which had appeased her brother's appetite. Start not, 
dear reader; the Prinoess is only a subordmate heroine, and 
happens, moreover, to be a living oreatare. 

^Won't you take a walnut, Miss Vine?' Daniel asked, pushing 
the tumbler to the quiet girl, who had soaroely spoken through 
the meal 

She declined the offered dainty, and at the same time rose 
from the table, saying aside to Mrs. Mutimer that she must be 


gom|. 


fes, I suppose you must,* was the reply. * Shall you have 
to sit up with Jane? * 

‘ Not all night, I don’t expect.* 

Richard likewise left his place, and, when she offered to bid 
him good-night, said that he would walk a little way with her. 
In the passage above, which was gas-lighted, he found his hat 
on a nail, and the two left the house toother. 

* Don’t you really mind? ’ Emma asked, looking up into his 
face as they took their way out of the square. 

* Not I! I can get a job at Baldwin’s any day. But 1 dare 
say I shan’t want one long.’ 

* Not want work ? ’ 

He laughed. 

'Work? Oh, plenty of work; but perhaps not the same kind. 
We want men who can mve their whole time to the struggle— 
to go about lecturing and the like. Of course, it isn’t everybody 
can do it.’ 


The remark indicated his belief that he knew one man not 
incapable of leading functions. 

' And would tL;> pay you? ’ Emma inquired, simply. 

* Expenses of that kind are inevitable,* he replied. 

Issumg into the New North Road, where there were stUl 
many people hastening one way and the other, they turned to 
the leR, crossed the canal—black and silent—and were soon 
among narrow streets. Every comer brought a whiff of some 
rank ^our, which stole from closed shops and warehouses, and 
hung heavily on the stUl air. The public-houses had just ex- 
tinmzished their lights, and in the neighbourhood of each was 
a duster of lingering men and women, merry or disputatious. 
Mid-Easter was inviting repose and festivity; to-morrow would 
see culmination of riot, and iffter that it would only depend 
upon pecuniary resource how long the muddled interval between 
holiday and renewed labour should drag itself out. 

The end of their walk was the entrance to a narrow passage, 
which, at a few yards* distance, widened itself and became a 
street of four-storeyed houses. At present this could not be 
disoemed; the passi^ was a mere opening into massive dark- 
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0086 . Biohard had just been making inquiries about Emma^s 
sister. 

‘ You’ve had the doctor? ’ 

* Yes, we're obliged; she does bo dread going to the hospital 
again. Each time she’s longer in getting well* 

Bichard’s hand was in his pocket; he drew it out and pressed 
something against the girl’s palm. 

‘ Oh, how can I ? ’ ^e said, dropping her eyes, ‘ No—don’t 
—I’m ashamed.’ 

* That’s all right,’ he urged, not iinkindlv. * You’ll have to 
get her what the doctor orders, and it isn’t likely you and Kate 
can afford it.’ 

* You’re always so kind, Richard. But 1 am—I am ashamed! ’ 

* 1 say, Emma, why don’t you call me Dick? I’ve meant to 
ask you that many a time.’ 

She turned her face away, moving as if abashed. 

* I don’t know. It soundi^perhaps 1 want to make a difference 
from what the others call you.’ 

He laughed with a sound of satisfaction. 

* Well, you mustn’t stand here; it’s a cold night. Tty and 
come Tue^ay or W'ednesday.’ 

‘ Yes, I will.’ 

* Good night! ’ he said, and, as he held her hand, bent to the 
lips which were ready. 

Emma walked along the passage, and for some distance up 
the middle of the street. Then she stopped and looked up at 
one of the black houses. There were b’ghts, more or less curtain- 
dimmed, in nearly all the windo^vs. Emma regarded a faint 
gleam in the topmost storey. To that she ascended. 

Mutimer walked homewards at a quick step, whistling to 
himself. A latch-key gave him admission. As he went down 
the kitchen stairs, he heard his mother’s voice raised in anger, 
and on opening the door he found that Daniel had departed, 
and that the supper table was already cleared Alice, her feet 
on the fender and her dress raised a little, was engaged in warm¬ 
ing herself before going to bed. The object of Mrs. Mutimer’s 
ohastiBement was the youngest member of the family, known 
as ’Arry; even Bichard, who had learnt to be somewhat careful 
in his pronunciation, could not bestow the aspirate upon his 
brother’s name. Henry, aged seventeen, promi^ to do credit 
to the Mutimers in physical completeness; already be was nearly 
as tall as his eldest brother; and, even in his lankness, showed 
the beginnings of ivell-proportioDed vigour. But the shape of 
li^ h^l, which was covered with hair of the lightest hue, did 
not encourage hope of mental or moral qualities. It was not 
quite fair to judge his face as seen at present; the vacant grin 
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of half tixnid, half insolent, resentment made him oonsideraUy 
more simian of risage than was the case under ordinary circom* 
stances. But the features were unpleasant to look upon; it was 
Richard’s face, distorted and enfeebled with impress of sensual 
instinots. 

* As long as you lire in this house, it shan’t go on,’ his mother 
was saying. ^Sunday or Monday, it’s no matter; you’ll be 
home before eleven o’clock, and you’ll come home sober. You’re 
no better than a pig! ’ 

’Arry was seatM in a far corner of the room, where he had 
droppM his body on entering. His attire was such as the cheap 
tailors turn out in imitation of extreme fashions: trousers 
closely moulded upon the leg, a buff waistcoat, a short coat with 
pockets everywhere. A very high collar kept bis head up against 
his will; his necktie was crimson, and passed througli a brass 
ring; he wore a silver w'atch-chain, or what seemed ^ be such. 
One hand was gloved, and a cane lav across his knees. His 
attitude was one of relaxed muscles, his legs very far apart, bis 
body not quite straight. 

* What d’ you call sober, I’d like to know? * he replied, with 
looseness of utterance. ’ I’m as sober’s anybody in this room. 
If a chap can't go out with’s friends ’t Easter an’ all——? * 

* Easter, inde^! It’s getting to bo a regular thing, Saturday 
and Sunday. Get up and go to bed! I’ll have my say out with 
you in the morning, young man.’ 

’ Go to bed! ’ repeated the lad with scorn. ‘ Tell you I ain’t 
had no supper.’ 

Richard had v^lked to the neighbourhood of the fireplace, 
and was regarding his brother with anger and contempt. At 
this point of the dialogue he interfered. 

* And you won’t have any, either, that I’ll see to! What’s 
more, you’ll do as your mother bids you, or I’ll know the reason 
wl^. Go upstairs at once! ’ 

It was not a command to be disregarded. ’Arry rose, but 
half-defiantly. 

‘ What have you to do with it? You’re not my master.’ 

’Do you hear what I say?’ Richard observed, yet more 
autocratically. * Take yourself off, and at once! * 

The lad growled, hesitated, but approached t*he door. His 
motion was slinking; he could not face Richard's eye. They 
heard him stumble up the stairs. 
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CHAFTEB T 

On ordinaTy days Richard of necessity rose early; a holiday did 
not lead him to break the rule, for free hours were precious. 
He had his body well under control; six hours of sleep he found 
sufficient to keep him in health, and temptations to personal 
ease, in whatever form, he resisted as a matter of principle. 

E^ter Monday found him down-stairs at half-past six. His 
mother would to-day allow herself another hour. ’Airy would 
be down just in time to breakfast, not daring to be late. The 

Princess might be looked for-some time in the course of 

the morning; she was licensed. 

Richard, for purposes of study, used the front parlour. In 
drawing up the blind, he disclosed a room precisely resembling 
in essential features hundreds of front parlours in that neighbour¬ 
hood, or, indeed, in any working-class district of London. Every¬ 
thing was clean; most things were bright-hued or glistening of 
surface. There was the gilt-framed mirror over the mantelpiece, 
with a yellow clock—which did not go—and glass ornaments 
in front. There was a small round table before the window, 
supporting wax fruit under a glass case. There was a hearthrug 
with a dazzling pattern of imaginary flowers. On the blue cloth 
of the middle table were four showUy-bound volumes, arranged 
symmetrically. On the head of the sofa lay a covering worked 
of blue and yellow Berlin wools. Two arm-chairs were draped 
with long white antimacassars, ready to slip oS at a touch. As 
in the kitchen, there -was a smell of cleanliness—of furniture 
polish, hearthstone, and black-lead. 

1 should mention the ornaments of the walls. The pictures 
were: a strUdng landscape of the Swiss type, an engraved 
portrait of Garibaldi, an unframed view of a certain insurance 
office, a British baby on a large scale from the Christmas number 
of an illustrated paper. 

The one singular feature of the room was a small, glass-doored 
bookcase, full of volumes. They were all of Richard’s purchasing; 
to survey them was to understand the man, at all events on his 
intellectual sida Without exception they belonged to that order 
of literature which, if studied exclusivelv and for its own sake,— 
as here it was,—^brands a man indelibly, declaring at once the 
incompleteness of his education and Ike deficiency of his inatmcta. 
Social, political, religious,—under these three heads the volumes 
classed themselves, and each class was represented by produc¬ 
tions of the ‘ extreme' school. The books which a bright youtii 
of fair opportunities reads as a matter of course, rejoices in for 
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a year or two, then throws aside for ever, were here treasared 
to be the gnides of a lifetime. Certain writm of the last century, 
long ago become only historically interesting, were for Richara 
an armoury whence he fprded himself for the battles of the day; 
cheap reprints or traninations of Malthus, of Robert Owen, of 
Volney*8 * Ruins,* of Thomas Paine, of sundry works of Voltahe, 
ranked upon his shelves. Moreover, there was a large collection 
of pamphlets, titled wonderfully and of yet more remarkable con¬ 
tents, the authoritative utterances of contemporary gentlemen 
—and ladies—^who made it the end of their existence to prove; 
that there cannot by any possibility be such a person as Satan; 
that the story of creation contains in the Book of Genesis is 
on no account to be received; that the begetting of children is 
a most deplorable oversight; that to eat flesh is wholly un¬ 
worthy of a civilised being; that if every man and woman 
pcn^ormed their quota of the world’s labour it would be necessary 
to work for one hour and thirty-seven minutes dally, no jot 
longer, and that the author, in each case, is the one person 
capable of restoring dignity to a down-trodden race and happi¬ 
ness to a blasted universe. Alas, alas! On this food had Richard 
Mutimer pastured his soul since he grew to manhood, on this 
and tills only. English literature was to him a sealed volume; 
poetry he scarcely knew by name; of history he was worse than 
Ignorant, having looked at this period and that through dis¬ 
torting media, and congratulating himself on his clear vision 
because he saw men as trees walking; the bent of his mind 
would have led him to natural science, but opportunities of 
instruction were hMcking, and the chosen directors of his prejudice 
taught him to regard every fact, every discovery, as for or 
against something. 

A library of pathetic signi6cance, the individual alone con¬ 
sidered. Viewed as r^resentative, not without alarming sugges¬ 
tiveness to those who can any longer trouble themselves arout 
the world’s future. One dreams of the age when free thought— 
in the popular sense—will have become universal, when art shall 
have lost its meaning, worship its holiness, when the Bible will 
only exist in * comic* editions, and Shakespeare be down- 
orira by * most sweet voices ’ as a mountebank of reactionary 
tendencies. * 

Richard was to lecture on the ensuing Sunday at one of the 
branch meeting-places of his society; he engaged himseU this 
momiim in collecting certain data of a statistical kind. He 
was still at his work when the sound of the postman’s knock 
began to be heard in the square, coming from house to house, 
drawing nearer at each rmtition. Richard paid no heed to it; 
he expected no letter. Yet it seemed there was one for some 
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member of tho family; the letter carrier’s regular tread anoended 
the five steps to- the door, and then two small thunderclaps 
echoed through the house. There was no letter-box; Richard 
went to answer the knock. An envelope addressed to himself 
in a small, formal hand. 

His thoughts still busy with other things, he opened the letter 
mechanical^ as he re-entered the room. He had never in his 
life been calmer; the early hour of study had kept his mind 
pleasantly active whilst his breakfast appetite sharpened itself. 
Never was man less prepared to receive startling intelligence. 

He read, then raised his eyes and let them ^av from the 
papers on the table to the wax fruit before the window, thence 
to the young leafage of the trees around the Baptist Chapel. 
He was like a man whose face had been overfiashed by lightning. 
He read again, then, holding the letter behind him, closed hu 
right hand upon his beard with thoughtful tension. He read a 
third time, then returned the letter to its envelope, put it in 
his pocket, and sat down again to his book. 

He was summoned to breakfast in ten minutes. His mother 
was alone in the kitchen; she gave him his bloater and his 
cup of coffee, and he cut himself a solid slice of bread and butter. 

* Was the letter for you ? ’ she asked. 

He replied with a nod, and fell patiently to work on the 
dissection of his bony delicacy. In five minutes Henry approached 
the table with a furtive glance at his elder brother. But Richard 
had no remark to make. The meal proceeded in silence. 

When Richard had finished, he rose and said to his mother— 

* Have you that railway-guide I brought home a week ago 7 * 

* I believe I have somewhere. Just look in the cupboard.* 

The guide was found. Richard consulted it for a few moments. 

* I have to go out of London,’ he then observed. * It’s just 
|x>8S]ble 1 shan’t get back to-night.’ 

A little talk followed about the arrangements of the day, and 
whether anyone was likely to be at home for dinner. Richard 
did not show much interest in the matter; he went upstairs 
whistling, and changed the clothing ho wore for his best suit. 
In a quarter of an hour he had left the house. 

He did not return till the evening of the following day. It 
was presumed that he had gone * after a job.* 

When he reached home his mother and Alice were at tea. 
He walked to the kitchen fireplace, turned his back to it^ and 
gazed with a peculiar expression at the two who sat at table. 

* Dick’s got work,’ observed Alice, after a glance at him. * 1 
can see that in his face.’ 

* Have you, Dick 7 ’ asked Mrs. Mutimer. 

’ I have. Work likely to lost.* 
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* So we'll hope/ commented his mother. * Where is it! * 

*A good way out of London. Pour me a cup, mother. 
Where's *Arry? ’ 

* Gk>ne out, as usual.* 

' * And why are you having tea with your hat on. Princess T ’ 

' Because I'm in a huriy, if you must know everything.' 

Richard did not seek further information. He ^ank his tea 
standing. In five minutes Alice had bustled away for an evening 
with friends. Mrs. Mutimer cleared the table without spealdng. 

* Now get your sewing, motlier, and sit down/ began Richard. 
* I want to have a talk with you.’ 

The mother oast a rather suspicious glance. There was an 
impressiveness in the young man's look and tone which disposed 
her to obey without remark. 

' How long is it,' Richard asked, when attention waited upon 
him, * since you heard anything of father’s uncle, my namesake? * 

Mrs. Mutimer’s face exhibited the dawning of intelligence, 
an unwrinkling here and there, a slight rounding of the Ups. 

* Why, what of him T ’ she asked in an undertone, leaving a 
needle unthreaded. 

' The old man’s just dead.' 

Agitation seized the listener, agitation of a kind most unusual 
in her. Her hands trembled, her eyes grew wide. 

' You haven't heard anything of him mtely ?' pursued Richard. 

'Heard? Not I. No more did your father ever since two 
vears afore we was married. I'd always thought he was dead 
long ago. What of him, Dick?' 

' From what I'm told I thought you'd perhaps been keeping 
things to yourseli. 'Twouldn't have been unlike you, mother. 
He knew all about us, so the lawyer tells me.' 

‘ The lawyer? * 

* Well, I’d better out with it. He’s died without a will. His 
real property—that means his houses and land—belongs to me; 
his personal property—that’s his mon^—’ll have to be divided 
between me, and Auce, and 'Arry. You’re out of the sharing, 
mother.' 

He said it jokingly, but Mrs. Mutimer did not join in his laugh. 
Her palms were closely pressed together; still trembling, she 
gazed straight before her, with a far-off look. 

* His houses—his land ?' she murmured, as if she had not 
quite heard. * What did he want with more than one house? * 

The absurd question was all that could find utterance. She 
'seemed to be reflecting on that point. 

' Would you like to hear what it all comes to ? ’ Richard 
resumed. His voice was unnatural, forcibly suppressed, quiver¬ 
ing at pauses. His eyes gleamed, and there was a centre of 
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warm colour on each of his che^s. He had taken a note-book 
from his pocket, and the leaves rustled under his tremulous 
fingers. 

‘ The lawyer, a man called Yottle, just gave me an idea of 
the different investments and so on. Ilie r^ property consists 
of a couple of houses in Belwick, botii let, and an estate at a 
place cafied Wanley. The old man hod begun mining th^; 
there's iron. I*ve got my ideas about that. 1 didn't go into the 
house; people are there still. Now the income.* 

He rc^ his notes: So much in railways, so much averaged 
yearly from iron-works in Belwick, so much in foreign securities, 
so much disposable at home. Total- 

* Stop, Dick, stop! ’ uttered his mother, under her breath. 
'Them figures frighten me; I don't know what they mean. 
It's a mistake; they’re leading you astraV' Now, mind what 
1 say—there’s a mistake! No man with aU that money ’ud die 
without a will. You won’t get me to believe it, Dick.' 

Richard laughed excitedly. ' Believe it or not, mother; I've 
got my ears and eyes, I hope. And there’s a particular reason 
why he left no wul. There was one, but something—I don’t 
know what—happened just before his death, and he was going 
to make a new one. The will was burnt. He died in church on 
a Sunday morning; if he’d lived another day, he’d have made 
a new wUl. It’s no more a mistake than the Baptist Chapel is 
in the square! ’ A comparison which hardly conveyed all 
Richard’s meaning; but he was speaking in agitation, more and 
more quickly, at last almost angrUy. 

Mrs. Mutimer raised her hand. ' Be quiet a bit, Dick. It’s 
took me too sudden. I feel queer like.’ 

There was silence. The mother rose as if with difiSculty, and 
drew water in a tea-cup from the filter. When she resumed her 
place, her hands prepared to resume sewing. She looked up, 
solemnly, sternly. 

' Dick, it’s b^, bad news! I’m an old woman, and I must 
say what I think. It upsets me; it frightens me. I thought he 
might a’ left you a hundred pounds.’ 

' Mother, don’t talk about it till you've had time to think,’ 
said Richard, stubbornly. ‘ If this is bad news, what the deuce 
would you call good ? Just because I’ve been bom and bred a 
mechanic, does that say I’ve got no common sense or self- 
respect? Are you afraid I shall go and drink myself to death? 
You talk like the people who make it their business to sneer 
at us—the improvidence of the working classes, and such d——d 
slander. It’s good news for me, and it’ll be good news for many 
another man. Wait and see.’ 

The mother became silent, keeping her Ups tight, and strug- 
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g]mg to regain her oalmness. She was not oonvinoed, but in 
argament witb her eldest son die always gave way, affection 
and the pride die had in him aiding hor instincts of discretion. 
In practice she still maintained something of maternal authority, 
often saining her point by merely seeming offended. To tl^ 
two \rao h(M not yet reached the year of emancipation die 
allowed, in essentials, no appeal from hex decidon. Between 
her and Richard there had been many a sharp conflict in formw 
days, invariably ending with the burs submisdon; the respect 
which his mother exacted, he in truth felt to be her due, and it 
was now long since they had oj^nly been at issue on anv point. 
Mrs. Mutimer’s views were dislwotly Conservative, and hitherto 
die had never taken Richard's ^idicalism seriously; on the 
whole she had regarded it as a fairly harmless recreation for his 
leisure hours—decidedly preferable to a haunting of public- 
houses and mudc-halls. l%e loss of his employment caused her 
a good deal of uneasiness, but she had not ventured to do more 
than throw out hints of her disapproval; and now, as it seemed, 
the matter was of no moment. Henceforth she had far other 
apprehensions, but this first conflict of their views made her 
reticent. 

* Just let me teU you how things stand,’ Richard pursued, 
when his excitement had somewhat subsided; and he went on 
to explain the relations between old Mr. Mutimer and the 
Eldons, which in outline had been described to him by Mr. 
Yottle. And then— 

* The will he had made left all the property to this young 
Eldon, who was to be trustee for a little money to be doled out 
to me yearly, just to save me from ruining myself, of course.* 
Richard’s lips curled in scorn. * I don’t know whether the 
lawyer thought we ought to offer to give everything up; he 
seemed precious anxious to make me understand that the old 
man had never intended us to have it, and that he did want 
these other people to have it. Of course, we’ve nothing to do 
with that. Luck’s luck, and 1 think I know who’ll make best 
use of it.’ 

* Why didn’t you tell all this when Alice was here? ’ inquired 
his mother, seeming herself again, though very grave. 

* I’ll tell you. 1 thought it over, and it seemil to me it’ll be 

better if Alice and ’Ariy wait a while before they know what’ll 
come to them. They can’t take an 3 rthing till they’re twenty-one. 
Alice is a good girl, but- * 

He hesitatpd, havii^ caught his mother’s eye. He felt that 
this prudenthd course justified in a measure her anxietv. 

* Iwe’s a girl,’ he pursued, * and we know that a girl with a 
lot o* money g^ run after by men who care nothing about her 
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and a eood deal about the money. Then it*s quite certain ’Any 
won’t be any th.e better for fancying himself rich. He’s going 
to give US trouble as it is, 1 can see that We shall ha^e to take 
another house^ of course, and we can’t keep them from knowing 
that there’s money fallen to me. But there’s no need to talk 
about the figures, and if we can make them Ikink it’s only me 
that’s better off, so much the better. Alice needn’t go to work, 
and I’m glad of it; a girl’s proper place is at home. You can 
tell her you want her to help in we new house. ’Arry had bettw 
keep his place awhile. I shouldn’t wonder if I find work for 
him myself before long. I’ve got plans, but 1 shan’t talk about 
tliem just yet.’ 

He spoke then of the legal duties which fell upon him as 
next-of-kin, explaining the necessity of finding two sureties on 
taking out letters of administration. Mr. Yottle had offered 
himself for one; the other Richard hoped to find in Mr. West- 
lake, a leader of the Socialist movement. 

* You want us to go into a big house? ’ asked Mrs. Mutimer. 
She seemed to pay little attention to the wider aspects of the 
change, but to fix on the details she could best understand, 
those which put her fears in palpable shape. 

* 1 didn’t say a big one^ but a larger than this. We’re not 
going to play the do-nothing gentlefolk; but all the same our 
life won’t and can’t be what it has been. There’s no choice. 
You’ve worked hard all your life, mother, and it’s only fair you 
should come in for a bit of rest. We’ll find a house somewhere 
out Green Lanes way, or in Highbury or Holloway.’ 

He laughed again. 

* So there’s the best of it—the worst of it, as you sa^ Just 
take a night to turn it over. Most likely I shall go to Bdwiok 
again to-morrow afternoon.’ 

He paused, and his mother, after bending her head to bite 
off an end of cotton, a^ed— 

* You’ll tell Emma ? ’ 

* I shaU go round to-night.’ 

A little later Richard left the house for this purpose. His 
step was firmer than ever, his head more upri^t. Walking 
along the crowded streets, he saw nothing; there was a fixed 
smile on his lips, the smile of a man to whom the world pays 
tribute. Never having suffered actual want, and blessed with 
sanguine temperament b6 knew nothii^ of that fierce exulta¬ 
tion, that wrathful triumph .over fate, which comes to mim of 
passionate mood smitten the lightning-fiash of unhoped pros¬ 
perity. At present he was well-disposed to aU men; '‘even ag^dnst 
capitalists and * profitmongers * he could not have railed hwrtily. 
Capitalists ? Was he not one himself ? Aye^ but he would prove 
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himself saoh a one as yon do not meet -with every day; and 
the foresight of deeds which should draw the eyes of men upon 
him, whi^ should shout his name abroad, softened his judg¬ 
ments with the oharity of satisfied ambition. He would be fihe 
glorified representative of his class. He would show the world 
how a seu-taught working man conceived the duties and 
privil^es of w^th. He would shame those dunder-headed, 
callous-hearted aristocrats, those ravening bourgeois. Oppor¬ 
tunity—what else had he wanted? No longer would his voice 
be lost in petty lecture-halls, answered only by the applause of 
a handful of mechanics. Ere many moatiis had passM, crowds 
should throng to hear him; his gospel would be trumpeted over 
the land. To what might he not attain? The educated, the 
refined, men and women- 

He was at the entrance of a dark passage, where his feet 
stayed themselves by force of habit. Ho turn^ out of the street, 
and walked more slowly towards the house in which Emma Vine 
and her sisters lived. Having reached the door, he paused, but 
again took a few pac^ forward. Hien he came bo^ and rang 
the uppermost of five bells. In waiting, he looked vaguely up 
and down the street. 

It was Emma herself who opened to him. The dim light 
showed a smile of pleasure and surprise. 

* You’ve come to ask about Jane ? ’ she said. * She hasn’t 
been quite so bad since last night.* 

* I’m glad to hear it. Can I come up ? ’ 

‘Will you?’ 

He entered, and Emma closed the door. It was pitch dark. 

‘ I wish I’d brought a candle down,’ Emma said, moving back 
along the passage. ‘Mind, there’s a pram at the foot of the 
stairs.’ 

The perambulator was avoided successfully by both, and th^ 
ascended the bare boards of the staircase. On each landing 
prevailed a distinct odour; first came the damp smell of newly- 
washed clothes, then the scent of fried onions, then the work¬ 
room of some small craftsman exhaled varnish. The topmost 
floor seemed the purest; it was only stufi^. 

Bichard enters an uncarpeted room which had to serve too 
many distinct purposes to allow of its being odlerly in appear¬ 
ance. In one comer was a bed, where two little children lay 
asleep; before the window stood a sewing-machine, about which 
was heaped a quantity of Unen; a table in the midst was half 
covered with a cloth, on which was placed a loaf and butter, 
the other half being piled with several dresses requiring the 
needle. Two black patches on the low ceOing showki in what 
positions the lamp stood by turns. 
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Emma’s eldest sister was moving about the room. Hers were 
the children; her husband had been dead a year or more. She 
was about thirty years of age, and had a slatternly appewan^; 
her face was peevish, and seemed to grudge the half-smile with 
which it received the visitor 

* You’ve no need to look round you,’ she said. ‘ We’re in a 
regular pig-stye, and likely to be. Where’s there a chair? * 

She imook some miscellaneous articles on to the floor to 
I»ovide a seat. 

* For mercy’s sake don’t speak too loud, and wake them 
children. Bertie’s had the earache; he’s been crying all day. 
What with him and Jane, we’ve had a blessing, I can tell you. 
Can I put these supper things away, Emma T ’ 

* rU do it,’ was the other’s reply. ‘ Won’t you have a bit 
more, Kate ? ’ 

, * I’ve got no mind for eating. Well, you may cut a slice and 
put it on the mantelpiece. 1*11 go and sit with Jane.* 

Richard sat and looked about the room absently. The circum¬ 
stances of his own family had never fallen below the point at 
which it is possible to have regard for decency; the growing 
up of himself and of his brothers and sister had brought addi¬ 
tional resources to meet extended needs, and the Mutimw 
characteristics had formed a safeguard against improvidence. 
He was never quite at his ease in this poverty-cumbered room, 
which he seldom visited. 

* You ought to have a fire,’ he said. 

* There’s one in the other room,’ replied Kate. ‘ One has to 
serve us.’ 

* But you can’t cook there.’ 

’ Cook ? We can boil a potato, and that’s about all the cooking 
we can do now-a-days.’ 

She moved to the door as she spoke, and, before leaving the 
room, took advantage of Richard’s back being turned to make 
certain exhortatory signs to her sister. Emma averted her 
head. 

Kate closed the door behind her, Emma, having removed 
the eatables to the cupboard, came near to Richard and placed 
her arm gently upon his shoiilders. He looked at her kindly. 

’ Kate’s been so put about with Bertie,’ she said, in a tone of 
excuse. ‘ And she was up nearly all last night.* 

* She never takes things like you do,’ Richard remarked. 

' She’s got more to bear. There’s the children always making 
her anxious. She took Alf to the hospital this afternoon, and 
the doctor says he must have—forget the name, somebody’s 
food. But it’s two-and-ninepence for ever such a little 
They don’t think as his teeth ’U ever come.’ 
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* Oh, I daresay they will,* said Richard encouragingly. 

He had put his arm about her. Emma knelt down by him, 
and rested her head against his shoulder. 

‘I’m tired,* she whispered. ‘I’ve had to go twice to the 
Minories to-day. I’m so afraid I shan’t be able to hold my ^es 
open with Jane, and Kate’s tireder still.* 

She did not speak as if se^dng for sympathy; it was only 
the natural utterance of her thoughts in a moment of restful 
confidence. Uttermost weariness was a condition too familiar 
to the girl to be spoken of in any but a patient, matter-of-fact 
tone. But it was priceless sootliing to let her forehead repose 
against the hes.rt whose love was the one and sufficient blessing 
of her life. Her brown hair was very soft and fine; a lover of 
another kind would have pressed his lips upon it. Richard was 
thinking of matters more practical. At another time his indigna¬ 
tion—^in such a case right good and manful—^would have boiled 
over at the thought of these poor women crushed in slavery 
to feed the world’s dastard selfishness; this evening his mood 
was more complaisant, and he smiled as one at ease. 

‘ Hadn’t you better give up your work ? ’ he said. 

Emma raised her head. In the few moments of repose her 
^elids had drooped with growing heaviness; she looked at him 
as if she had just been aw^ened to some great surprise. 

‘ Give up work ? How can 1 1 ’ 

‘ I think I would. You’d have more time to give to Jane, 
and you could sleep in the day. And Jane had better not begin 
again after this. Don’t you think it would be better if you left 
these lodgings and took a house, where there’d be plenty of 
room and fresh air? * 

‘ Richard, what are you talking about? ’ 

He laughed, quietly, on account of the sleeping children. 

‘ How would you like,’ he continued, ‘ to go and live in the 
country? Kate and Jane could have a house of their own, you 
know—in l.ondon, I mean,* a house like ours; they could let a 
room or two if they chose. Then you and I could go where we 
liked. I was down in the Midland Counties yesterday; had to 
go on business; and I saw a house that would just suit us. It’s 
a bit laige; I daresay there’s sixteen or twenty rooms. And 

there’s trees growing all about it; a big garden-’ 

Emma dropped her head again ai^ laughed, happy that 
Richard should jest with her so good-humouredly; for he did 
not often talk in the lighter way. She had read of such bouses 
in the weekly stoiy-papers. It must be nice to live in them; it 
must be nice to be a denizen of Paradise. 

‘ I’m in earnest, Emma.* 

His voice caused her to gaze at him again. 

47 



Demos 

* Bring a chair/ be aaid, * an<| Til tell you something that*]l 

keep you awake.’ 

Tlie insensible fellow! Her sweet, pale, wondering face was 
so close to his, the warmth of her drooping frame was agamst 
his heart—and ho bade her sit apart to listen. 

She placed herself as he desired, sitting with her hands together 
in her up, her countenance troubled a little, wishing to smile, 
yet not quite venturing. And he told his story, told it in all 
details, with fi wob that filled the mouth, that rolled forth like 
gold upon the bank-scales. 

* This is mine,’ he said, * mine and yours.* 

Have you seen a child listening to a long fairy tale, every 
page a new adventure of wizardry, a story of elf, or mermaid, 
or gnome, of treasures underground guarded by enchanted 
monsters, of bells heard silverly in the depth of old forests, of 
castles against the sunset, of lakes beneath the quiet moon? 
Know you how light gathers in the eyes dreaming on vision 
after vision, ever more intensely realised, yet ever of an un¬ 
known world 7 How, when at length the reader’s voice is silent, 
the eyes still see, the ears still hear, until a movement breaks 
the spell, and with a deep, involuntary sigh the little one gazes 
here and there, wondering ? 

So Emma listened, and so she came back to consciousness, 
looking about the room, incredulous. Had she been overcome 
with weariness 7 Had she slept and dreamt 7 

One of the children stirred and uttered a little wailing sound. 
She stepped lightly to the bedside, bent for a moment, saw that 
all was well again, and came back on tip-toe. The simple duty 
had quieted her throbbing heart. She seated herself as before. 

* What about the country house now ? ’ said Richard. 

* 1 don’t know what to say. It’s more than I can take into 
my head.* 

* You’re not going to say, like mother did, that it was the 
worst piece of news she’d ever heard 7 ’ 

* Your mother said that? ’ 

Emma was startled. Had her thought passed lightly over 
some danger 7 She examined her mind rapidly. 

* 1 suppose she said it,’ Richard explained, * just because she 
didn’t know what else to say, that’s about the truth. But there 
certainly is one tiling I’m a little anxious about, myself. 1 don’t 
care for either Alice or ’Arry to know the details of this wind- 
foil. They won’t come in for their share till they’re of age, 
and it’s just as well they should think it’s only a moderate 
little sum. So don’t talk about it, Emma.* 

The girl was still musing on Mrs. Mu timer’s remark; she 
merely shook her head. 


48 



Demos 

* You didn’t think you wwe ^ing to marry a man udth his 
thousands and be a l^y? Well, I shall have more to say in 
a day or two. But at present my idea is that mother and the 
rest of them shall go into a larger house, and that you and 
Kate and Jane Bhall take our pl^e. I don’t know how long 
it'U be teforo those Kldon people can get out of Wanley Manor, 
but as soon as they do, why then there’s nothing to prevent 
you and me going into it. Will that suit you, Em!° 

’ We shall really live in that big house? ’ 

* Certainly we shall. I’ve got a life’s work before me there, 
as far as I can see at present. The furniture belongs to Mrs. 
Eldon, I believe; we’ll furnish the place to suit ourselves.*‘ 

‘ May 1 teU my sisters, Richard? ^ 

‘Just teU them that I’ve come in for some money and a 
house, perhaps that’s enough. And look here, I’ll leave you 
this five-pound note to go on with. You must get Jane what¬ 
ever the doctor says. And throw all that sewing out of the 
windows; we’ll have no more convict labour. TeU Jane to get 
well just as soon as it suits her.’ 

* But—all this money ? ’ 

‘ I’ve plenty. The lawyer advanced me some for present needs. 
Now it’s getting late, I must go. I'll write and tell you when 
I shall be home again.’ 

He held out his hand, but the girl embraced him with the 
restrained tenderness which in her spoke so eloquently. 

‘ Are you glad, Emma? ’ he asked. 

‘ Very glad, for your sake.’ 

‘ And just a bii for your own, eh? ’ 

‘ I never thought about money,’ she answered. ‘ It was quite 
enough to be your wife.’ 

It was the simple truth. 


CHAPTER VI 

At eleven o’clock the next morning Richard presented himself 
at the door of a house in Avenue Road, St. John’s Wood, and 
eiqiressed a desire to see Mr. Westlake. That’gentleman was 
at home; he received the visitor in his study—a spacious room 
luxuriously furnished, with a large window looking upon a lawn. 
The day was sunny and warm, but a clear fire equalised the 
temperature of the room. There was an odour of good tobacco, 
always most delightful when it blends with the scent of rich 
bindkigs. 

It was Richard’s first visit to this house. A few days ago 
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he would, in spite of himself, have been somewhat awed by the 
man-senrant at the door, the furniture of the hall, the air of 
Refinement in the room he entered. At present he smiled on 
everything. Could he not command the same as soon as he chose ? 

Mr. Westlake rose from his writing-table and greeted his 
visitor with a hearty grip of the hand. He was a man pleasant 
to look upon; his face, full of intellect, shone Miith the light of 
good-will, and the easy carelessness of his attire prepared one tor 
the genial sincerity which marked his way of speaking. He 
wore a velvet jacket, a grey waistcoat buttoning up to the throat, 
grey .trousers, fur-bordered slippers; his collar was veiy deep, 
and instead of the ordinary shirt-cuffs, his wrists were encIosM 
in frills. I.<ong-haiTed, full-bearded, he had the forehead of an 
idealist and eyes whose natural expression was an indulgent 
smile. 

A man of letters, he had struggled from obscure poverty to 
success and ample means; at three-and-thirty he was still hard 
pressed to make both ends meet, but the ten subsequent years 
had built for him this pleasant home and banished his long 
familiar anxieties to the land of nightmare. * It came just in 
time,’ he was in the habit of saying to those who had his con¬ 
fidence. * 1 was at the point where a man begins to turn sour, 
and 1 should have soured in earnest.’ The process had been 
most effectually arrested. People were occasionally found to say 
that his books had a tang of acerbity; possibly this was tbe 
safety-valve at work, a hint of what might have come had the 
old hunger-demons kept up their goading. In the man himself 
you discovered an extreme simplicity of feeling, a frank tender¬ 
ness, a noble indignation. For one who knew him it was not 
difficult to understand that he should have taken up extreme 
social views, still less that he should act upon his convictions. 
AU his writing foretold such a possibility, though on the other 
hand it exhibited devotion to forms of culture which do not as 
a rule predispose to democratic agitation. The explanation was 
perhaps too simple to be readily hit upon; the man was himself 
so supremdy happy that with his disposition the thought of 
tyrannous injustice grew intolerable to him. Some incidents 
happened to set his wrath blazing, and henceforth, in spite of 
not a little popular ridicule and much shaking of the head 
among his friend, Mr. Westlake had his mission. 

* I have come to ask your advice and help,* began Mutimer 
with directness. He was conscious of the necessity of subduing 
his voice, and had a certain pleasure in the ease with which he 
achieved this feat. It would not have been so easy a day or 
two ago. 

* Ah, about this awkward affair of yours,’ observed Mr. West- 
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lake with r^oenoe to Biohard’s loss of his empknnnent, of 
which, as editor of the Union’s weekly paper, he had of course 
at once been apprised. 

*No, not altout that. Since then a very unexpected thing 
has happened to me.’ 

The story was once more related, vastly to Mr. Wmtlake’s 
satisfaction. Cheerful news oonoeming his friends always put 
him in the best of spirits. 

He shook his head, laughing. 

* Come, come, Mutimer, th^’ll never do! I’m not sure that 
we shall not have to consider your expulsion from the Union.’ 

Richard went on to mention the matters of l^al routine in 
which he hoped Mr. Westlake would serve him. These having 
been settled— 

* 1 wish to speak of something more important,’ he said. ’ You 

take it for granted, I hope, ^at I’m not going to make the 
ordinaiy use of this fortune. As yet I’ve omy t^n able to hit 
on a few generid ideas. I’m clear as to the objects I shall keep 
before me, but how best to serve them wante more reflection. 
I thought if I talked it over with you in the first place- 

The door opened, and a lady h^ entered the room. 

’ Oh, I thought you were alone,’ she remarked to Mr. Westlake. 
* Forgive me! ’ 

’Come in! Here’s our friend Mutimer. You know Mrs. 
Westlake t ’ 

A few words had passed between this lady and Richard in the 
lecture-room a few weeka before. She was not frequently present 
at such meetings, but had chanced, on the occasion referred to, 
to hear Mutimer deliver an harangue. 

’You have no objection to talk of your plans? Join our 
council, will you ? ’ he added to his wife. ’ Our friend brings 
interesting news.’ 

Mrs. Westlake walked across the room to the curved window- 
seat. Her age could scarcely be more than three- or foor-and- 
twenty; she was veiy dark, and her face grave almost to melan¬ 
choly. Black hair, cut short at its thickest behind her neck, 
gave exquisite relief to features of the purest Greek type. In 
listening to anything that held her attention her eves grew large, 
and their dark orbs seemed to dream passionately. The white 
swan’s down at her throat—she was periectly attired—^made the 
skin above resemble rich-hued marble, and indeed to gaze at 
her long was to be impressed as by the sad loveliness of a supreme 
work of art. As Mutimer talked she leaned forward, her elbow 
on ho: knee, the back of her hand supporting her chLu. 

Her husband recounted what Richard had told him, and the 
latter proceeded to sketch the projects he had in view. 
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* My ideft is,* he said, * to make the mines at WanW the basis 
of great industrial undertakings, just as any capitalist might, 
but to conduct these undertakm^ in a way consistent with our 
views. I would begin by builimg furnaces, and in time add 
engineering works on a large scale. I would build houses for the 
men, and in fact make that valley an industrial settlement 
conducted on Socialist principles. Practically I can devote the 
whole of my income; my personal expenses will not be worth 
taking into account. The men must bo paid on a just scheme, 
and we margin of profit that remains, all that we can spare 
from the extension of the works, shall be devoted to the Socialist 
propaganda. In fact, I should like to make the executive com¬ 
mittee of the Union a sort of board of directors—and in a very 
different sense from the usual—for the Wanley estate. My 
personal expenditure deducted, I should like such a committee 
to have the practical control of funds. All this wealth was made 
by plunder of the labouring class, and I shall hold it as trustee 
for them. Do these ideas seem to you of a practical colour ? ’ 

Mr. Westlake nodded slowly twice. His wife kept her listening 
attitude unchanged; her eyes * dreamed against a distant goal" 

* As I see the scheme,* pursued Richard, who spoke all along 
somewhat in the lecture-room tone, the result of a certain 
embarrassment, * it will differ considerably from the Socialist 
experiments we know of. We shall be working not only to 
support ourselves, but every bit as much set on profit as any 
capitalist in Belwick. The difference is, that the profit wUl 
benefit no individual, but the Cause. There*!! be no attempt to 
carry out the idea of every man receiving the just outcome of 
bis labour; not because I shonldn*t be willing to share in that 
way, but simply because we have a greater end in view than to 
enrich ourselves. Our men must all be members of the Union, 
and their prime interest must bo the advancement of the 
principles of the Union. We shall be able to establish new papers, 
to hire halls, and to spread ourselves over the country. It’ll be 
fighting the capitalist manufacturers with their own weajMns. 
I can see plenty of difiiculties, of course. All England ^ be 
against us. Never mind, we’ll defy them all, and wo’ll win. It’ll 
be the work of my life, and we’ll see if an honest purpose can’t 
go as far as a thievish one.’ 

The climax would have brought crashing cheers at Common¬ 
wealth Hall; in Mr. Westlake’s study it was received with well- 
bred expressions of approval. 

* Well, Mutimor,’ exclaimed the idealist, * all this is intensely 
intwesting, and right glorious for us. One sees at last a possi¬ 
bility of action. 1 ask nothing better than to be allowed to 
work with you. It happens very luckily that you are a practioal 
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engineer. I suppose the meobanioal details of the undertaking 
are entirely withm your provinoe.* 

* Not quite, at presentC* Mutimer admitted, * but 1 shall have 
valuable nelp. Yraterda^ I had a meeting vdth a man named 
Rodman, a mining engineer, who has been working on the 
estate. He seems just the man I shall want; a Socialist already, 
and delighted to join in the plans 1 just hinted to him.* 

* Capitol I Do you propose, then, that we shall call a special 
meeting of the dommittw? Or would you prefer to suggest a 
committee of your own ?' 

' No, I think our own committee will do very well, at all events 
for the present. The first thing, of course, is to get the financial 
details of our scheme put into shape. 1 go to Belwick again this 
afternoon; my solicitor must get his business through as soon 
as j^sible.* 

* X ou will reside for the most part at Wanley 7 ’ 

* At the Manor, yes. It is occupied just now, but I supj^e 
will soon be free.* 

' Do you know that part of the country, Stella? ’ Mr. W^t> 
lake asked of his wife. 

She roused herself, drawing in her breath, and uttered a short 
negative. 

"As soon as I get into the house,* Richard resumed to Mr. 
Westlake, ‘ I hope you’ll come and examine the place. It’s 
unfortunate that the railway misses it by about three miles, but 
Rodman tells me we can easily run a private line to Agworth 
station. However, the first thing is to mt our committee at 
work on the scheme.* Richard repeated this phrase with gusto. 
* Perhaps you could bring it up at the Saturday meeting 7 * 

‘ You’ll be in town on Saturday 7 * 

* Yes; I have a lecture in Islington on Sunday.* 

‘ Saturday will do, then. Is this confidential 7 * 

* Not at all We may as well get as much encouragement out 
of it as we can. Don’t you think so? * 

‘ Certainly.* ’ 

Richard ^d not give expression to his thought that a para¬ 
graph on the subject in the Union’s weekly organ, the * Fiery 
Crow,* might be the best way of promoting such encouragement; 
but he delayed his departure for a few mmutes ^th talk romul 
about the question of the prudence which must necessarilv be 
observed in publishing a project so undigested. Mr. Westlske, 
who was responsible for the paper, was not likeW to transgress 
limits of good taste, and when Richard, on l^turday morn¬ 
ing, searched eagerly the columns of the * Cross,’ he was not 
alto^ther satisfied with the extrmne discretion which marked 
a brief paragraph among those headed: * From Day to Day.* 
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However, many of the readers were probably that time able 
to supply the missing pr^r-name. 

It was not the fault of Daniel Dabbs if members of the Hozton 
and Islington branch of the Union read the paragraph without 
understanding to whom it referred. Daniel was among the first 
to hear of what had befallen the Mutimer family, and from the 
circle of his fellow-workmen the news spread quickly. Talk was 
rife on the subject of Mutimer’s dismissal from Long^od 
Brothers’, and the sensational rumour which followed so quickly 
found an atmosphere well prepared for its transmission. Hence 
the unusual concourse at the meeting-place in Islington next 
Sunday evening, where, as it became known to others besides 
Socialists, Mutimer was engaged to lecture. Richard experience(| 
some vexation that his lecture was not to be at Commonwealth 
Hall, where the gathering would doubtless have been much laraer. 

Xhe Union was not wealthy. The central haU was rented at 
Mr. Westlake’s expense; two or three branches were managing 
with difficulty to support regular places of assembly, such as 
could not being obliged as yet to content themselves with open- 
air lecturing. In Islington Hie leaguers met in a room behind 
a coffee-shop, ordinarily used for festive purposes; benches were 
laid across the floor, and an estrade at the upper end exalted 
chainnan and lecturer. The walls were adorned with more or 
less striking advertisements of non-alcoholic beverages, and with 
a few prints from the illustrated papers. The atmosphere was 
tobaocoey, and the coffee-shop itself, through which the visitors 
had to m^e their way, suggested to the nostrils that bloaters 
are the working man’s chosen delicacy at Sunday tea. A table 
just within the door of the lecture-room exposed for sale sundry 
Socialist publications, the latest issue of the ‘ Fiery Cross ’ in 
particular. 

Richard was wont to be among the earliest arrivals: to-night 
he was full ten minutes behind the hour for which the lecture 
was advertised. A group of friends were standing about the 
table near the door; they received him with a bustle which 
turned all eyes thitherwai^. He walked up the middle of the 
room to the platform. As soon as he was well in Hie eye of the 
meeting, a smgle pair of hands—Daniel Dabbs owned them— 
gave the signal for uproar; feet made play on the boarding, and 
<me or two of the more enthusiastic revolutionists fairly gave 
tongue. Richard seated himself with grave coimtenance, uid 
surveyed the assembly; from fifty to sixty people were present, 
among them three or four women, and number continued 
to grow. The chairman and one or two leading spirits had 
followed Mutimer to the place of distinction, where they talked 
with him. 
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Pimctualitj was not much regarded at tiiese meetings; the 
lecture was announced for eight, but rarely began before half- 
past. The present being an occasion of exceptional interest, 
twenty minutes past the hour saw the chairznan rise for his 
prefatory remarhs. He was a lank man of jovial countenance 
and jerky enunciation. There was no need, he observed, to 
introduce a friend and comrade so well known to them as the 
lecturer of the evening. * We're always glad to hear him, and 
to-night, if I may be allowed to 'in t as much, we're particularly 
glad to hear him. Our friend and comrade is going to talk to 
us about*the Land. It's a question we can’t talk or think too 
much about, and Comrade Mutimer has thought about it as 
much and more than any of us, I think 1 may say. I don’t know,' 
the chairman added, with a sly look across the room, ' whether 
our friend's got anv new views on this subject of late. I shouldn’t 
wonder if he had.* Here sounded a roar of laughter, led off by 
Daniel Dabbs. ‘ Hows'ever, be that as it may, we can answer 
for it as any views he may hold is the right views, and the honest 
views, and the views of a man as means to do a good deal more 
than talk about his convictions!' 

Again did the stentor-note of Daniel ring forth, and it was 
amid thunderous cheering that Richard left his chair and moved 
to the fnmt of the platform. His Sunday suit of black was still 
that with which his friends were familiar, but his manner, though 
the audience probably did not perceive the detail, was un¬ 
mistakably changed. He had been wont to begin his address 
with short, stingmg periods, with sneers and such bitterness of 
irony as came within his compass. To-night he struck quite 
another key, mello confident, hinting at personal satisfaction; 
a smile was on his lips, and not a smile of scorn. He rested one 
hand against his side, holding in the other a scrap of paper with 
jotted items of reasoning. His head was thrown a little back; 
he viewed the benches from beneath his eyelids. True, the pose 
maintained itself but for a moment. 1 mention it because it 
was something new in Richard. 

He spoke of the land; he attacked the old monopoly, and 
visioned a time when a claim to individual ownerships of the 
earth’s surface would be as ludicrous as were now the assertion 
of title to a fee-simple somewhere in the moon. He mustered 
statistics; he adduced historic and contemporary* example of 
the just and the unjust in land-holding; he gripped the throat 
of a certain English duke, and held him up for flagellation; he 
drifted into oceans of economic theory; he sat down by the 
waters of Babylon; he climbed Pisgah. Had he but spoken of 
backslidings in the wilderness! But for that fatal omission, the 
lecture was, of its kind, good. By degrees Richard forgot his 
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po8e and Uie carefully struck note of meUowness; he begw to 
oelieve what he was saying, and to say it with the right vigour 
of popular oratory. Forget his struggles with the h-fiend; forget 
his syntactical lapses; you saw that after all the man had within 
him a clear flame of conscience; that he had felt before speak¬ 
ing that speech was one of the uses for which Nature had 
expressly framed him. His invective seldom degenerated into 
vulgar abuse; one discerned in him at least the elements of 
what we call good taste; of simple manliness he disclosed not a 
little; he had some command of pathos. In conclusion, he 
finished without reference to his personal concerns. * 

The chairman invited questions, preliminary to debate. 

He rose half-way down the room,—the man who invariably 
rises on those occasions. He was oldish, with bent shoulders, 
and wore spectacles—probably a clerk of forty years* standing. 
In his hand was a small note-book, which he consulted. He 
began with measured utterance, emphatic, loud. 

°I wish to propose to the lecturer seven questions. I will 
read them in order; I have taken some pains to word them 
clearly.’ 

Richard has his scrap of paper on his knee. He jots a word 
or two after each deliberate interro^tion, smiling. 

Other questioners succeeded. Richard replies to them. He 
fails to satisfy the man of seven queries, who, after repeating 
this and the other of the seven, professes himself still unsatisfied, 
shakes his head indulgently, walks from the room. 

The debate is opened. Behold a second inevitable man; he 
is not well-washed, his shirt-front shows a beer-stain; he is 
angry before he begins, 

*1 don’t know whethra a man as doesn’t ’old with these kind 
o’ theories ’ll be allowed a fair ’earin-’ 

Indignant interruption. Cries of ‘ Of course he will I ’—‘ Who 
ever refused to hear you ? ’—and the like. 

He is that singular phenomenon, that self-contradiction, that 
expression insoluble into factors of common-sense—the Con¬ 
servative working man. What do they want to be at? he 
demands. Do they suppose as *this kind of talk ’ll make wages 
higher, or enable the poor man to get his beef and beer at a 

lower rate? What’s the d-d good of it all? Figures, eh? 

He never heered yet as figures made a meal for a man as hadn’t 
got one; nor yet as they provided shoes and stockings for his 
young ’uns at ’ome. It niade him mad to listen, that it did! 
Do they suppose as the rich man ’ll give up the land, if they 
tm all’s blue ? Wasn’t it human natur to get all you can 
and stick to it? 

* Fig’s nature I ’ cries someone from the front benches. 
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* There! * oomee the rejoinder. * Didn’t I say as there was 
no fair ’earing for a man as didn’t sa^ just what suits you? * 

The voice of Daniel Dabbs is loud m ^d-tempered mookwy. 
Mockeiy comes from every side, an angiy note here and there^ 
for the most part tolerant* jovial. 

* Lot him speak! ’Ear Urn! Hoy! Hoy I ’ 

The chairman interposes* but by the time that order is restored 
the CSonservative working man has thrust his hat upon his head 
/and is off to the nearest public-house, muttering oaths. 

Mr. Cullen rises, at the same time rises Mr. Cowes. These two 
gentlemen are fated to rise simultaneously. They scowl at each 
other. Mr. Cullen begins to 8|)eak* and Mr. Cowes* after a circular 
glance of protest, resumes his seat. The echoes tell that we are 
in for oratory with a vengeance. Mr. Cullen is a short* stout 
man* very se^ly habited* with a great rough head of hair* an 
aquiline nose* lungs of vast power. His vein is King Cambyses*; 
he tears passion to tatters; he roars leonine; he is 3rour man 
to have at the pamper’d jades of Asia! He has got hold of a 
new word* and that the verb to * exploit.* I am exploited* thou 
art exploited*—Ac exploits! Who? Why, such men os that 
English duke whom ^e lecturer gripped and flagellated. The 
English duke is Mr. Cullen’s bugbear; never a speech from 
Mr. Cullen but that duke is most horribly mauled. His ground- 
rents*—^yah! Another word of which Mr. Cullen is fond is 
‘ strattum*’—^usually spelt and pronounced with but one t mid¬ 
way. You and 1 have the misfortune to belong to a social 
’ strattum ’ which is trampled flat and hard beneath the feet 
of the landowners. Mr. Cullen rises to such a point of fury that 
one dreads the consequences—to himself. Alre^v the chairman 
is on his feet, intimating in dumb show that the allowed ten 
minutes have elapsed; there is no making the orator hear. At 
length his friend who sits by him fairly grips his coat-tails and 
brings him to a sitting posture, amid mirthful tumult. Mr. Cullen 
joins in the mirth, looks as though he had never been angry in 
his life. And till next Sunday comes round he will ndither speak 
nor think of the social question. 

Mr. Cowes is unopposed. After the preceding enthusiast* the 
voice of Mr. Cowes falls soothingly as a stream among the 
heather. He is tall* meagre* bald; ho wears n very broad 
black necktie* his hand saws up and down. Mr. Cowes’ tone 
is the quietly venomous; in a few minutes you believe in his 
indignation far more than in that of Mr. Cullen. He makes a 
point and pauses to observe the effect upon his hearers. He 
prides himself upon his ^ammar* goes back to correct a oon> 
cord* emphasises eccentncities of pronunciation; for instance^ 
he accents * capitalist ’ on the second syllable* and repeats the 

57 



Demos 

voids with ^Te challenge to all and snndiy. Speaking of 
something vmch he wishes to stigmatise as a misnomer, he 
exclaims: * It’s what I call a misnomy! ’ And he follows tiie 
assertion with an awful suspense of utterance. He brin^ his 
speech to a close exactly with the end of the tenth minute, and, 
on sitting down, eyes his unknown neighbour with wrathful 
intensity for several moments. 

Who wdll follow? A sound comes from the very back of the 
room, such a sound that eveiy head turns in astonished search 
for the source of it. Such voice has the wind in garret-chimn^s 
on a winter night. It is a thin wail, a prelude of lamentation; 
it troubles the blood. The speaker no one seems to know; he 
is a man of yellow visage, with head sunk between pointed 
shoulders, on his crown a mere scalp-look. He seems to be 
afflicted with a disease of the muscles; his malformed body 
quivers, the hand he raises shakes paralytic. His clothes are of 
the meanest; what his age may be it is impossible to judge. 
As his voice gathers strength, the hearers begin to feel the 
influence of a terrible earnestness. He does not rant, he does 
not weigh his phrases; the .stream of bitter prophecy flows on 
smooth and dark. He is supplying the omission in Mutimer’s 
haran^e, is bidding liis class know itself and chasten itself, as 
an indispensable preliminaiy to any great change in the order 
of things. He cries vanity upon all these detaned schemes of 
social reconstruction. Are we ready for it ? he wails. Could we 
bear it, if they granted it to us ? It is all good and right, but 
hadn*t we better first make ourselves worthy of such freedom ? 
He begins a terrible arraignment of the f*eople,—then, of a 
sudden, his voice has ceased. You could hear a pin drop. It is 
seen that the man has fallen to the ground; there arises a low 
moaning; people press about him. 

They carry him into the cofiee-shop. It was a fit. In five 
minute he is restored, but does not come back to finish his 
speech. 

There is an interval of disorder. But surely we are not going 
to let the meeting end in this way. The chairman calls for the 
next speaker, and ho stands forth in the person of a rather smug 
little shopkeeper, who declares that he knows of no single 
particular in which the working class needs correction. The 
speech undeniably falls fiat. Will no one restore the tone of 
the meeting? 

Mr. Kitshaw is the man! Now we shall have broad grins. 
Mr. Kitshaw enjoys a reputation for mimicry; he takes off 
music-hall singers in the bar-parlour of a Saturday night. 
Olmerve, he rises, hems, pulls down hu waistcoat; there is 
bubbling laughter. Mr. Kitshaw brings back the debate to its 
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original subject; he talks of the Land. He is a little haphasaid 
at first, but presenUy hits the mark m a fancy picture a 
country still in the hands of aborigmes, as yet unannexed bv 
the capitalist nations, kno^ring not the meaning of the verb 
* exploit* 

* Imagine such a happy land, my friends; a land, I say, 
which nobodv hasn't ever wought of “ developing the resources ** 
of,-^that's the proper phrase, I believe. There are the people, 
with clothing enough tor comfort and—ahem!—good manners, 
but, mark you, no more. No manufacture of luxurious ridrts 
and hulsters and togs o* that kind by the eiq)loited classes. No, 
for no exploited clMses don't exist! All are equal, my friends. 
Up an' down the fields they goes, all day long, arm-in-arm. 
Jack and Jerry, aye, and Lusa an' Sairey Ann; for they have 
equality of the sexes, mind you! Up an' down the fields, I say, 
in a devil-may-care sort of way, with their sweetheai^ and 
their wives. No factory smoke, 0 dear no! There's the rivers, 
with tropical plants a-shading the banks, O my! There th^ 
goes up an' down in their boats, devU-may-care, a-strumming 
on the banjo,’—^he imitated such action,—^and a-singing their 
nigger minstrelsy with light 'earts. Why? 'Cause they ain’t 
gut no work to ^t up to at 'arf-p^t five next morning. Their 
time’s their own! That*8 the condition of an unexploited comitry, 
my friends! ’ 

Mr. Kitshaw had put everyone in vast good humour. You 
, might wonder that ms sweetly idyllic picture did not stir bitter¬ 
ness by contrast; it were to cre^t the English workman with 
too much imagination. Resonance of applause rewarded the 
sparkling rhetorician. A few of the audience availed themselves 
of the noise to withdraw, for the clock showed that it was close 
upon ten, and public-houses shut their doors early on Sunday. 

But Richard Mutimer was on his feet again, and this time 
without regard to effect; there was a word in him strongly de¬ 
manding utterance. It was to the speech of the unfortunate 
prophet that he desired to reply. He began with sorrowful 
adi^sions. No one speaking honestly could deny that—that 
the workii^ class had its faults; th^ came out plainly enough 
now and then. Drink, for instance (Mr. Cullen gave a resounding 
' Hear, hear! * and a stamp on the boards). Wltat sort of a 
spectade would be exhibit^ by the public-houses in Hoxton 
and Islington at closing time to-night ? (‘ True! ’ from Mr. Cowes, 

who also stamped on the boards.) Yes, but-Richard used 

the device of aposiopesis; Danid Dabbs took it for a humorous 
effect and began a roar, which was .summarily interdicted. 
‘ But,’ pursued Richard with emphasis, * what is the meaning 
of these vices? What do they come of? Who’s to blame for them 7 
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Not the workixig clase—^never tell me! What driTes a man to 
drink in hie spare hoars? What about the poisonous air of 
garrets and cellars? What about excessive toil and inability 
to procure healthy recreation ? What about defects of education, 
due to poverty ? What about diseased bodies Inherited from over* 
slaved parents 7 * Messrs. Cowes and Cullen had accompanied 
these queries with a climax of vociferous approval; when 
Richard paused, they led the tumult of hands and heels. * Look 
at that poor man who spoke to us! ’ cried Mutimer. * He’s gone, 
so 1 shan’t hurt him by speaking plainly. He spoke well, mind 
vou, and he spoke from his heart; but what sort of a life has his 
been, do you think ? A wretched cripple, a miserable weakling 
no doubt from the day of his birth, cursed in having ever seen 
the daylight, and, such os he is, called upon to fight for his bread. 
Much of it he gets! Who would blame that man if he drank 
himself into unconsciousness every time he picked up a sixpence? * 
Cowes and Cullen bellowed their delight. * Well, he doesnH do it; 
BO much you can be sure of. In some vile hole here in this great 
city of ours he drags on a life worse—aye, a thousand times 
worse!—than that of the horses in the West-end mews. Don’t 
clap your hands so much, fellow-workers. Just think about it 
on your way home; talk al)out it to your wives and your children. 
It’s the sight of objects like that that makes my blood boil, 
and that’s set me in earnest at this work of ours. 1 feel for that 


man and all like him as if they were my brothers. And I take 
you all to witness, all you present and ml yon repeat my words 
to, that I’ll work on as long as I have life in me, that I’ll use every 
opportunity that’s given me to uphold the cause of the poor and 
down-trodden against the rich and selfish and luxurious, that if 
I live another fifty years I shall still be of the people and with the 
people, that no man shall ever have it in his power to say that 
Richard Mutimer misused his chances and was only a new burden 
to them whose load he might have lightened I ’ 

There was nothing for it but to leap on to the very benches 
and veil as long as your voice would hold out. 

After that the meeting was mere exuberance of mutual 
congratulations. Mr. Cullen was understood to be moving the 
usual vote of thanks, but even his vocal organs strove hard for 
little purpose. Daniel Dabbs had never made a speech in his 
life, but excitement drove him on the honourable post of seconds. . 
The chairman endeavoured to make certain announcements; 
then the assembly broke up. The estrade was invaded; every¬ 
body wished to shake hands with Mutimer. Mr. CuUen tried to 
obtain Richard’s attrition to certain remaiks of value; failing 
he went off with a scowl. Mr. Cowes attempted to button-hole 
the popular hero; finding Richard convening with someone else 
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at the same time, be tamed away with a covert sneer. The 
former of the two worthies had desired to insist upon eve^ mem« 
her of the Union becoming a teetotaller; the latter wished to 
say that he thought it would be well if a badge of temperance 
were henceforth worn by Unionists. On turning away, each 
glanced at the clock and hurried his step. 

In a certain dark street not very far from the lecture-room 
Mr. Cullen rose on tip-toe at the windows of a dull little public- 
house. A Unionist was standing at the bar; Mr. Cullen hurried 
on, into a street yet darker. Again he tip-toed at a window. 
The glimpse reassured him; he passed quickly through the door¬ 
way, stepped to the bar, gave an order. llien he turned, and 
behold, on a seat just under the window sat Mr. Cowes, a short 
pipe in his mouth, a smoking tumbler held on his knee. The 
supporters of total abstinence nodded to each other, with a slight 
lack of spontaneity. Mr. Cullen, having secured his own tumbler, 
same by his comrade’s side. 

* Deal o’ fine talk to wind up with,’ he remarked tentatively. 

* He means what he says,’ returned the other ^avely. 

* Oh yes,’ Mr. Cullen hastmed ^to admit. * Mutimer means 
what he says I Only the way of saying it, 1 meant—I’ve got a 
bit of a sore throat.’ 

’ So have 1. After that there hot room.’ 

They nodded at each other sympathetically. Mr. Cullen filled 
a little black pipe. 

. * Got a light?’ 

Mr. Cowes offered the glowing bowl of his own clay; they 
' It their noses together and blew a cloud. 

’ Of course there’s no saying what time ’U do,’ observed tail 

r. Cowes, sententiously, after a gulp of warm liquor. 

* No more there is,’ assented short Mr. Cullen with half a wink. 

* It’s easy to promise.’ 

‘ As easy as tellin’ lies.* 

Another silence. 

' Don’t suppose you and me ’ll get much of it,’ Mr. Cowes 
ventured to oWrve. 

* About as much as you can put in your eye without winkin’,’ 
was the other’s picturesque agreement. 

They talked till closing time. 
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CHAPTER Vn 

One morning late in June, Hubert Eldon passed l^rou^ the 
gates of Wanley Manor and walked towards the village. It was 
the first time since his illness that he had left the grounds on 
foot. He was very thin, and had an absent, troubled look; the 
natural cheerfulness of youth's convalescence seemed altogether 
lacking in him. 

From a rising point of the road, winding between the Manor 
and Wanley, a good view of the valley offered itself; here 
Hubert paused, ^ning a little on his stick, and let his eyes 
dwell upon the prospect. A year ago he had stood here and 
enjoyed the sweep of meadows between Stanbury Hill and the 
wooded slope opposite, the orchard-patches, the flocks along the 
margin of the little river. To-day he viewed a very different 
scene. Building of various kinds was in progress in the heart 
of the vale; a great massive ehimney was rising to completion, 
and about it stood a number of sheds. Beyond was to be seen 
the commencement of a street of small houses, promising infinite 
ugliness in a little space; the soil over a considerable area was 
tom up and trodden into mud. A number of men were at work; 
carts and waggons and tmcks were moving about. In truth, 
the benighted valley was waking up and donning the true 
nineteenth-century livery. 

The young man’s face, hitherto thoughtfully sad, changed to 
an expression of bitterness; he muttered what seemed to be 
angry and contemptuous words, then averted his eyes and 
wi&ed on. He entered the village street and passed along it 
for some distance, his fixed gaze appearing studiously to avoid 
the people who stood about or walked by him. There was a spot 
of warm colour on his cheeks; he held himself very uplift 
and had a painfully self-conscious air. 

He stopped before a dwelling-house, rang the bell, and made 
inquiry whether Mr. Mutimer was at home. The r^ly being 
affimative, he foUowed the servant up to the first fi^r. His 
nune was announced at the door of a sitting-room, and he 
entered. 

Two men were conversing in the room. One sat at the table 
•with a sheet of paper b^ore hini} sketching a rough diagram 
and scribbling notes; this was Richard Mutimer. He was 
dressed in a light tweed suit; his fair moustache and boEurd 
were trimmed, and the hand which rested on the table was no 
longer tiiat of a daily-grimed mechanic. His linen was admirably 

62 



Demos 

starched; altogether he had a verv freeh and cool a|»pearMioe. 
His companion vtba astride on a onair» his arms restiQg on the 
back, a pipe in his mouth. This man was somewhat older than 
MutimM*; his countenance indicated shrewdness and knowledge 
of the world. He was daih and well-featured, his glossy black 
hair was parted in the middle, his moustache of the out called 
imperial, his beard short and peaked. He wore a canvas jacket, 
a white waistcoat and knickerbockers; at his throat a blue 
necktie fluttered loose. When Hubert’s name was announced 
by the servant, this gentleman stopped midway in a sentence, 
took his pipe from his ups, and looked to the door with curiotity. 

Mutimer rose and addressed his visitor easily indeed, but not 
discourteously. 

* How do you do, Mr. Eldon? Fm glad to see that you are 
so much better. Will you sit down? I t hink you know Mr. 
Rodman, at all events by name? ’ 

Hubert assented by gesture. He had come prepared for 
disagreeable things in this his first meeting with Mutimer, but 
the honour of an introduction to the latter’s friends had not 
been included in his anticipations. Mr. Rodman had risen and 
bowed slightly. His smile carried a disagreeable suggestion from 
which Mutimer’s behaviour was altogether free; he rather seemed 
to enjoy the situation. 

For a moment there was silence and embarrassment. Richard 
overcame the difficulty. 

* Come and dine with me to-night, will you?’ he said to 
‘Rodman. * Here, take this plan wi^ you, and think it over.’ 

* Pray don’t let me interfere with your business,’ interposed 
Hubert, with scrupulous politeness. * 1 could see you later, 
Mr. Mutimer.’ 

* No, no; Rodman and I have done for the present,’ said 
Mutimer, cheerfully. ‘ By-the-by,’ he added, as hia right-hand 
man moved to the door, * don’t forget to drop a line to Slater 
and Smith. And, 1 say, if Hogg turns up bmore two o’clock, 
send him here; I’ll be down with you by half-past.’ 

Mr. Rodman gave an * All right,’ nodded to Hubert, who paid 
no attention, and took his departure. 

* You’ve had a long pull of it,’ Richard began, as he took his 
chair again, and threw his legs into an easy position. * Shall I 
close the windows ? Maybe you don’t like the draugkt.’ 

* Thank you; I feel no draught.’ 

The workmg man had the advantage as yet, Hubert in vain 
tried to be at ease, whilst Mutimer was quite himself, and not 
ungraceful in his assumption of equality. For one thing, Hubert 
could not avoid a comparison between his own wast^ frame 
and tiie other’s splendid physique; it heightened the feeling of 
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antaffonism which posBesBed hhn in advance, and provoked the 
haughtmees he bad resolved to guard against. The very linea¬ 
ments of the men foretold mntud antipathy. Hubert^s extreme 
delicacy of feature was the outwmd expression of a character 
so compact of subtleties and refinement^ of high prejudice ai^ 
jealous sensibility, of spiritual ^oism and all-pervading fastidi¬ 
ousness, that it was impossible for him not to regard with 
repugnance a man who represented the combative principle, 
even the triumph, of the uncultured classes. He was no hide¬ 
bound aristocrat; the liberal tendencies of his intellect led him 
to scorn the pageantry of long-descended fools as strongly as 
he did the blind image-breaking of the mob; but in a case of 
personal relations temperament carried it over judgment in a 
very high-handed way. Youth and disappointment weighed in 
the scale of unreason. Mutimer, on the other hand, though 
fortune hdped him to forbearance, saw, or believed he saw, the 
veiy essence of all he most hated in this proud-eyed representa¬ 
tive of a county family. His own rough-sculptured comeliness 
corresponded to the vigour and practicality and zeal of a nature 
which oared nothing for form and all for substance; the essen¬ 
tials of life were to him the only things in life, instead of, as to 
Hubert Eldon, the mere brute foundation of an artistic super¬ 
structure. Richard read clearly enough the sentiments with 
which his visitor approached him; who that is the object of 
contempt does not readily perceive it? His way of revenging 
himself was to emphasise a tone of good fellowship, to make it 
evident how well ho could afford to neglect privilege msolenoe. 
In his heart he triumphed over the disi^eritra aristocrat; 
outwardly he was civil, even friendly. 

Hubert had made this call with a special purpose. 

* I am charged by Mrs. Eldon,* he began, * to thank you for 
the courtesy you have shown her during my illness. My own 
thanks likewise 1 hope you will accept. We have caused you, 
I fear, much inconvenience.’ 

Richard found himself envying the form and tone of this 
deliverance; he gathered his beard in his hands and gave it a tog. 

* Not a bit of it,* he replied. ' 1 am very comfortable here. 
A bedroom and a place for work, that’s about aU 1 want.* 

Hubert barely smiled. He wondered whether the mention of 
work was meant to suggest comparisons. He hastened to add— 

’ On Monday we hope to leave the Manor.* 

*No need whatever for hurry,* observed Mutimer, good- 
humouredly. * Please teU Mrs. £Mon that 1 hope she will take 
her own tune.’ On reflection Hiis seemed rath^ an ill-chosen 
phrase; he bettwed it. * 1 should be very sorry if she incon¬ 
venienced heorsdf on my account.’ 
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' Confound t^e fellow's impadoioel' was Hubert's mental 
oomment. * He plays the forb^ing landlord.’ 

His spoken reply was: * It is very kind of you. I foresee no 
difiBcult^ in completing the removal on Monday.’ 

In view of Mutimer’s self-command, Hubert began to be 
aware that his own constraint might carry the air of petty 
resentment. Fear of that drove him upon a topic he would 
rather have left alone. 

* You are changing the appearance of the valley,’ he said, 
veiling by his tone the irony which was evident in his choice of 
words. 

Richard glanced at him, then walked to the window, with 
his hands in his pockets, and gave himself the pleasure of a 
glimpse of the furnace-chimney above the opposite houses. He 
laughed. 

* 1 hope to change it a good deal more. In a year or two you 
won’t know the place.* 

‘ I fear not.’ 

Mutimer glanced again at his visitor. 

* Why do you fear ? ’ he asked, with less command of his voice. 

* I of course understand your point of view. Personally, 1 
prefer nature.’ 

Hubert endeavoured to smile, that his personal preferences 
might lose something of their edge. 

* You prefer nature,’ Mutimer repeated, coming back to his 
chair, on the seat of which he rested a foot. ‘ Well, I can’t say 
that I do. The Wsnley Iron Works will soon mean bread to 
several hundred families; how many would the grass support? ’ 

* To be sure,’ assented Hubert, still smiling. 

* You are aware,’ Mutimer proceeded to ask, * that this is 
not a speculation for my own profit ? ’ 

’ I have heard some^ing of your scheme. I trust it will be 
appreciated.’ 

* I dare say it will be—by those who care anything about the 
welfare of the people.’ 

Eldon rose; he could not trust himself to continue the dialogue. 
He had expected to meet a man of coarser grain; Mutimer’s 
intelligence made impossible the civU condescension Widi would 
have served with a boor, and Hubert found the temptation to 
pointed utterance all the stronger for the dangers it involved. 

* I will drop you a note,’ he said, * to let you know as soon 
as the house is empty.’ 

‘ Thank you.* 

Thcw bad not shaken hands at meeting, nor did th^ now. 
Each felt relieved whmi out of the other’s sight. 

Hubert turned out of the street into a road which would lead 
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him to the ehuioh, 'whence thwe was a field-path hack to the 
Manor. Walkiim with his eyes on the groond he did not peroeiTe 
tile tall, daric figore that MproaGhed him as he drew near to 
the churchyard gate. Mr. wyxem had been conducting a burial; 
he had just left the vestiv £uid was on his way to the vicuagef 
whidi stood five minutes^ walk from the church. Himself un¬ 
perceived, he scrutinised the young man until he stood face to 
face with him; his deep-voicra greeting caused Hubert to look 
up with a start. 

* l*m veiy glad to see you walking,’ said the clergyman. 

He took Hubert’s hand and held it patem^y in both his own. 
Eldon seemed affected with a sudden surprise; as he met the 
large gaze his look showed embarrassment. 

’You remember me7’ Mr. Wyrem remarked, his wonted 
solemnity lightened by the gleam of a brief smile. Looking 
closely into his face was like examining a map in relief; you 
saw heights and plains, the intersection of multitudinous valleys, 
river-courses with their tributaries. It was the visage of a man 
of thought and character. His eyes spoke of late hours and 
the lamp; beneath each was a heavy pocket of skin, wrinkling 
at its juncture with the cheek. His teeth were those of an 
incessant smoker, and, in truth, you could seldom come near him 
without detecting the odour of tobacco. Despite the amplitude 
of his proportions, there was nothing ponderous about him; the 

S Mt head was finely formed, and his limbs must at one time 
ve been as graceful as they were muscular. 

* Is this accident,’ Hubert asked; * or did you know me at 
the time? ’ 

* Accident, pure accident. Will you walk to the vicarage 
'with me? * 

,Th^ paced side by side. 

*Mrs. Eldon profits by the pleasant weather, I trust?’ the 
vicar observed, witii grave courtesy. 

' Thank you, I think she does. I shall be glad when she is 
settled in her new home.* 

l^ey approached the door of the vicarage in silence. Entering, 
Mr. Wyvem led the way to his study. When he had taken a seat, 
he appeuod to forget himself for a moment, and played with 
the end of his beajrd. 

Hubert tiiowed impatient curiosity. 

* You found me there by chance that monmig? ’ he begi^ 
The clergyman returned to the present. His elbows on either 
arm of his round chair, he sat leaning forward, thoughtfully 
gaaing at his companion. 

* By chance,* he replied. * 1 sleep badly; so it happened that 
I was abroad shortiy ato daybreak. 1 was near the edge 
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of the wood when I heard a pistol-diot 1 waited for the 
seoond.’ 

* We fired together/ Hubert remained. 

* Ahl It seemed to me one report. Well* as 1 stood listeo^, 
there came out from amoim tiie trees a man who seemed in a 
hurry. He was startled at finding himself face to face with me^ 
but didn^t stop; he said something rapidly in French that 1 
failed to catch, pointed back into the wood, and hastened off.* 

* We had no witnesses,* put in Hubert; * and both aimed our 
best. 1 wonder he sent you to look for me.* 

* A momentary weakness, no doubt,' rejoined the ▼tear drily. 
* I made my way among the teees ai^ found you lying thwre, 
unconscious. 1 made some attempt to stop the Dlood>flow, then 
picked yon op; it seemed better, on the whole, than leaving 
you on the wet grass an indefinite time. Your overcoat was 
on the ground; as I took hold of it, two letters fell from the 
pocket. I made no scruple about reading the addresses, and 
was astonished to find that one was to Mm Eldon, at Wanl^ 
Manor, Wanley being the place where 1 was about to live on 
my return to England. I took it for granted that you were 
Mra. Eldon’s son. The other letter, as you know, was to a lady 
at a hotel in the town.* 

Hubert nodded. 

* And you went to her as soon as you left me? * 

* After hearing from the doctor that there was no immediate 
danger.—^The letters, I suppose, would have announced your 
death?* 

Hubwt again inclined his head. The Imperturbable gpravity of 
the speaker had tlte effect of imposing sdf-command on the yoimg 
man, whose sensitive cheeks showed what was going on within. 

* Will you tell me of your interview with her? * he asked. 

* It was of the briefest; my French is not fluent* 

* But she speiJES English well.* 

* Probably her distress led her to give preference to her native 
tongue. She was anxious to go to you immediately, and I told 
her where you lay. 1 made inquiries next day, and found that 
she was still giving you her care. As you were doing well, and 
I had to be moving homewards, I thought it bet^ to leave 
without seeing you again. The innkeeper had directions to 
telemniph to me if there was a change for the woise.* 

* My pocket-book saved m^* remarked Hubert, touching his 
side. 

Mr. Wy^rem drew in hisdips. 

‘ Came between that ready-stamped letter and Wanley Manor,* 
was his comment. 

There was a brief silence. 
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* You aUow me a question? * the vicar resumed. ' It is with 
reference to the Yrenoh lady.’ 

* I think you have every right to question me.* 

*Oh no! It does not conoom ^e events prior to your— 
aooid^t.* Mr. Wyvem savoured the word. ’How long did 
die remain in attendance upon you 7 * 

* A short time—two days—I did not need- 

Mr. Wyvem motioned with his hand, kindly. 

* Then I was not mistake’ he said, averting his eyes for the 
first time, ’ in thinking that I saw her in Paris.* 

’In Paris?’ Hubert repeated, with a poor affectation of 
indifference. 

’ I made a short stay before crossing. I had business at a 
bank one day; as I stood before the counter a gentleman entered 
and took a place beside me. A second look assured me that he 
was the man who met me at the edge of the wood that morning. 
1 suppose he remembered me, for he looked away and mov^ 
from* me. 1 left the bank, and found an open carriage waiting 
at the door. In it sat the lady of whom we speak. I took a turn 
along the pavement and back again. The Frenchman entered 
the carriage; they drove away.* 

Hubert’s eyes were veiled; he breathed through his nostrils. 
Again there was silence. 

* Mr. Eldon,’ resumed the vicar, ’ I was a man of the world 
before I became a Churchman; you will notice that I affect no 
professional tone in speaking with you, and it is because 1 know 
that anything of the kind would only alienate you. It appeared 
to mo ^at chance had made me aware of something it might 
concern you to hear. I know nothing of the circumstances of 
the case, merely offer you the facts.* 

’ I thank you,* was Hubert’s reply in an undertone. 

’It impressed me, that letter ready stamped for Wanl^ 
Manor. I thought of it again after the meeting in Paris.’ 

’ I understand you. Of course I could explain the necessity. 
It would be useless.’ 

' Quite. But experience is not, or should not be, useless, 
especially when commented on by one who has very much of it 
bwind him.’ 

Hubert stood up. His mind was in a feverishly active state, 
semning to follow several lines of thought simultaneou^. 
Among other things, he was wondering how it was that through¬ 
out this conversation he had been so entirely passive. He had 
never found himself under the i^uenoe of so strong a personaHty, 
exerted too in such a strangely quiet way. 

*What are your plani^your own plans?* Mr. Wyv«n 
inquired. 
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' 1 hftTd none.' 

' FoiigiTe me;—^there wUl be no material diffieultiest * 

‘ None; I have four hundred a year.* 

* Ton have not graduated yet, I believe?' 

* No. But 1 ha^iy think 1 can go back to sohool.’ 

* Perhaps not. Wml, turn things over. I should like to hear 
from you.' 

‘You shall* 


Hubert continued his walk to the Manor. Before tibe entrance 
stood two large furniture-vans; the doorway was litter^ with 
materials of packing, and the hall was full of objects in disorder. 
Footsteps made a hollow resonance in all parts of the house, 
for eve^rwhere the long wonted conditions of sound were dis¬ 
turbed. The library was already dismantled; here he could 
close the door and walk about without fear of intrusion. He 
would have preferred to remain in the open air, but a summer 
shower had just begun as he reached the house. He could not 
sit still; the bare floor of the large room met his needs. 

His mind*s eye pictured a face which a few months ago had 
power to lead him whither it willed, which hod in fact led him 
through strange scenes, as far from the beaten road of a college 
currioulum as well could ba It was a fwse of foreign type, 
Jewish possibly, most unhke that ideal of womanly charm kept 
in view by one who seeks peace and the heart’s home. Hubert 
had entertained no thought of either. The romance which most 
young men are content to enjoy in printed pages ho had acted 
‘ out in his life. He had lived through a glorious madness, as 
unlike the vulgar oat-sowing of the average young man of wealth 
as the latest valse on a street-organ is unlike a passionate dream 
of Chopin. However unworthy the object of his frenzy—and 
pwhaps one were as worthy as another—the pursuit had borne 
him through an atmosphere of fire, tempering him for life, 
ma rki n g him^ for ever from plodders of the dusty highway. A 
reckless jpassion is a patent of nobility. Whatever existence had 
in store tor him henceforth, Hubert could feel that he had lived. 

An hoitf*s communing with memory was brought to an end 
by the ringing of the luncheon-bell Since his ulness Hubert 
had taken meals with his mother in her own sitting-room. 
Thither he now repaired. « 

Mrs. Eldon hod grown older in appearance since that evening 
of her son’s return. Of course she had discovered the cause of 
his illness, and the incessant torment of a great fear had been 
added to what she suffered from, the estrangement between the 
boy mod herself. Her own bodily weakness had not permitted 
her to nurse him; she had passed days and nights in anguish 
of expectancy. At one time it had li^n life or death. If he 
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died, what life would be here through the brief delay to which 
she could look lorwardT 

Once more she had him by her side, but the moral distance 
between them was nothing lessened: Mrs. Eldon's pride would 
not allow her to resume &e conversation which hM ended so 
hoodessly for her, and she interpreted Hub^'s silence in the 
saodest sense. Now they were about to be parted again. A 
house had been taken for her at Agworth, three miles away; 
in her state of health she could not quit the neighbourhood of 
the few old friends whom she still saw. But Hubert would 
necessarily go into the world to seek some kind of career. No 
hope shone for her in the prospect. 

Whilst the servant waited on them at luncheon, mother and 
son exchanged few words. Afterwards, Mrs. Eldon had her chair 
moved to the window, where she could see the garden greenery. 

* I called on Mr. Mutimw,’ Hubert said, standing near her. 
Through the meal he had cast frequent glances at her pale^ 
nobly-lined countenance, as if something hiM led him to occupy 
his thoughts with her. He looked at her in the same way now. 

* Did you T How did he impress you T * 

* He is not quite the man I had expected; more civilised. 
1 should suppose he is the better kind of artisan. He talks with 
a good deal of the working-class accent, of course, but not like 
a wholly uneducated man." 

*His letter, you remember, was anything but illiterate. I 
feel 1 ought to ask him to come and see me before we leave.’ 

* The correspondence surely suffices.’ 

* Tou expressed my thanks? ’ 

* Conscientiously.’ 

* I see you found the interview rather difficult, Hubert.’ 

* How could it be otherwise? The man is well enough, of his 
kind, but the kind is detestable.’ 

* Did he try to convert you to Socialism? ’ asked his mother, 
smiling in her sad way. 

’ I imagine he discerned the hopelessness of such an under¬ 
taking. We had a little passage of arms,—quite within the 
boun& of civility. Shall 1 tell you how I felt in talking with 
him? 1 seemed to be holding a dialogue with the twentieth 
century, and you may think what that means.’ 

’ Ah, it’s a long way off, Hubert.* 

’ I wish it were faraer. The man was openly exultant; he 
stood for Demos gracing the so^txe. 1 am glad, mother, that 
you leave Wanley bemre the air is poisoned.’ 

* Mr. Mutimer does not see that mde of the question ? * 

*Not he! Do you imagine the twentieth century wiU leave 
one g reen spot on the earth’s surface? ’ 
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* My dear, it wiD always be neoessaiy to grow |rass and oom.* 

* By no means; depend upon it. Such thii^ will be cultivated 
^ chemical processes. There will not be one inch left to nature; 
fine very oceans will som^ow be tamed, the snow*mountains 
wiU be levelled. And with nature will perish art What has a 
hungry Demos to do with the beautiful? * 

Mrs. Eldon si^ed gently. 

* I shall not see it* 

Her ^es dreamed upon the soft-swaying boughs of a young 
chestnut Hubert was watching her face; its look and the 
meaning implied in her words touched him profoundly. 

* Mother!^ he said under his breath. 

* My dear? * 

He drew nearer to her and just stroked with his fingers the 
silver lines which marked the hair on either side of her brows. 
He could see that she trembled and that her lips set themselves 
in bard self-conquest 

* What do you wish me to do when we have left the Manor? * 

His own voice was hurried between two quiverings of the 

throat; his mother’s only whispered in reply. 

* That is for your own consideration, Huo^.* 

* With your counsel, mother.* 

* My counsel? * 

* I ask it 1 will follow it I wish to be guided by you.* 

He knelt by her, and his mother pressed his head i^ainst 
her bosom. 

Later, she asked-— 

* Did you call also on the Walthams ? * 

He shook his heai^ 

* Should you not do so, dear ?' 

' I think that must be later.' 

The subject was not pursued. 

The next day was Saturday. In the afternoon Hubert took 
a walk which had been his favourite one ever since he could 
remembw, eivery step of the way associated with recollections 
of childhood, boyhood or youth. It was along the lane which 
b^gan in a farmyard close by the Manor and climbed with many 
turnings to the top of Stanbury Hill. This was ever the first 
route re-examined by his brother Godfrey and himielf on their 
return from school at holiday-time. It was a rare r^ion for 
bird-nesting, so seldom was it trodden save by a few farm- 
labourers at early morning or when the day's work was over. 
Hubert passed with a glance of recognition the bramble in which 
he had found his first spink’s nest, the shadowed mossy ba^ 
uhenoe had fluttered the hapless wren just when the approach 
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of two prowling yonngsten dionld have bidden her keep oloee. 
Boys on the egg-trail are not wont to pay much attmtion to 
the features of the country; but Hub^ remembered that at 
a certain meadow-gate he had always rested for a moment to 
view the vallev, some mute presage of things unimagined 
stirring at his heart. Was it even then nineteenth century? 
Not for him, seeing that the life of each of us reproduces the 
successive ages of the world. Belwick, roaring a few miles 
away, was but an isolated black patch on the earth’s beauty, 
not, as he now understood it, a malignant cancer-spot, spreading 
day by day, corrupting, an auguzy of death. In those days it 
had seemed fast m the order of things that Wanley Manor should 
be his home through life; how otherwise? Was it not the 
abiding-place of the Eldons from of old ? Who had ever hinted 
at revolution ? He knew now that revolution had been at work 
from an earlier time than that; whilst he played and rambled 
with his brother the framework of their life was crumbling about 
them. Beluick was already throwing a shadow upon Wanley. 
And now behold! he stood at the old gate, rest^ his han^ 
where they had been wont to rest, turned his eyes in the familiar 
direction; no longer a mere shadow, there was Belwick itself. 

His heart was hot with outraged affection, with injured pride. 
On the scarcely closed grave of that passion which had flamed 
through so brief a life sprang up the flower of natural tenderness, 
infinitely sweet and precious. For the first time he was fully 
conscious of what it meant to quit Wanley for ever: the past 
revealed itself to him, lovelier and more loved because parted 
from him by so hopeless a gulf. Hubert was not old enough to 
rate experience at its true value, to acquiesce in the law which 
wills that the day must perish before we can enjoy to the full 
its light and odour. He could only feel his loss, and rebel against 
the fate which had ordained it. 

He had climbed but half-way up the hill; from this point 
onwards there was no view till the summit was reached, for the 
lane proceeded between high banks and hedges. To gain the 
very highest point he had presently to quit the road by a stile 
and skirt the edge of a small rising meadow, at the top of which 
was an old oow-house with a few trees growing about it. Thence 
one had the finest prospect m the county. 

He reached the stone shed, looked back for a moment over 
Wanl^, then walked round to the other side. As he turned 
the comer of the building his eye was startled by the unex- 
pMted gleam of a white dress. A ^1 stood there; she was 
viewing'the landscape through a field-glass, and thus remained 
unarware his approach on the g^ass. He stayed bis stra and 
observed her with eyes of recognition. Hmr attitude^ both nands 
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nised to hold the glass, displayed to perfection the vifttinal 
outline of her white-robed form. She wore a straw hat of the 
p^in masculine ^hion; her brown hair was plaited in a great 
circle behind her head, not one tendril loosed trom the mass; a 
white collar closely cii^ed her neck; her waist was bound with 
a red girdle. All was grace and purity; the very folds towards 
the bottom of her dress hung in sculpturesque smoothness; the 
form of her half-seen foot bowed the herbage with lightest 
pressure. From the boughs above there fell upon her a dancing 
network of shadow. 

Hubert only half smiled; he stood with his hands joined 
behind him, his ^es fixed upon her face, waiting for W to 
torn. But several moments passed and she was still intent on 
the landscape. He spoke. 

* Will you let me look ? ’ 

Her hands fell, all but dropping the glass; still, she did not 
start with unbecoming shrug as most people do, the instinctive 
movement of guarding against a.stroke; the falling of her arms 
was the only abrupt motion, her head turning in the direction 
of the speaker with a grace as spontaneous as that we see in a 
fawm that glances back before flight. 

* Oh, Mr. Eldon! How silently you have come I ’ 

The wild rose of her cheeks made rivalry for an instant with 
the richer garden blooms, and the subsiding warmth left a pearly 
translucency as of a lily petal against the light. 

. She held her hand to him, delicately gloved, warm; the 
whole of it was hidden within Hubert’s clasp. 

* What were you looking at so attentively 7 * he asked. 

* At Agworth station,’ replied Adda, turning her eyes again 
in that quarter. ’ My brother's train ought to be in by now, 
I think. He comes home every Saturday.' 

‘ Does be?' 

Hubert spoke without thought, his look resting upon the 
maiden’s red girdle. 

* I am glad that you are well again,* Adela said with natural 
kindness. * You have had a bng illness.' 

* Yes; it has been a tiresome affair. Is Mrs. Waltham well?' 

* Qni^ thank you.' 

* And your brother? * 

* Alfred never had anything the matter with him in his lifOb 
I believe,' she answered, with a laugh. 

* Fortunate feUow I Will you lend me the glass ?' 

She held it to him, and at the same moment her straying 
eye oatight a glimpse (A white smoke, far off. 

* There comes the train!' she exclaimed. * You will be abb 
to see it between these two IdUs.’ 
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Hubert looked and returned the glass to her, but she did not 
make use of it. 

* Does he walk over from Agworth 7 * was Hubert’s next 
question. 

* Yes. It does him good after a week of Belwick.* 

* There will soon be little difference between Belwick and 
Wanley,* rqoined Hubert, drily. 

Adela glanced at him; there was sympathy and sorrow in 
tiie look. 

* I knew it would grieve you,* she said. 

* And what is your own feeling? Do you rqoice in the change 
as a sign of progress 7 * 

* Indeed, no. 1 am veiy, very sorry to have our beautiful 

valley so spoilt. It is only- * 

Hubert eyed her with sudden sharpness of scrutiny; the look 
seemed to check her words. 

* Only what? ’ he asked. * You find compensations? ’ 

' My brother won’t hear of such regrets, she continued with 
a little embarrassment. * He insists on the good that will be 
done by the change.’ 

’ From such a proprietor as 1 should have been to a man of 
Mr. Mutimefs activity. To be sure, that is one point of 
view.’ 

Adela blushed. 

* That is not my meaning, Mr. Eldon, as you know. I was 
speaking of the change without regard to who brings it about. 
And 1 was not giving my own opinion; Alfred’s is always on 
the side of the working people; he seems to forget everybody 
else in his zeal for their interests And then, the works are 
going to bo quite a new kind of undertaking. You have heard 
of Mr. Mutimer's plans, of course? ’ 

^ 1 have an idea of them.’ 

* You think them mistaken ? * 

’ No. 1 would rather say they don’t interest me. That seems 
to disappoint you. Miss Waltham. Probably you are interested 
in them ? ’ 

At the sound of her own name thus formally interjected, 
Adela just raised her eyes from their reflective gaze on the 
near landscape; then she became yet more thoughtful 

*Yes, 1 think I am,’ she replied, with deliberation. *The 
principle seems a just one. Devotion to a really unselfish cause 
» rare, I am afraid.’ 

* You have met Mr. Mutimer? ’ 

’Once. My brother made his acquaintance, and he called 
on us.’ 

’ Did he explain his scheme to you in detail? * 
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* Not himself. Alfred has toM me all about it. He, of oooxse, 
is delighted uith it; he has joined what he calls the Union.* 

* Are you ^ing to join? ’ Hubert asked, smiling. 

* IT 1 doubt whether they would have me.* 

She laughed silverly, her throat tremulous, like that of a 
bird that sings How significant Ibe laugh was! the music of 
how pure a freshet of life! 

* All the members, I presume,* said Hubert, * are to be speedily 
enriched from the Wanley Hines and Iron Works? * 

It was jokingly uttered, but Adela repbed with some earnest* 
ness, as if to remove a false impression. 

* Oh, that is quite a mistake. Mr. Eldon. There is no question 
of anyone being enriched, least of all Mr. Mutimer himself. The 
workmen will receive just payment, not mere starvation wages, 
but whatever profit there is will be devoted to the propaganda * 

* Propaganda! Starvation wages! Ah, I see you have gone 
deeply into these matters. How strangely that word sounds 
on your lips—propaganda 1 * 

Adela r^dened 

* Why strangely, Mr. Eldon ? * 

* One associate it with such very different speakers; it has 
such a terrible canting sound. 1 hope you will not get into the 
habit of using it-—for your own sake.* 

* I am not likely to use it much. 1 suppose I have heard it 
so often from Alfred lately. Please don’t think,’ she added rather 

, hastily, * that I have become a Socialist. Indeed, I dislike the 
name; 1 find it implies so many things that 1 could never 
approve of.’ 

Her way of speaking the last sentence would have amused 
a dispassionate critic, it was so distinctively the tone of Puritan 
maidenhood. From lips like Adela’s it is delicious to hear such 
moral babbling. Oh, toe ^avity of conviction in a white-souled 
English girl of eighteen! 1>) you not hear her say those words: 
* toinp toat I could never aj^prove of * ? 

As her companion did not immediately reply, she again raised 
toe field-glass to her eyes and swept the prospect. 

* Can you see your brother on the roaa ? * Hubert inquired. 

* No, not yet. There is a trap driving this w^. Why, Alfred 
is sitting in it! Oh, it is Mr. Mutimer’s trap I sM. He must 
have met Alfred at the station and have givoi him a ride.* 

* Evidently they are great friends,* commented Eldon. 

Adela did not reply. After gazing a little longer, she saicU— 

* He will be home before I can get there.* 

She screwed up the glasses and turned as if to take leave. 
But Hubert prepared to walk 1^ her side, and together they 
reached the Iwe. 
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* Now I am going to nm down tiie hill,* Adela said, laughing. 
*I can't aak you to join in such childishness, and I suppose 
you are not going this way, either? * 

*No, 1 am walking bc^k to the Manor,* the other replied 
soberty. ‘ We had better say good>l^a On Monday we shall 
leare Wanley, my mothei^ and 1.* 

* On Mon^y ? * 

The girl became graver. 

* But only to go to Agworth ? * she added. 

* I shall not remain at Agworth. I am going to London.’ 

* To—to study? * 

* Something or other, I don’t quite know what. Good‘bye I ’ 

* Won’t you come to say good-bye to us—^to mother? * 

‘ Shall you be at home to-morrow afternoon, about four 
o’clock say ? * 

‘ Oh, yes; the very time.’ 

* Then 1 will come to say good-bye.’ 

‘ In that case we needn’t say it now, need we? It is only 
good afternoon.’ 

She began to walk down the lane. 

* I thought you were going to run,’ cried Hubert. 

She looked back, and her silver laugh made chorus with the 
joyous refrain of a yellow-hammer, piping behind the hedge. 
Till the turn of the road she continued walking, then Hub^ 
had a glimpse of white folds waving in the act of flight, and 
she was beyond his vision. 


CHAPTER Vm 

Ai^bla reached the housedoor at the very moment thatMutimer’s 
trap drove up. She had run nearly all the way down the hill, 
and her soberer pace during the last ten minutes had not quite 
reduced the flush in her cheeks. Mutimer raised his hat with 
much ajUomJb before he had pulled up his horse, and his look 
stayed on her whilst Alfred Waltham was descending and taking 
leave. 

’ I was lucky enough to overtake your brother in Agworth,’ 
he said. 

^ * Ah, TOU have drived him of what he calls his constitu- 
^onah’ laughed AdeuL 

' Have 1 ? Well, it isn’t often I’m here over Saturday, so he 
can generally feel safe.’ 

The hat was again aired, and Richard drove away to the 
Wheatsheaf Inn, ^ere he kept his horse at present. 
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Brother and sister went together into the j^lonr, where 
Bfrs. Waltham immediately joined 1hem» hainng desomided 
from an upper room. 

* So Mr. Wtimer drdve yon home!' she exclaimed, with the 
interest which provinciid li^es, lacking scope for their energke, 
will display in veiy small incidents. 

* Yes. By the way, IVe asked him to come and have dinner 
with us to*mctfTow. He hadn*t any special reason for going to 
town, and was unoortain whether to ^ so or not, so 1 thought 
I might as well have him here.' 

Mr. Alfred always spoke in a somewhat emphatic first pe^n 
singular when domestic arrangements were under discussion; 
occasionally the habit led to a passing unpleasantness of tone 
between himself and Mrs. Waltham. In the present instance, 
however, nothing of the kind was to be feared; his mother 
smiled vary graciously. 

* I'm glM you thought of it,' she said. ' It would have been 
very lonely for him in his lodgings.' 

Neither of the two happened to be regarding Adela, or they 
would have seen a look of dismay flit across her countenance 
and pass into one of annoyance. When the talk had gone on 
for a few minutes Adela interposed a question. 

' Will Mr. Mutimer stay for tea also, do you think, Alfred ? * 

* Oh, of course; why shouldn't he? ' 

It is the country habit; Adela might have known what answer 
she would receive. She got out of the difficulty by means of a 
little disingenuousness. 

* He won't want us to talk about Socialism all the time, 
will he?' 

‘ Of course not, my dear,’ replied Mrs. Waltham. ‘ Why, it 
will be Sunday.' 

Alfred shouted in mirthful scorn. 

* Well, that's one of the finest things I've heard for a long 
time, mother! It’ll be Sunday, and therefore we are not to talk 
about improving the lot of the human race. Ye gods!' 

Mrs. Waltham was puzzled for an instant, but the Puritan 
assurance did not fail her, 

' Yes, but that is only improvement of their bodies, Alfred 
—^food and clothing. The six davs are for that yoirknow.* 

' Mother, mother, you will km me! You ore so uncommonly 
funny! I wonder your friends haven't long ago found some 
way of doing without bodies altogether. Now, I pray you, do 
not talk nonsense. Surely that is forbidden on the Sabbat^ if 
only the Jewish one.' 

* Mother is quite right, Alfred,’ remarked Adela, with quiet 
affirmativmiess, as soon as her voice could be heard. ' Your 
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SocialiBm is earthly; we have to think of other things besides 
bodily oomlorts/ 

* Who sud we hadn’t? ’ cried her brother. * Bat I take leave 
to inform yon that you won’t get much spiritual ezoellenoe out 
of a man who lives a harder life than the nigger-slaves. If you 
women could only put aside your theories and look a little at 
obstinate facts! You’re all of a piece. Which of you was it 
^at talked the other day about getting the vicar to pray for 
rain? Ho, ho, ho! Just the same kind of thing.* 

Alfred’s combativeness had grown markedly since his making 
acquaintance with Mutimer. He had never exodled in the 
suaver virtues, and now the whole of the tune he spent at home 
was devoted to vociferous railing at capitalists, priests, and 
women, his mother and sister serving for illustrations of the 
vices prevalent in the last-mentioned class. In talking he always 
paced the room, hands in pocketo, and at times fairly stammer^ 
in his endeavour to hit upon sufiBciently trenchant epithets or 
comparisons. When reasoning failed with his auditors, he had 
recourse to volleys of contemptuous laughter. At times he lost 
his temper, muttered words such as * fools!idiots! ’ and 
flung out into the open air. It looked as if the present evening 
was to be a stormy one. Adela noted the presage and allowed 
herself a protest in limine. 

* Alfred, I do hope you won’t go on in this way whilst Letty 
is here. You mayn’t think it, but you pain her very much.’ 

* Pain her! It’s her education. She’s had none vet, no more 
than you have. It’s time you both began to leam.^ 

It being close upon the hour for tea, the young lady of whom 
there was question was heard to ring the door-bell. We have 
^eadv hod a passing glimpse of her, but since then she has 
been honoured by becoming Alfred’s affianced. Letty Tew 
fulfilled aU the conditions desirable in one called to so trying a 
destiny. She was a pretty, supple, sweet-mannered girl, and, 
as is the case with such girls, found it TOSsible to worship a 
man whom in consistency she must have deemed the most con- 
demnable of heretics. She and Adela were close friends; Adela, 
indeed, had no other friend in the nearer sense. The two were 
made of very different fibre, but that had not as yet distinotly 
shown. 

Adela’s reproof was not wholly without effect; her brother 
got through the evening without proceeding to his eztiemest 
truculence. Still the conversation was entiroly of his leading, 
consequently not a little argumentative. He had brought home, 
,jStk|ie always did on Saturday, a batch of ultra periodicals. 
The*; than the * fiery Gross,’ and his own eloquence was 
Wheatdtented by the reading of excerpts firom these lively 

78 



Demos 


oolumns. It was a oombat of tbree to one. but the majority 
did little beyond throwing up hands at anything partioularly 
outrageous. Adela said much leas than usual 

* I tell you what it is, you three! * Alfred cried, at a certain 
climax of enthusiasm, addressing the ladies with charaoteristic 
courtesy, * we'U found a branch of the Union in Wanley; 1 
mean, in our particular circle of thickheads. Then, as soon as 
Mutimer’s settlement gets going, we can coalesce. Now you 
two girls give next wedk to going round and soliciting subscrip- 
tions for ^e Fiery Cross.*’ People have had time to get over 
the first scare, and you know they can’t refuse such as you. 
Quarterly, one-and-eiphtpence, including postage.’ 

’ But, my dear Al»ed.’ cried Adela, * remember that Letty 
and 1 are not Socialists 1 ’ 

* Letty is, because I expect it of her, and you can’t refuse to 
kera her in countenance.’ 

l^e girls laughed merrily at this anticipated lordship: but 
Let^ said presently— 

* 1 believe father will take the paper if I ask him. One is 
better than nothing, isn’t it, Alfred? * 

’ Good. We book Stephen Tew, Esquire.’ 

* But surely you mustn’t call him Esquire? ’ suggested Adela. 

* Oh, he is yet unregenerate; let him keep his baubles.’ 

* How are the regenerate designated ? ’ 

* Comrade, we prefer.* 

* Also applied to women? ’ 

* ’ Well, I suppose not. As the word hasn’t a feminine call 

yourselves plain T^etty Tew and Adela Waltham, without 
meaningless prefix.* 

* What nonsense you ore talking, Alfred < ’ remarked hki 
moth^. ’ As if everybody m Wanley could address young ladies 
by their Christian names! ’ 

In this way did Alfred begin the * propaganda ’ at home. 
Already the village was much occupied with the vague new doc¬ 
trines represented by the name of Richard Mutimer; the parlour 
of the Wheatsheaf was loud of evenings with extraordinary 
debate, and gossips of a higher station had at length found a 
topic which promised to be inexhaustible. Of course the vicar 
was eagerly sounded as to his views. Mr. Wyvom preserved an 
attitude of scrupuious neutrality, contenting himself with cor¬ 
rection of palpable absurdities in the stories going about. ' But 
surdy you are not a Socialist, Mr. Wyvem?' cried Mrs. Mew¬ 
ling, after doing her best to pump the reverend gentleman, and • 
dii^vering nothing. * I am a Christian, madam,’ was the reply, 

* and have nothing to do with economic doctrines.’ Mrs. Mewlii^ 
spread the phrase ‘ economic doctrines,* ahalcing her head upon 
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the adjective, which was interpreted by her hearers aa eon- 
demnatoiy in significance. The half-dozen 8hopkee{>ers were 
disposed to secret jubilation; it was probable in conse¬ 
quence of the doings in the valley, trade would look up. Mutimer 
himself was a centre of interest such as Wanl^ had never 
known. When he walked down the street the news that he 
was visible seemed to spread like wildfire; every house had its 
gazers. Excepting the case of the Walthams, he' had not as yet 
sought to make personal acquaintances, appearing rather to 
avoid opportunities. On the whole it seemed likely that he 
would be popular. The little group of mothers with marriageable 
daughters waited ei^rly for the day when, by estabUshing 
himself at the Manor, he would throw off the present semi¬ 
incognito, and become the recognised head of Wanley society. 
He would discover the necessity of having a lady to share hk 
honours and preside at his table. Persistent inquiry seemed to 
have settled the fact that he was not married alre^y. To be 
sure, there were awesome rumours that Socialists repudiated 
laws divine and human in matrimonial affairs, but tne more 
sanguine were inclined to r^ard thb as calumny, their charity 
finfhng a support in their personal ambitions. The interest 
formerly attMhing to the Eldons had altogether vanished. Mrs. 
Eldon and her son were now mere obstacles to be got rid of as 
quicklv as possible. It was the general opinion that Hubert 
Eldon^s illness was purposely protracted, to suit his mother’s 
convenience. Until Mutimer’s arrival there had been much tfdk 
about Hubert; whether owing to Dr. Mann’s indiscretion or 
through the servants at the Manor, it had become known that 
the young man was suffering from a bullet-wound, and the story 
circulated by Mrs. Mewling led gossips to suppose that he had 
been murderously assailed in that land of notorious profligacy 
known to Wanley as * abroad.’ That, however, was now become 
an old story. Wanley was anxious for the Eldons to go their 
way, and Ic^ve the stage clear. 

Everyone of course was aware that Mutimer spent his Sundays 
in London (a circumstance, it was admitted, not altogether 
reassuring to the ladies with marris^eablo daughters), and his 
unwonted appearance in the village on the evening of the present 
Saturday excited universal comment. Would he appear at 
church next morning There was a general directing of eyes 
to the Manor pew. This pew had not been occupied since the 
foteful Sunday when, at the conclusion of the morning ssvioe, 
old Mr. Mutimer was discovered to have breathed his last. It 
was a notable object in the dim little church, having a wooden 
oanopy supported on four slim oak pillars with vennicular 
moulmng. From pillar to pillar hung dark curtains, so tlmt 
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when these wen drawn the interior of the pew was entif^ 
proteoted from obsenration. Stmi on the brightest days its 
oooupants were veiled in gloom. To-daj the ourtains reoiained 
drawn as usnal, and Rkmard Mniamer disappointed the eon- 
gre^tion. Wanl^ had obtained assurance on one point— 
Socialism involved Atheism. 

Then it came to pass that someone saw Mutimer approach 
the Walthams^ bouse just before dinner tame; saw him, more¬ 
over, ring and enter. A couple of hours, and ^e ominous event 
was everywhere being discussed. Well, well, it was not difficult 
to see what thiU meant. Trust Mrs. Waltham for shrewd gene^- 
ship. Adela Waltham bad been formerly talked of in connection 
wira young Eldon; but Eldon was now cut of ^e question, and 
behold his successor, in a double sense 1 Mrs. Mewling surrendered 
her Sunday afternoon nap and flew from house to house—of 
course in rime for the dessert wine at each. Her cry was h/oro! 
Really, this was sharp pracrioe on Mrs. Waltham’s part; it wm 
stealing a march before the commencement of the game. Did 
there not exist a tacit understanding that movements were 
postponed until Murimer’s occupation of the Manor? Adela was 
a veiy nice young girl, to be sure, a very nice girl indeed, but 
one must confess that she had her wes open. Would it not 
be well for united Wanley to let her know its opinion of such 
doings? 

In the meantime Richard was enjoying himself, with as little 
thought of the Wanley gossips as of—shall we say, the old 
curtt^ed pew in Wanley Church? He was perfectly aware 
that the Walthams did not represent the highest gentility, that 
there was a considerable interval, for example, between Mrs. 
Waltham and Mrs. Westlake; but the fact remained that be 
had never yet been on intimate terms with a family so reflned. 
Radical revolutionist though he was, he had none of the gross¬ 
ness or obstinacy wliich would have denied to the bourgeois 
household any advantage over riiose of his own class. At dinner 
he found himself behaving circumspectly. He knew already 
that the cultivated taste objects to toe use of a table-knife save 
for purposes of cutting; on the whole he saw grounds for the 
objection. He knew, moreover, that manducation and the 
abrarption of fluids must be performed without ^udible gusto; 
the Imowledge cost him some self-criticism. But there were 
numerous minor points of convention on which he was not so 
clear; it had never occurred to him, for instance, that civilisa¬ 
tion demands the breaking of bread, that, in the absence of silver, 
a fork must suffice for the dissection of fish, that a napkin is a 
graceful auxiliary in the process of a meal and not rather an 
embarrassing superfluity of furtive application, like a wise 
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man, ba did not talk mnoh during dinner, devoting his mind to 
observation. Of one thing he speedily became aware, namely, 
that Mr. Alfred Waltham was so veey much in his own house 
that it was not ^oUy safe to r^iurd his demeanour as exemplary. 
Another point well certified was that if any person in the world 
could be pointed to as an unassailable pattern of comely be¬ 
haviour that person was Mr. Alfred Waltham’s sister. Richard 
observed Adem as closely as good manners would allow. 

Talking little as yet—the young man at the head of the table 
gave others every nKnlity for silence—Richard could occupy his 
thought in many directions. Among other things, he instituted 
a comparison between the young lad^y who sat opposite to him 
and someone—not a young lady, it is true, but of the same sex 
and about the same age. He tried to imamne Emma Vine seated 
at this table; the efiPort resulted in a usagreeable warmth in 
tiie lobes of his ears. Yes, but—he attacked himself—not Emma 
Vine dressed as he was accustomed to see her; suppose her 
possessed of aU Adela Waltham’s exterior advantages. As his 
imagination was working on the hint, Adela herseU addressed 
a question to him. He looked up, he let her voice repeat itself 
in inward echo. His ears were still more disagreeably 
warm. 

It was a lovely day—^warm enough to dine with the windows 
open. The faintest air seemed to waft sunlight from comer to 
comer of the room; numberless birds sang on the near boughs 
and hedges; the flowers on the table were like a careless gift 
of gold-hearted prodigal summer. Richard transferred himself 
in spirit to a certain square on the borders of Hoxton and 
Islin^n, witibin scent of the Regent’s Canal The house there 
was now inhabited by Emma and her sisten; th^ also would 
be at dinner. Suppose he had the choice: there or here? Adela 
addressed to him another question. The square vanished into 
space. 

How often he had spoken scomfully of that word * lady ’! 
Were not all of the sex women? What need for that hateful 
distinction ? Richard tried another experiment with his imagina¬ 
tion. had dinner with some people called Waltham last 
Sunday. The old woman I didn’t much care about; but there 

was a young woman- * Well, why not? On the other hand, 

suppose Emma Vine called at his lodgings. * A young woman 
ocmed this morning, sir——’ Well why not? 

Dessert was on the tabla He saw Adela’s fingers take an 
oran^ her other hand holding a little fruit-knife. Now, who 
could ]^ve imagined t^t the simple paring of an orange could 
be achieved atonce wilhsuch consummate grace and so naturally ? 
In Richard’s country they first bite off a fraetbn of the ddn, 
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then dig away wilii what of finger-nail mav be available. He 
knew someone who would assur^y prooeed in that way. 

Metamorphosis! Richard Muumer speculates on ssthetic 
problems. 

* You, gentlemen, I dare say will be wicked enough to smoksb' 
remarked Wcb, Waltham, as she rose from the table. 

* I tell you what we i^all be wicked enough to do, mother,* 
exclaimed Alhred. * We shall have two cups of coffee brought 
out into the garden, and spare your furniture! * 

* Very well, my son. Your two cups evidently mean that 
Adela and I are not invited to the garden.* 

‘ Nothing of the kind. But I know you always go to sleep, 
and Adela doesn't like tobacco smoke.' 

* I TO to sleep, Alfred! You know very well that I have a 
very <^erent occupation for my Sunday afternoons.* 

*I really don't care anything about smoking,* observed 
Mutimer, with a glance at Adela. 

* Oh, you certainly shall not deprive yoursdf on my account, 
Mr. Mutimer,* said the girl, good-naturedly. * 1 hope soon to 
come out into the garden, and I am not at all sure that my 
objection to tobacco is serious.* 

Ah, if Mrs. Mewling could have heard that speech! Mrs. 
Mewling's age was something less than fifty; probably she had 
had time to forget how a young girl such as Adela speaks in 
pure frankness and never looks back to muse over a double 
meaning. 

It was nearly three o'clock. Adela compared her watch with 
the sitting-room clock, and, the gentlemen ^ving retired, moved 
about the room with a look of uneasiness. Her mother stood 
at the window, seemingly regarding the sky, in reality occupying 
her thoughts with things much nearer. She turned and found 
Adela locking at her. 

* 1 want just to run over and speak to Letty,’ Adela said. 
‘ 1 shall very soon be back.’ 

'Veiy well, dear,* replied her mother, scanning her face 
absent^. * But don’t let them keep you.* 

Adela quickly fetched her hat and left the house. It was 
her habit to walk at a good pace, always with the same airy 
movement, as though her feet only in appearance pressed the 
ground. On the way she again consullM her watch, and it 
caused her to flit still faster. Amved at the abode of Ihe Tews, 
she fortunately found Letty in the garden, sitting with two 
younger sisters, one a child of five years. Miw Tew was reading 
aloud to them, her book being * Pilgrim’s Prepress.* At the 
u^t of Adela the youngest of the th^ slipped down from her 
seat and ran to meet her with laughter and shaking of curls. 
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* Carry me xoand! cany me lOQnd! * cried the little one. 

For it was Adela’s habit to snatch up the flaxen little maiden* 

seat her upon her shoulder* and trot merrily round a circular 
path in the garden. But the sister next in age* whose thirteenth 
year had developed deep convictions, interpos^ sharply-^ 

* Eva, don’t be naughty! Isn’t it Sunday T ’ 

The little one, sav^ on the very brink of iniquity, tamed 
awi^ in confusion and stood with a finger in her mouth. 

*1*11 come and carry you round to-morrow, Eva,* said the 
visitor, stooping to kiss the reluctant face. Then, turning to 
the admonitress, ‘Jessie, will you read a little? I want just 
to speak to Letty.’ 

kuss Jessie took the volume, made her countenance yet 
sterner, and, having drawn Eva to her side, b^an to read in 
measured tones, reproducing as well as she could ^e enunciation 
of the pulpit. Adeia beckoned to her friend, and the two walked 
apart. 

‘ Fm in such a fix,’ she began, speaking hurriedly, ‘ and there 
isn’t a minute to lose. Mr. Mutimer has been having dinner 
with us; Alfred invited him. And I expect Mr. Eldon to come 
about four o’clock. 1 met him yesterday on the Hill; he came 
up just as I was looking out for Alfred with the glass, and 1 
awed him if he wouldn’t come and say good-lye to mother 
this afternoon. Of course I’d no idea that Mr. Jmitimer would 
come to dinner; he always goes away for Sunday. Isn’t it 
dreadfully awkward ? ’ 

‘You think he wouldn’t like to meet Mr. Mutimer?’ asked 
Letty, savouring the gravity of the situation. 

*f’m sure he wouldn’t. He spoke about him yesterday. 
Of course he didn’t say anything against Mr. Mutimer, but I 
could tell from his way of leaking. And then it’s quite natural, 
isn’t it? I’m really afraid. He’ll think it so unkind of me. 
I told him we should be alone, and I shan’t be able to explain. 
Isn’t it tiresome? ’ 

*lt is, really! But of course Mr. Eldon will understand. 
To think that it should happen just this day! * 

An idea flashed across miBa Tew’s mind. 

* Couldn’t you be at the door when he comes, and just—just 
ray, you know, that you’re sorry, that you knew nothing almut 
Mr. Mutimer coming? ’ 

‘I’ve thought of something else,’ returned Adeia, lowering 
her voice, as if to impart a project of doubtful propriety. 
‘Suppose I walk towaim the Manor and—-and meet hW on 
the way, before he ^ts very far? Then I could save him the 
annoyance, couldn’t I. dear? * 

Letty widened hmr eyes. The idea was splendid, but— 
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* You don't think, dear, that it might be a little^that you 
mi^t find it—' 

Adela reddled. 

' It is only a piece of kindness. Mr. Eldon will understand, 
Fm sure. He a^ed me so particularly if we should be alona 
1 really feel it a duty. Don't you think I may got I must decide 
at once.* 

Letty hesitated. 

* If you really adyise mo not to — —* pursued Adela. * But 
I'm sure I shall be glad when it's done.' 

* Then go, dear. Yes, I would go if I were you.’ 

Adela now faltered. 

* You really would go, in my place? * 

* Yes, yes. I'm sure I should. You see, it isn't as if it was 
Mr. Mutimer you were going to meet* 

* Oh, no, no! That would be impossible.' 

* He will be yery grateful,' murmured Letty, without looking 


up. 

‘ If I go, it must be at once.’ 

* Your mother doesn’t know he was coming? * 

' No. I don’t know why I haven't told her, really. I suppose 
we were talking so much of other things last night. And thm 
I only got home just as Alfred did, and he said at once that 
he had inyited Mr. Mutimer. Yes, I will go. Perhaps I'll come 
and see you again after church.’ 

Letty went back to * Pilgrim's Progress.* Her sister Jessie 
enjoyed the sound of her own yoice, and did not offw to 
surrender the bool, .so she sat by little Eya’s side and resumed 
her Sunday face. 

Adela took the road for the Manor, resisting the impulse 
to cast glances on either side as she passed the houses at tho 
end of the village. She felt it to be more than likely that eyes 
were observing her, as it was an unusual time for her to be 
abroad, and the direction of her walk pointed unmistakably to 
one destination. But she made no account of secrecy; her 
errand was perfectly simple and with an object that no one 
could censura If people tattled, they alone were to blame. 
For the first time she experience a little resentment of the 
public criticism which was so rife in Wanley, and fhe experience 
was useful—one of those inappreciable ai^ to indraendenoe 
which act by cumulatiye stress on a character cajMible of develop- 
mait and softly mould its outlines. 

^e passed the church, then the vicarage, and entered the 
hedgeway which by a long curve led to the Manor. She was 
slackening her pace, not wishing to apmoach too near to the 
house, when she at Imgth saw Hub^ Eldon walking towahls 
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her. He adranced with a look which waa sot ezactlj^ iodifPerent 
yet showed no surprise; the smile only came to his face whmi 
he was near enough to spe^. 

*1 have come to meet you,* Adela bmn, with frankness 
which cost her a little agitarion of breath. * I am so very sorry 
to have misled you yesterday. As soon as I reached home^ I 
found that my brother had invited Mr. Murimer for to-day. 
I thought it would be best if I came and told you that—that 
we were not quite alone, as 1 said we should be.* 

As she spoke Adela became distressed by perceiving or 
seeming to perceive, that the cause which had led her to this 
step was quite inadequate. Of course it was the result of her 
having to forbear mention of the real point at issue; she could 
not say that she feared it might be disagreeable to her hearer 
to meet Mutimer. But, put m the other way, her pretext for 
coming appeared trivial. Only with an extreme effort she 
preserved her even tone to the end of her speech. 

*It is very kind of you,* Hubert replied almost warmly. 
‘ I*m very sorry you have had the trouble.* 

As she disclaimed thanks, £ldon*s tact discovered the way 
of safety. Facing her with a quiet openness of look, he said, 
in a tone of pleasant directness which Adela had often fdt to be 
peculiarly his own— 

* I shall best thank you by admitting that I should have 
found it very unpleasant to meet Mr. Mutimer. You felt that, 
and hence your Kindness. At the same time, no doubt, you 
pity me for my littleness.* 

* I think it perfectly natural that such a meeting should be 
disagreeable. I believe 1 understand your feeling. Indeed, 
you explained it to me yesterday.* 

* I e^lained it? * 

* In what you said about the works in the vall^.’ 

* True. Many people would have interpreted me less liberally.’ 

Adela’s eyes brightened a little. But when she raised them, 

they fell upon something which disturbed hn* cheerfulness. This 
was the face of Mrs. Meming, who had come up from the direction 
of Wanl^ and was clearly about to pay a visit at the Manor. 
The lady smiled and murmured a greeting as she pawed by. 

*1 suppose Mrs. Mewling is gomg to see my mother,^ said 
Hubert, who also had lost a little of naturalness. 

A few more words and they again parted. Nothing further 
was said of the postponed visit. Adm hastened homewards, 
dreading lest she haci made a great mistake, yet glad that she 
had ventured to coma 

Her mother was just going out into the garden, uriiere Alfred’s 
voice sounded frequency in laughter or denunciation. Adela 
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would have been glad to sit alone for a short tim^ fox ItbSi 
Waltham seemed to wish for her company. She had only time 
to glance at herself in hmr looking-glim and just press a palm 
against each ohedk. 

Alfred was puffing clouds from his briar pipe, but Mutimsr 
had ceased smoking. Near the latter was a vacant seat; Adeia 
to(^ H, as there was no other. 

*What a good thing the dav of rest is!' exclaimed Mrs. 
Waltham. '1 alwa^ fed thankful when I think of the poor 
men who toil so aU through the wedc in Belwick, and now 
they must enjoy their Sunday. You surdy wouldn’t make any 
cha^e in thai^ Mutimer?' 

*lhe change I should like to see would be in the other 
direction,' Richard replied. * I would have holidays far more 
frequmt. In the towns you can scarcely call Sunday a holiday. 
There's nothing to do but to walk about the stre^. On the 
whole it does far more harm than good.’ 

* Do they never go to church 7' asked Adeia. She was ex* 
periencing a sort of irritation against their miest, a feeling 
traceable to more than one source; Mutimer’s frequent glances 
did not tend to soothe it. She ached the question rather in a 
spirit of adverse criticism. 

* The working people don't,' wsa the reply, * except a Dis* 
senting family here and there.' 

* Perhaps ^t is one explanation of the Sundays being usdess 
to them.* 

Adeia would scarcely have ventured upon such a tone in 
reference to any 8(»cular matter; the subiect being religion, she 
was of course justified in expressing herself fredy. 

'Mulhner smiled and held back his rejoinder for a moment. 
By that time Alfred had taken his pipe from his lips and was 
giving utterance to unmeasured scorn. 

'But, Mr. Mutimer,' said Mrs. Waltham, waving aside her 
son's vehemence, * you don't seriously tell us that the working 
people have no reli^ont Surely that would be too shocking! ’ 

* Yes, I say it serioudy, ll&s. Waltham. In the ordinary sense 
of the word, they have no religion. The truth is, they have no 
time to think of it.’ 


* Oh, but surely it needs no thought——* * 

Alfr^ exploded. 

* I mean,^ pursued his mother, ' that, however busy we are, 
there must always be intervals to be spared from the world.' 

Mutimer agcun delayed his reply. A look which he oast at 
Adeia appeared to move her to speech. 

* Have they not their evenings free, as well as every Sunday 7 * 
'Happily, Miss Waltham, you can't realise their Ihres,’ 

8 ? 



Demos 

Kichaid began. He was not smDing now; Adda's tone bad 
strudE bim like a chaUenge, and he ooUeoted himself to meet 
hear. * The man who lives on wages is never free; he sdls him¬ 
self body and soul to his emplc^er. What sort of freedom does 
a man enjoy who may any day find himself and his famUy on 
the point of starvation just because he has lost his work? All 
his me long he has before his mind the fear of want-—not only 
of straitenra means, mind you, but of destitution and the work¬ 
house. How can such a man put aside his common cares? 
Religion is a luxury; the working man has no luxuries. Now, 
you speak of the free evenings; people always do, when th^’re 
asking why the working classes don’t educate themselves. Do 
you understand what that free evening means ? He gets home, 
say, at six o’clock, tired out; he has to be op again perhaps at 
five next morning. What can he do but just lie about half 
asleep? Why, that’s the whole principle of the capitalist lystem 
of employment; it’s calculated exactly how long a man can 
be made to work in a day without making him incapable of 
beginning again on the day following—^just as it’s ceuoulated 
exactly how little a man can live upon, in the regulation of 
wages. If the workman returned home with strength to spare, 
employers would soon find it out, and workshop legislation 
would be revised^—because of course it’s the capitalists that 
make the laws. The principle is that a man shall have no 
strength left for himself; it's all paid for, every scrap of it, 
bought with the wages at each week end. What religion can 
such men have? Religion, 1 suppose, means thankfulness for 
life and its pleasures—at all events, that’s a great part of it— 
and what has a wage-earner to be thankful for? ’ 

'It sounds v^ shocking,’ observed Mrs. Waltham, some¬ 
what disturbed by the speaker’s growing earnestness. Richard 
paid no attention and continued to address Adela. 

*I dare say you’ve heard of the early trains—workmen's 
trains—that ^ey run on the London railways. If only you 
could travel once by one of those 1 Between station and station 
there’s scarcely a mmi or boy in the carriage who can keep 
awake; there th^ sit, leaning over against each other, their 
heads dropping forward, their ^elids that heavy they can’t hold 
them up. 11^ vou it’s one of the most miserable sights to be 
seen in this world. If you saw it. Miss Walthiun, you'd {uty 
them, Fm very sure of that! You only need to Imow what 
their life means. People who have never known hardship often 
Bpesk more cruelly than they think, and of course it always will 
be so as long as the rich and the poor are two different races, 
at much apsit as if there was an ocean between them.* 

Adela's cheeks were warm. It was a novel smisation to be 
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feboked in this unoonventional way. She was feeling a tottoh 
of shame as w^ as the slight resentment which was partly her 
olass'instinot, partly of her sex. 

* 1 feel that 1 have no right to give any opinion/ she said in 
an undertone. 

* Meaning, Adela,* commented her brother, * that you have 
a veiy strong opinion and stick to it.* 

*One thing I dare say you are thinking. Miss Waltham,* 
Richard pursued, * if you’ll allow me to say it. You think that 
I myself don’t exactly prove what Fve been saying—1 mean to 
say, that 1 at all events have had free time, not only to read 
and reflect, but to give lectures and so on. Yes, and I’ll explain 
that. It was my good fortune to have a father and mother 
who were very careful and hard-working and thoughtful people; 
I and my sister and brother were brought up in an orderly 
home, and taught from the first that ceaseless labour and strict 
economy were the things always to be kept in mind. All that 
was just fortunate chance; I’m not praising myself in 8 a 3 Hing 
[*ve been able to get more into my time than most other work¬ 
ing men; it’s my father and mother I have to thank for it. 
Suppose they’d been as ignorant and careless as most of thw 
class are made by the hard lot they have to endure; why, X 
should have followed them, that’s all. We’ve never had to go 
without a meal, and why? Just because we’ve all of us v'orked 
like slaves and never allowed ourselves to think of rest or enjoy¬ 
ment. When my father died, of course wo had to be more 
• careful than ever; but there wore three of us to earn money, 
fortunately, and we kept up the home. We put our money by 
for the club every vicek, what’s more.’ 

’The club?* queried Miss Waltham, to whom the word 
suggested Pali Mall and vague glories which dwelt in her 
imagination. 

’ That’s to make provision for times when wo’re ill or can’t 
get work,* Mutimer explained. * If a wage-earner falls ill, what 
has he to look to ? The capitalist won’t trouble himself to keep 
him alive; there’s plenty to take his place. Well, that’s my 
position, or was a few months ago. I don’t suppose any work- 
mg man has had more advantages. Take it as an example of the 
most we can hope for, and pray say what it amoupts to! Just 
on the right side, just keeping afloat, just screwing out an hour 
here and there to work your brain when you ought to be taking 
wholesome recreation 1 That’s nothing very grand, it seems to 
ma Yet people will point to it and aw what there is to 
grumble at! * 

Adela sat uneasily under Mutimer’s gaze; she kept her eyes 
down, 
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* And rm not tore that I should idways have got on as easily/ 
the speaker continued. * Only a day or two before 1 heard of 
my relatiye’s deatib, Td just been cusmissed from my em^oy- 
ment; that was because they didn't like my opinions. Wcul, 
1 don’t say they hadn’t a right to dismiss me, just as I suppose 
you’ve a ri^t to kill as many of tiie enemy as you can in time 
of war. But suppose I coulw’t have got work an 3 rwh»e. 1 
had nothing but my hands to depend upon; if I couldn’t sell 
my muscles 1 must starve, that’s c^* 

Adela looked at him for almost the first time. She had heard 
this story from her brother, but it came more impressively 
from Mutimer’s own lips. A sort of heroism was involved in i^ 
the championship of a cause regardless of self. She remained 
thoughtful with troublous colours on her face. 

Mrs. Waltham was more obviously uneasy. There are certain 
things to which in good society one does not refer, first and 
foremost humiliating antecedents. The present circumstances 
were exceptional to be sure, but it was to be hoped that Mr. 
Mutimer would outgrow this habit of advertising his origin. 
Let him talk of the working’dasses if he liked, but always in 
the third person. The good lady began to reflect whether she 
might not venture shortly to give him friendly hints on this and 
similar subjects. 

But it was nearly tea-time. Mrs. Waltham shortly rose and 
went into the house, whither Alfred followed her. Mutimer kept 
his seat, and Adela could not leave him to himself, though for 
the moment he seemed unconscious of her prraence. When they 
had been alone together for a little while, Richard broke the 
silence. 

’ 1 hope I didn’t speak rudely to you. Miss Waltham. I don’t 
think 1 need fear to say what I mean, but I know there ore 
always two ways of saying things, and perhaps 1 chose the 
roughestw’ 

Adela was conscious of having said a few hard things mentally, 
and this apolo^, delivered in a very honest voice, appealed to 
her instinct oi justice. She did not like Mutimer, and con« 
aequently strove aminst the prejudice which the very sound 
of his voice aroused in her; it was her nature to aim thus at 
equity in her personal judgments. 

* To describe hard things we must use hard words,’ she replied 
pleasantly, * but you said nothing that could offend.’ 

' I fear you haven’t much sympathy with my way of lookipg 
at the question. I seem to you to be going to work (he wrong 
\n,y* 

^1 certainly think you value too little the means of happiness 
that we aU have witbm our reach, rich and poor alike.’ 
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* Ah, if yoa could only see into the life of the poor, jron would 
acknowle(^ that those means are and oan be nothing to them. 
Besides, my way of thinking in suoh things is Ihe same as your 
brother's, and I can't ez^t you to see any good in it.* 

Adela shodc her head i^huy. She had risen and was examin* 
ing the leaves upon an apple branch which she had drawn down. 

* But I’m sure you fern that there is need for doing some* 
thing,' he urged, quitting his seat. * You're not indifferent to 
the hfud lives of the peome, as most people are who have always 
lived comfortable lives?' 

She let the branch spring up, and spoke more coldly. 

* I hope 1 am not in^fferent^ but it is not in my poww to do 
anything.* 

* Will you let me say that you are mistaken in that ? ' Mutimer 
had never before felt Mmself constrained to quaUfy and adorn 
his phrases; the neoessily made him awkwa^. Not only did 
he aim at polite modes of speech altogether foreign to his lips, 
but his own voice sounded strange to him in its forced suppres¬ 
sion. He did not as yet succeed in regarding himself from the 
outside and criticising the influences which had got hold upon 
him; he was only conscious that a young lady—the very type 
of young lady that a little while ago he would have held up 
for scorn—was subduing bis nature by her mere presence and 
exacting homage from him to which she was wholly indifferent. 
'Everyone can give help in such a cause as this. You oan 

^ work upon the minds of the people you talk with and get them 
to throw away their prejudices. The cause of the working 
classes seems so h^^i)elees just because they're too far away to 
catch the ears of those who oppress them.' 

* I do not oppress them, Mr. Mutimer.' 

Adela spoke with a touch of impatience. She wished to bring 
this conversation to an end, and the man would give her no 
opportunity of doing so. She was not in reality paying attention 
to his arguments, as was evident in her echo of his last words. 

'Not willingly, but none the loss you do so,’ he rejoined. 
* Everyone who lives at ease and without a thou^t of changing 
the present state of society is tyrannising over the people. 
Every article of clothing you put on means a life worn out 
somewhere in a factory. What would your existence be with¬ 
out the toil of those men and women who live and die in want 
of every comfort which seems as natural to you u the air you 
breathe? Don't you feel that you owe them something? It's a 
debt that oan very easily be forgotten, I know that> and just 
because the creditors are too we^ to claim it. Think of it in 
that way, and Tm quite sure you won't let it slip from your 
mind again.’ 
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Alfred came towards them, aonounoing that tea was ready, 
and Adda gladly moved away. 

* You won't nudce any impression there,’ said Alfred with a 

ahrog of good-natured contempt. * Argument isn’t understood 
by women. Now, if you were a revivalist preacher- * 

Mrs. Waltham and Adela w^t to church. Mutimer returned 
to his lodgings, leaving his friend Waltham smoking in the 
garden. 

On the way home after service, Adela had a brief murmured 
conversation with Letty Tew. Her mother was walking out 
with Mrs. Mewling. 

* It was evidently pre-arranged,’ said the latter, after recount¬ 
ing certain details in a tone of confidence. * I was quite shocked. 
On his part such conduct is nothing less than disgraceful. Adela, 
of course, cannot be expected to luow.’ 

* I must tell her,’ was the reply. 

Adela was sitting rather di^mily in her bedroom a couple 
of hours later when her mother entered. 

’ Little girls shouldn’t teU stories,’ Mrs. Waltham began, with 
playfulness which was not quite natural. ‘ Who was it that 
wanted to go and speak a word to Letty this afternoon? ’ 

’ It wasn’t altogether a story, mother/ pleaded the girl, 
shamed, but with an endeavour to speak independently. * I did 
want to speak to Letty.’ 

’And you put it off, I suppose? Really, Adela, you must 
remember that a girl of your ago has to be mindful of her self- 
respect. In Wanley you can’t escape notice; besides- * 

* Let me explain, mother.’ Adela’s voice was made firm by 
the suggestion that she had behaved unbecomingly. ’ 1 went 
to Letty first of all to tell her of a difficulty I was in. Yesterday 
afternoon I happened to meet Mr. Eldon, and when he was 
saying good-bye I asked him if he wouldn’t come and see you 
before he left Wanley. He promised to come this aftwnoon. 
At the time of course I didn’t know that Alfred had invited 
Mr. Mutimer. It would have been so disagreeable for Mr. Eldon 
to meet lum here, I made up my mind to walk towards the 
Manor and tell Mr. Eldon what had happened.* 

’ Why should Mr. Eldon have found the meeting with Mr. 
Mutimer disagreeable? ’ 

* ^ey don’t like each other.’ 

' I dare say not. Porhaps it was as well Mi. Eldon didn’t 
come. I should most likely have refused to see him.’ 

’ Refused to see him, mother? ’ 

Adela gazed in the utmost astonishment. 

’ Yea, my dear. 1 haven’t spoken to you about Mr. Eldon, 
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Jufit beoMise I took it for granted that he vonld never oome in 
your way again. That he should have dared to speak to yon 
is Bomewing b^ond what I oould have imagined. When 1 
went to see Mrs. Eldon on Friday I didn't take you with me* 
for fear lest that young man should show himself. It was im* 
possible for you to be in the same room with him.' 

* With Mr. Hubert Eldon? My dearest mother* what are you 
saying? ’ 

* Of course it surprises you* Adela. I too was surprised. I 
thought tha« might be no need to speak to you of things you 
ought never to hear mentioned, but now I am afraid I have no 
choice. The sad truth is that Mr. Eldon has utterly disgraced 
himself. When he ought to have been here to attend Mr. 
Mutimer’s funeral, he was living at Paris and other such places 
in the most shocking dissipation. Things are reported of him 
which 1 oould not breathe to you; he is a bad young man! * 

The inclusiveness of that desmiption 1 Mrs. Waltham's head 
quivered as she gave uttera^ to the words, for at least half 
of the feeling she expressed was genuina To her hearer the 
final phrase was like a thunderstroke. In a certain profound 
work on the bistoiy of her country which she had been in the 
habit of studying, the author, discussmg the character of Oliver 
CSromwell* achieved a most impressive climax in the words* 
* He was a bold, bad man.’ The adjective * bad' drived for 
Adela a dark energy from her recollection of that passage; it 
connoted every imaginable phase of moral degradation. ' Dis¬ 
sipation ' too; to her pure mind the word had a terrible sound; 
it sketched in luri ] outlines hideous lurking places of vice and 
disease. * Paris and other such places.’ With the name of 
Paris she associated a feeling of reprobation; Paris was the 
head-quarters of sin—at all events on earth. In Paris people 
went to the theatre on Sunday; that fact alone shed storm- 
light over the iniquitous capital. 

She stood mute with misery, appalled, horrified. It did not 
occur to her to doubt the tmth of her mother's accusations; 
the strange circumstance of Hubert's absence when every senti¬ 
ment of decency would have summoned him home corroborated 
the charge. And she had talked familiarly with this man a 
few hours ago! Her head swam. * 

'Mr. Mutimer knew it,' proceeded her mother, noting wirii 
satisfaction Ihe effect she was producing. ‘ That was why he 
destroyed the will in which he had left everything to Mr. Emon; 
I have no doubt the pief killed him. And one thing more I 
may tril you. Mr. EMon's illness was the result of a wound 
he leoeiv^ in some shameful quarrel; it is believed that he 
fought a duel’ 
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The gbrl sank bade upon her diair. She was white and 
breathed with difficulty. 

*Yoa will imdersti^ now, my dear,* Mrs. Waltham con* 
tinned, mcne in her ordinaiy voice, * why it so shocked me to 
hear that yon had been seen talkii^ with Mr. Eldon near the 
Manor. I feared it was an appointment. Tour explanation is 
all I wanted: it relieves me. The worst of it is, othw people 
will hear of it, and of course we can*t explain to everyone/ 
*Why should people hear?* Adela exclaimed, in a quiver¬ 
ing voice. It was not that she feared to have the story mown, 
but mingled feelings made her almost passionate. ‘ Mrs Mewling 
has no right to go about talking of me. It is very ill-bred, to 
say nothing of the unkindness.* 

* Ah, but it is what we have to be prepared for, Adela. That 
is the world, my child. You see how very careful one has to 
be. But never mind; it is most fortunate that the Eldons ore 
going. 1 am so sorry for poor Mrs. Eldon; who could have 
thought that her son would turz^iout so bacUy! And to tlunk 
tiiat he would have dared to come into my house! At least he 
had the decent not to show himself at church.* 

Adela sat silent. The warring of her heart made outward 
sounds indistinct. 

'After all,* pursued her mother, as if making a great con¬ 
cession, ' 1 fear it is only too true t^t those old families become 
degenerate. One does hear such shocking stories of the aris¬ 
tocracy. But get to bed, dear, and don't let this trouble you. 
What a very good thing that all that wealth didn’t go into 
such hands, isn't it? Mr. Mutimer will at aU events use it in 
a decent way; it won't be scattered in vulgar dissipation. 
•—Now kiss me, dear. I haven’t been scolding you, pet; it was 
only that I felt I had perhaps made a mistake in not telling you 
these things before, and I blamed myself rather than you.* 

Mrs. Waltham returned to her own room, and after a brief 
turning over of speculations and projects begotten of the new 
aspect of things, found her reward for conscientiousness in 
peaceful slumbw. But Adela was late in falling asleep. She, 
too, had many things to revolve, not worldly cmculations, but 
the troubled phantasies of a virgin mind which is experiencing 
its first shook against tiie barriers of fate. 
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CHAfTE» IX 

BicmBD Mutimbb had strong domestio affeotiona. The English 
artisan is not demonstratiye in snoh matters, and throughout 
his life Richard had probably exchanged no word of endeat' 
ment with any one of his km, whereas language of the tern* 
pestuous kind was common enough from him to one and all of 
them; for all that he clung closdy to the hearth, and nothing 
in troth concerned him so nearly as the well-being of his mother, 
his sister, and his brothw. For them he had rejoiced as much 
as for himself in the blessing of fortune. Now that ^e excite¬ 
ment of change had had time to subside, Richard found himself 
raalMiing the laot that capita] creates cares as well as removes 
tiiem, and just now the centre of his anxieties lay in the house 
at Highbury to which his family had removed from Wilton 
Square. 

He believed that as yet both the Princess and *Arry were 
ignorant of the true state of affairs. It had been represented 
to them that he had ' come in for * a handsome legacy from 
his relative in the Midlands, together with certain business 
responsibilities which would keep him much away from home; 
they were given to understand that the change in their own 
. position and prospects was entirely of their brother's making, 
if Alice Maud was allowed to give up her work, to wear more 
expensive gowns, < vvn to receive lessons on the pianoforte, she 
had to thi^ Dick for it. And when *Arry was told that his 
clerkship at the drain-pipe manufactory was about to terminate, 
that he might enter upon a career likely to be more fruitful of 
distinction, again it was Dick’s brotherly kindness. Mrs. Mutimer 
did her best to keep up this deceptioiL 

But Richard was well aware that the deception could not be 
lasting, and had the Princess abne been concerned he would 
probably never have commenced it. It was about his broker 
that he was really anxious. ’Any might hear the truth any 
day, and Richard gravely feared the result of such a discovery. 

he been destined to future statesmanship. He could not 
have gone through a more profitable course of experience and 
reasoning than that into which he was led by brotherly solici¬ 
tude. For ’Any represented a very large section of Demos, 
alike in his natural characteristics in the ciroumstanoee of 
his position; ’Any, being ’Any, was on tiie threshold of emanci¬ 
pation, and without the smallest likelihood that the event would 
change his nature. Hence the not to crack; Given ’Any, by 

95 



Demos 

what rapid piooesB of discipline can he be prepared for a state 
in which the 'Arrian characteristics will 801017 prove ruinoos 
not only to himself but to all with whom he has dealing? 

Richard saw reason to deeply r^et that the youth had been 
pot to clerking in the first instance, and not rather trained for 
some handicraft, clerkships being about the least hopefol of 
positions for a working-cl^ lad of small parts and pronounced 
blackguard tendencies. He came to the conclusion that even 
now it was not too late to remedy this error. ’Any must be 
taught what work meant, and, briore he came into possession 
of his means, he must, if possible, be led to devote his poor 
washy brains to some pursuit quite compatible with the stwd- 
ing of a capitalist, to acquire knowledge of a kind which he 
could afterwards use for the benefit of his own pocket. Deficient 
bodily vigour had had something to do with his elevation to 
the office of the drain-pipe factory, but that he appeared to have 
outgrown. Much pondering enabled Richard to hit at length 
on what he considered a hopeful scheme; he would apprentice 
’Arry to engineering, and send him in the evenings to follow 
the courses of lectures given to working men at the School of 
Mines. In this way the lad would be kept constantly occupied, 
he would learn the meaning of work and study, and when he 
became of age would be in a position to take up some capitalist 
enterprise. Thus he might float clear of the shoals of black¬ 
guardism and develop into a tolerable member of society, at 
all events using his wealth in the direct employment of labour. 

We have seen Richard engaged in aesthetic speculation; now 
we behold him busied in the training of a representative capitalut. 
But the world would be a terrible place if the men of inmvidual 
energy ^^re at all times consistent. Richard knew well enough 
that in planning thus for his brother’s future he was incon¬ 
sistency itself; but then the matter at issue concerned someone 
in whom he had a strong personal interest, and consequently 
he took counsel of facts. When it was only the world at large 
that he was bent on benefiting, too shrewd a sifting of arguments 
was not called for, and might seriously have intmered wilb bis 
oratorical effects. In r^ulating private interests one cares 
singularly little for anything but hard demonstration and the 
loric of cause and effecL 

It was now more than a month since ’Any had been removed 
from the drain-pipes and set going on his new course, and 
Richard was watching the experiment gravely. Connected with 
it was his exceptional stay at Wanl^ over the Sunday; he 
desimed to go up to liondon quite unexpectedly abmit tilie 
mid^e of the ensuing week, that he mi^t see how things 
worked in his absence. It is true there h^ been another in- 
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duoemoit to remain in the village^ for Riohard had tronbleB of 
his own in addition to those imposed upon him by his family. 
The Manor was now at his disposal; as soon as he bad fumishM 
it there was no longer a reason for delaying his marriage. In 
appearance, that is to say; inwardly there had been growing 
Ua some weeks reasons manifold. tormented him. For 

the first time in his life he had begun to sleep indiiferently; 
when he bad resolutely put from his mind thought of Alice and 
and seemed reaav for repos^ there crept out of less 
obvious lurking-places subtle temptations and suggestions which 
fevered his blood and only allured the more, the more th^ dis¬ 
quieted him. This Sunday night was the worst he had yet 
Imown. When he left the Walthams, he occupied himself for 
an hour or two in writing letters, resolutely subduing his thoughts 
to the subjects of his correspondence. Then he ate supper, and 
after that walked to the top of Stanbuiy Hill, hoping to tire 
himself. But he returned as little prepared for sleep os he had 
set out. Now he endeavoured to think of Emma Vine; by way 
of help, he sat down and began a letter to her. But composition 
had never been so difficult; he positively had nothing to say. 
StiU he must think of her. When he went up to town on Tuesday 
or Wednesday one of his first duties would be to appoint a 
day for bis marriage. And he felt that it would be a duty harder 
to perform than any he had ever known. She seemed to have 
drifted so far from him, or be from her. It was difficult even 
to see her face in imagination; another face always came instead, 
and indeed needed no summoning. 

He rose next mor>mg with a stem determination to many 
Emma Vine m less than a month from that data 

On Tuesday be went to London. A hansom put him down 
before the house in Highbury about six o’clock, it was a semi¬ 
detached villa, stuccoed, bow-windowed, of two storeys, standing 
pleasantly on a wide road skirted by similar dwellings, and with 
a row of acacias in front. He admitted himself with a latch-key 
and walked at once into the front room; it was vacant. He 
went to ^e dining-room and there found his mother at tea with 
Alice and ’Any. 

Mrs. Mutimer and her younger son were in appearance very 
much what they had been in their former state. Thh mother’s 
dress was of better material, but she was not otherwiBe out¬ 
wardly changed. ’Any was attired nearly as when we saw him 
in a festive condition on the evening of Easter Sunday; the 
el^ance then reserved for high days and holidays now distin- 
guuhed him every evening when the guise of the workshop was 
thrown off. He still wore a waistcoat of pronounced out, a 
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stnking collar, a necktie of remarkable hue. It was not neoeaaaty 
to approach Him dosely to be aware that his person was sprinkled 
witk perfumes. A recent acquisition was a heavjT'lookmg ring 
on tiike little finger of his r^t hand. Had jrou been of his 
intimates, 'Any would have esrplained to you the double ad¬ 
vantage of this ring; not only did it serve as an adornment, 
but, as playful demonstration might indicate, it would prove 
of ringular efficacy in pugilistic co^ict. ** 

At the sight of his ^der brother, 'Any hastily put his hands 
beneath the table, drew off the ornament, and consigned it 
furtively to his waistcoat pocket. 

But Alice Maud was b^ no means what she had been. In 
all that concerned his sister, Murimer was weak; he could 
quarrel with her, and abuse her roundly for firailties, but none 
^e less was it one of his keenest pleasures to see her contented, 
even in vroyB that went quite against his cmiBcienoe. He might 
rail against the vanity of dress, but if Alice needed a new gown, 
Bichm was the first to notioe it. The neat little silver watch 
she carried was a gift from himself of some years back; with 
difficulty he had resisted the temptation to replace it with a 
gold one now that it was in his power to do so. Tolerable taste 
and handiness with her needle had always kept Alice rather 
more ladyUke in appearance than the girls of her class are wont 
to be, but such comparative distinction no longer sufficed. 
After certain struggles with himself, Richard had told his mother 
that Alice must in future dress * as a lady ’ ; he authorised her 
to procure the services of a competmt dressmaker, and, within 
the bounds of moderation, to expend freely. And the result 
was on the whole satisfactory. A girl of good figure, pretty 
face, and moderate wit, who has spent some years in a City 
showroom, does not need much instruction m the art of wearing 
fashionable attire becomingly. Alice wore this evening a gown 
which would not have been out of place at five o’clock in a 
West-end drawing-room; the sleeves were rather short, suffi- 
cimriy so to exhibit a very shapely lower arm. She had dis- 
ooverra new ways of doing her hair; at present it was braided 
on either side of the forehead—a style which gave almost a 
thoughtful air to her face. When her brother entered she was 
eatii]^ a piece of sponge-cake, which she held to hw lips with 
peoul^ delicacy, as if rehearsing graces. 

*Why, there now!’ cried Mrs. Mutimer, pleased to see her 
son. **If 1 wasn’t saying not five minutes ago as Dick was 
likely to come some day in the weeki Wasn’t I, Alice? What’ll 
TOU have for your tea? There’s some chops all ready in the 
^ouse, if you’d cate for theoL* 

Biohard was not in a cheerful mood. He made no reply 
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immediately, bat went and stood before the fireplaoe, as he had 
been aooostomed to do in the old kitohm. 

* Wm you have a chop f * repeated his mother. 

‘No; 1 won’t eat just yet. But you can give me a oupuf 
tea.’ 


Hbn. Mutimer and Alice exchanged a glance, as the former 
bent over the teapot. Richard was regarding lus brother askance, 
and it resulted in a question, rather sharply put-» 

' Have you been to work to-day ? * 

*Arry would have lied had he dared; as it was, he made his 
plate revolve, and murmured, * No; he ’adn’k’ 

‘ Why not? ’ 

' 1 didn’t feel well,’ replied the youth, struggling for self- 
confidence and doing his bmt to put on an air of patient suffering. 

Richard tapped 1 ^ tea-cup and looked the look of one who 
reserves discussion for a more seasonable tima 
‘ Daniel called last night,’ remarked Mrs. Mutimer. * He 
says he wants to see you. I think it’s something particular;, 
he seemed diswpointed you weren’t at the meeting on Simday.' 

* Did he? ru see if I can get round to-night. If you l&e 
to have something cooked for me about eight o’clock, mother,* 
he added, consult^ his watch, * 1 shall be ready for it then.’ 
He turned to his brother again. 

‘Is there a class to-night? No? Veiy well, u^en they’ve 
cleared away, get your l^ks out and show me what you’ve 
been doing. What are you going to do with yourself, Alice? ’ 
The two addressed, as well as their mother, appeared to have 
some special causr for embarrassment. Instead of immediately 
replying, Alice played with crumbs and stole glances on either 
side. 


‘ Me and ’Arry ore going out,* she said at length, with a rathw 
timid smile and a poise of the head in pretty wilfulness. 

* Not ’Arry,’ Richard observed significant^. 

‘Why not?’ came from the younger Mutimer, with access 
of boldness. 

‘ If you’re not well enough to uo to work you certainly don’t 
go out at night for your pleasura’ 

‘ But it’s a particular occasion,’ explained Alices leaning back 
with crossed arms, evidently prepared to do battik. * A friend 
of ’Arty’s is going to oaQ and take us to the theatre.’ 

* Ob. inde^i And what friend is that? ’ 

Mrs. Mutimar, who had been talked over to compliance with 
a protect she felt Richard would not appove—she hM no lon^ 
the old authoriiy, and ^>ent her days in trying to piece on toe 
present life to the formw—found refuge in a haoit more suitable 
to toe kitchen than the dining-room; toe had collected all the 


99 



Demos 

teaspoons mtlm reach and was Touring hot-water upon them 
in the slop-basin, Ihe familiar preliminaiy to washing up. 

* A genUmnan as lives near here/ responded 'Any. *He 
writes for the newspapers. His name’s Keene.’ 

* Oh? And how came you to know him? ’ 

‘ Met him,* was the airy reply. 

* And you’ve brought him here ? ’ 

* Well, he’s been here once.’ 

*He said as he wanted to know you, Dick,’ put in Mrs. 
Mutimer. ‘ He was really a civU-spoken man, and he gave 
’Arty a lot of help with his books.’ 

* When was he here? ’ 

’ Last Friday.’ 

‘ And to-ni£^t he wants to take you to the theatre? * 

The question was addressed to Alice. 

* It won’t cost him anything,* she replied. * He says he can 
alwap get free passes.’ 

’ No aoubt. is he coming here to fetch you ? I shall be glad 
'to see him.’ 

Richard’s tone was ambiguous. He put down his cup, and 
said to Alice— 

* Come and let me hear how you get on with your playing.’ 

Alice followed into the drawing-room. For the furnishing of 

the new house Richard had not trusted to his own instincts, 
but had taken counsel with a firm that he knew from advertise¬ 
ments. The result was commonplace, but not intolerable. His 
front room was regarded as the i^incess’s peculiar domain; sh ** 
alone dared to use it freely—declined, indeed, to sit elsewhere. 
Her mother only came a few feet within the door now and then; 
if obliged by Alice to sit down, she did so on the edge of a chair 
as near to we door as possible. Most of her time hue. Mutimer 
still spent in the kitchen. She had resolutely refused to keep 
more than one servant^ and everything that servant ^d she 
herself performed over again, even to the making of beds. To 
all Alice’s objections she op^sed an obstinate ^enoe. What 
was the poor woman to do ? she had never in her life read more 
than an occasional paragraph of police news, and could not be 
expected to take up literature at her age. Though she no 
wmplaint, signs were not wanting that she had begun to suffer 
in health. She fretted throu^ the nights, and was never really 
at peace save when she anticipated the servant in rising early, 
and had an honest scrub at saucepans or firriions before break¬ 
fast Her main discomfort came of the feeling that she no bnger 
had a house of her own; nothing about her seemed to be her 
property urith the exception of her okl kitten clock, and one 
or two articles she could not have Ibme to part with. From 

100 


Demos 

being a rather talkatiTe woman she had become wty reticent; 
she went about nneasUy, with a look of suspicion or of fear. 
Her children she no longer vmitured to command; the secret 
of Iheir we^th weired upon her» she was in constant dread 
on tiieir behalf. It is a baa thing for one such as Mrs. Mutimcr 
to be thrown back upon herseu in novel circumstances, and 
practically debarred from the only relief which will avail her— 
free discussion witii her own kind. The result is a species of 
shook to the system, sure to manifest itself before long in one 
or other form of debUity. 

Alice seated herself at the piano, and began a fin^^er exercise, 
laboriously, imperfectly. For the first week or two It had given 
her vast satisfaction to be learning the piano; what more certain 
sign of having achieved ladyhocM? It pleased her to assume 
airs with her teacher—a very deferential lady—^to put off a 
lesson for a fit of languidness; to let it be understood how 
entirely time was at her command. Now she was growing 
rather weaiy of flats and sharps, and much preferred to read of 
persons to whom the same nomenclature was very applicable in 
the books she obtained from a circulating library. Her reading 
had hitherto been confined to the fiction of the penny papers; 
to procure her pleasure in three gaily-bound volumes was 
another evidence of rise in the social scale; it was like ordering 
vour wine by the dozen after being accustomed to a poor chance 
Dottle now and then. At present Alice spent the greater part 
of her day floating on the gentle milky stream of English romance. 
Her brother was mode a little uneasy by this taste; he had not 
studied the literature in question. 

At half-past six a loud knock at the front door announced 
the expectM visitor. Alice turned from the piano, and looked 
at her brother apprehensively. Richard rose, and established 
himself on the hearthrug, his hands behind him. 

*What are you going to say to him, Dick?* Alice asked 
hurriedly. 

* He says he wants to know me. 1 shall say, Here 1 am.’* ’ 

Th^e were voices outside, ’Any had opened the door himself, 
and now he ushered his acquaintance into the drawing-room. 
Mr. Keene proved to be a man of uncertain age—he might be 
eight-and-twentv, but was more probably ten yesM older. He 
was meagre, and of shrewd visage; he wore a biack frock coat— 
rather shiny at the back—and his collar was obviously of paper. 
Incipient baldness endowed him in appearance with a noble 
for^ead; he carried eye-glasses. 

Whilst ’Arty mumbled a form of introduction, the Journalist 
—so Mr. Keene described himself—stood in a bowing attitude, 
one hand to bis glasses, semning to inspect Richard wiw extreme 
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yetrespeotfulintereBt. When bespoke^ it was in a rather mindiig 
way, ndth interjected mormurB—^the involantaiy overflow, as 
it were, of his deep eatisfaction. 

* There are few persons in England whose acquaintance 1 
desire more than i^t of Hr. Richard Mutimer; indeed, 1 may 
leave ^e statement unqualified and say at once that there is no 
one. 1 have heard you speak in publi^ Mr. Mutimer. My pro* 
fession has necessary led me to hear most of our platform 
mtors, and in one respect you distance them all—in the quality 
flff sincerity. No speaker ever moved me as yon did. 1 had long 
been interested in your cause; I had long wished for time and 
opportunity to examine into it thorougmy. Your address—1 
speidr seriously—removed the necessity of further study. I am 
of your party, Mr. Mutimer. There is nothing I desire so much 
as to give and take the hand of brotherhood.* 

He ieiked his hand forward, still preserving his respectful 
attitude. Richard gave his own hand carelessfy, smiling as a 
man does who cannot but enjoy flattery yet has a strong desire 
to kick the flatterer out of the room. 

* Are you a member of the Union 7 ’ he inquired. 

* With pride I profess myself a member. I^me day—and that 
at no remote date—may have it in my powe^* to serve the 
cause materially* He smiled meaningly. *The press —jovl 
understand? * He spread bis fingers to represent wide dominion. 
* An ally to whom the columns of the hourgeoia press are open- 
yon peroeiTe 7 It is the task of my life.* 

* what papers do you write for? * adced Mutimer bluntly. 

* Several, several. Not as yet in a leading capacity. In fiust, 
1 am feeling my way. With ends such as 1 propose to m^sdf 
it won’t do to stand committed to any formal cr^ in politios. 
Politios, indeed I Ha, ha! * 

He laughed scomfully. Then, turning to Alice— 

* You forgive me, I am sure, Miss Mutimer, that I address 
myself first to your brother—I had almost said your illustrious 
brother. To be confessed illustrious some day, depend upon 
it. 1 trust you are well 7 * 

* Thanks, I’m veiy weU indeed,* murmured Alice, rather dis¬ 
concerted by such politeness. 

* And Mrs. Mutimer? That is well. By-the-by,* he proceeded 
to Richard, * 1 have a piece of work in hand that wm deroly 
interest von. 1 am translatmg tiie great treatise of Marx, “ Dua 
CSapitaL*^ It occurs to me that a chapter now and then might 
see the light in the ** Piety Cross.** How do you view that 
mmestion?* 

- '^uohard did not care to hide his suspicion, and even such an 
announcement as this failed to move hm to cordiality. 
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*• Yon might drop n line about it to Mr. Westlake.* he said. 

*MDr. Westlake? Oh! but 1 quite understood that you had 
praotioaUy the conduct of the paper.' 

Richard anun smiled. 

* Mr. Wesdake edits it.* he said. 

Mr. Kemie waved his hand in sign of friendly inteUigenoe. 
Then he changed the subject. 

‘ 1 ventured to put at Miss Mutimer’s disposal certain tickets 
I hold—professionally—for the Brent's Theatre to>night—the 
dress circle. I have five seats in an. May 1 have the pleasure 
of your compimy. Mr. MutimerT * 

^I'm only in town for a night,’ Richard replied; *and 1 
can’t very well spare the time.* 

*To be sure, to be sure; I was inconsiderate. Then Miss 
Mutimer and my friend Harry—* 

* I’m sorry th^’re not at liberty,* was Richard’s answer to 
the murmu^ interrogation. ' if they had accepted your 
invitation be so good as to excuse them. I happen to want 
them particularly this evening.* 

* In that case. 1 have of course not a word to say. save to 
express my deep regret at losing the pleasure of their company. 
But another time. I trust. I—1 fed presumptuous, but it is 
my earnest hope to be allowed to stand on the footing not only 
of a comrade m the cause, but of a neighbour; 1 live quite near. 
Forgive me if I seem a little precipitate. Ihe privilege is so 
inestimable.* 

Richard made no answer, and Mr. Keene forthwith took his 
leave, suave to the last. When he was gone. Richard went to 
the dining-room, where his mother was sitti^. Mrs. Mutimer 
would have given much to be allowed to sit in the kitchen; 
she had a room of her own upstairs, but there she f dt too remote 
from the centre of domestic operations, and the dining-room 
was a compromise. Her chair was always placed in a rather 
dudcy comer; she generally had sewing on her lap. but the 
consciousness that her needle was not really in demand, and 
that she might just as well have sat idle, troubled her habits 
of mind. She oftm had the face of one growing prematurely aged. 

* 1 hope 3 ron won’t let them bring anyone they like,’ Ric^rd 
said to her. *I*ve sent that felbw about his business; he’s 
here for no good. He mustn’t come again.* 

* They won’t heed me,* replied Mrs. Mutimer. using the tone 
of little interest wilh which she was accustomed to speak of 
details of the new order. 

'Well, then, they’ve get to heed you, and 1*11 have that 
understood.—Why oidn’t ’Any go to work to-day? * 

* Didn’t want to. I s*pose.’ 
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* Has he stayed at home often lately 7 * 

* Not at *ome, but 1 expect he doesn’t alvays go to woifc.* 

* Will you go and sit with Alice in the front room ? I’ll have 
a talk with hm.’ 

’Any came whistling at the summons. There was a nasty 
look on face, the look which in his character corresponded to 
Richard’s resoluteness. His brother eyed him. 

* Look here, ’Arry,’ the elder began, * I want this explaining. 
What do you mean by shirking your work 7 ’ 

There was no re^ly. ’Arry strode to the window and leaned 
against the side of it, in the attitude of a Sunday loafer waiting 
for the dram-shop to open. 

*lf this goes on,* Richard pursued, * you’ll find yourself in 
your old position again. I’ve gone to a good deal of trouble to 
give you a start, and it seems to me you ought to show a better 
spirit. We’d better have an understanding; do‘you mean to 
learn engineering, or don’t you 7 ’ 

' 1 don’t see the use of it,’ said the other. 

* What do you mean 7 I suppose you must make your living 
somehow 7 ’ 

’Ariy laughed, and in such a way that Richard looked at 
him keenly, his brow gathering darkness. 

' What are you laughing at 7 ’ 

* Why, at you. There’s no more need for me to work for a 
living than there is for you. As if I didn’t know that! ’ 

* Who’s been putting that into your head 7 ’ 

No scruple prevented the lad from breaking a promise he 
had made to Mr. Keene, the journalist, when the latter explained 
to him the deposition of the deceased Richard Mutimer’s estate; 
it was only that be preferred to get himself credit for acuteness. 

* Why, you don’t think 1 was to be kept in the dark about 
a 4hing like that 7 It’s just like you to want to make a fellow 
sweat the flesh off his bones when all the time there’s a fortune 
waiting for him. What have I got to work for, I’d like to know 7 
1 don’t just see the fun of it, and you wouldn’t neither, in my 
case. You’ve took jolly good care you don’t work yourself, trust 
you! 1 ain’t a-going to work no more, so there it is, plain and fiat.’ 

Richard was not prepared for this; he could not hit at once 
on a new course of procedure, and probably it was the un¬ 
certainty revealed in his countenance that brought ’Any to a 
pitch of boldness not altogether premeditated. The lad came 
from the window, thrust his hands more firmly into his pockets 
and stood prepaid to do battle for his freeman’s ri^ts. It is 
not every day that a youth of his stamp finds himself glorious^ 
^^vcaitable cl renouncing work. There was something like a gbw 
of Qonsoious virtue on his face. 

104 



Demos! 

* You*T 6 not going to wcndc any more, eh? * said his broker, 
half to himself. * imd who’s going to support you? * he aalmd, 
with rather forced indignation. 

* Th«re*s interest per cent, coming out of my money.’ 

’Arty must not m credited with conscious accuracy in his 
use of terms; he mwely jumbled together two words which had 
stuck in his memory. 

* Oh ? And what are you going to do with your time ? ’ 

* That’s my business. How do other men spend their time?' 

The reply was obvious, but Richard felt the full seriousness 

of the situation and restrained his scornful impulses. 

’ Sit down, will you ? ’ he said quietly, pointing to a chair. 

His tone availed more than anger would have done. 

* You tell me I take good care not to do any work myself? 
There you’re wrong. I’m working hard every day.' 

* Oh, we know what kind of work that is! ’ 

' No, I don’t think you do. Perhaps it would be as well if 
you were to see. 1 think you’d better go to Wanley with me.’ 

‘ What for? ’ 

* I dare say I can give you a job for awhile.* 

' I tell you I don’t want a job.’ 

Richard’s eye wandered rather vacantly. From the first it 
had been a question with him whether it would not be best to 
employ ’Arry at Wanley, but on the whole the scheme adopted 
seemed more fruitful. Had the works been fully establish^ it 
would have been a different thing. Even now he could keep 
' the lad at work at Wanley, though not exactly in the way he 
desired. But if it came to a choice between a life of idleness in 
London and such employment as could be found for him at the 
works, ’Any must clearly leave town at once. In a few da 3 rs 
the hlanor would be furnished; m a few weeks Emma would 
be there to keep house. 

There was the difficulty of leaving his mother and sister 
alone. It looked as if all would have to quit London. Yet there 
would be awkwardness in housing the whole family at the 
Manor; and brides- 

What the ' besides ’ implied Richard did not make formal 
even in his own thoughts. It stood for a vague objection to 
having all his relatives dweUing at Wanley. A4|^ he would 
not mind; it was not in^ossibm to picture Alice in conversa¬ 
tion with Mrs. and Miss Waltham; indeed, he desired that for 
her. And yet— 

Richard was at an awkward pass. Whitiiersoever he looked 
he saw stumbling-blocks, the more disagreeable in that they 
rather loomed in a sort of mist than declared themselves for 
what th^ were. He had not the courage to approach and 
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examine them one by one; he had not the audacity to imagine 
leaps over them; yet somehow they had to be surmounted. 
At this moment^ whilst ’Any was waiting for the rejoinder to 
his last reply, Richard found himself wrestling again with the 
troubles which had kept him wakeful for the last two nights. 
He had believed them finally thrown and got rid of. Behold, 
th^ were more stubborn than ever. 

He kept silence so long that his brother spoke. 

* What sort of a job is it? ’ 

To his surprise, Richard displayed sudden anger. 

* If you weren’t such a young fool you’d see what’s best for 
you, and go on as 1 meant you to 1 What do you mean by saying 
you won’t work 7 If you weren’t such a thickhead you might 
go to school and be taught how to behave yourself, and how a 
man ought to live; but it’s no use sending you to any such place. 
Can’t you understood that a man with money has to find some 
sort of position in the world ? I suppose you’d like to spend the 
rest of your life in public-houses and music-halls? ’ 

Richard was weU aware that to give way to his temper was 
worse than useless, and could only defeat eveiy end; but some¬ 
thing within him just now gnawed so intolerably that there 
was nothing for it but an outbreak. The difficulties of life were 
hedging him in—difficulties he could not have conceived till 
tliey became matter of practical experience. And unfortunately 
a great many of them were not of an honest kind; they would 
not bear exposing. For a man of decision, Mutimer was getting 
strangely remote from practical roads. 

‘ I shall live as I Ime,’ observed *Arry, thrusting out his 
legs and bonding his body forward, a combination of move¬ 
ments which, 1 know not why, especially suggests dissoluteness. 

Richard gave up the contrat for the present, and went in 
silence from the room. As he joined his mother and sister th^ 
suddenly ceased talking. 

‘ Don’t cook anything for me,* he said, remaining near the 
door, * I’m going out.’ 

* But you must have something to eat,’ protested his mothw. 

' See *—we rose hastily—* I’ll get a chop done at once.’ 

* 1 couldn’t eat it if you did. I ds^ say you’ve got some 
cold meat. Leave it out for me; I don’t know what time 1 
shall get back.’ 

* You’re very unkind, Dick,’ here remarked Alice, who wore 
a mutinous look. * Why couldn’t you let us go to the theatre? ’ 

Her brother vouohs^ed no reply, but wiihdrew from the 
room, and idmost immediately leR the house. He walked half 
a mile with his eyes turned to the ground, then noticed a hansom 
wyoh was passing empty, and had himself drivmi to Hoxtem. 
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He alighted neoar the Britaimia Theatre^ and thmoe naaahi hie 
way bv foul atreets to a publio-houae called the *Warwioh 
Castle.* Only two customers occupied the bar; the landlord stood 
in his ahirt-ueeves, with arms crossed, musing. At the sight of 
Mutimer he brightened up, and extended his hand. 

* How d*you do; how d’you do, sir? * he exclaimed. ' Glad 
to see you.* 

The shake of the hands was a tribute to old times, the * sir * 
was a recognition of changed oiroumstanoes. &&. Nicholas 
Dabbs, the brotiier of Danid, was not a man to lose anything 
by failure to acknowledge social distinctions. A short time 
ago Daniel had expostulated with his brother on the use of * sir * 
to Mutimer, eliciting the profound reply, * D*you think be*d 
have *ad that glass of whisky if I*d callea him Di^ T * 

* Dan home yet! * Mutimer inquired. 

* Not been in five minutes. Come round, sir, will you! 1 
know he wants to see you.* 

A portion of the counter was raised, and Richard passed 
into a parlour behind the bar. 

* 1*11 call him,* said the landlord. 

Daniel appeared immediately. 

* I want a bit of private talic,* he said to his brother. * We'Q 
have this door shut, if you don’t mind.* 

* You may as well bring us a drop of something first, Nick,* 
put in Richard. * Give the order, Dan.* 

* Wouldn’t have *ad it but for the ** sir,’* * chuckled Nicholas 
to himself. * Never used to when he come here, unless I stood it.* 

Daniel drew a chair to the table and stirred his tumbler 
thoughtfully, his nose over the steam. 

* We’re going to have trouble with ’Arty,* said Richard, who 
had seated himself on a sofa in a dispirit^ way. * Of course 
someone’s been telling him, and now the young fool says he*a 
going to throw up work. 1 suppose I shall have to take him 
down yonder with me.* 

* Betttf do so,* assented Daniel, without much attention to 
the matter. 


* What is it you want to talk about, Dsn ! * 

Mr. Dabbs had a few minutes ago performed the customary 
evening cleansing of his hands and face, but it ha4 seemed un> 
necessary to bn^ his hair, which consequently stood upright 
upon his fortiiead, a wiry rampart, just as it had been thrust 
by the vigorously*applied tow^ This, combined with an un¬ 
wonted lu^briousness of vi^e, made Daniers aspect some¬ 
what commiJ. He kept stirring very delibemtely with hU 
suw-orusher. 

* Why, it*s this, Dkk,* he bqgan at length. * And understand. 
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to b^n with, that I've got no oomplaint to make of nobody; 
it’e only fkinga as are awk'ajrd. It's this way, my bpy. When you 
fust of all come and told me about what I may call the great 
transformation scene, you said, “ Now it ain't a-goin* to make 
no difference, Dan," you said. Now wait till I’ve finished; 1 
ain't complainin’ of nobody. Well, and I tried to 'ope as it 
wouldn’t make no difference, though I 'ad my doubts. “ Come 
an' see ns all just as usu'l,” yon saS. Well, I tried to do so, and 
three or four weeks I come reg’Iar, lookin' in of a Sunday night 
But somehow it wouldn’t work; something 'ad got out of gear. 
So I stopped it off. Then comes ’An^ a-askin' why I made 
myself scarce, sa 3 nn' as th’ old lady and the Princess missed me. 
So 1 looked in again; but it was wuss than before, I saw I'd done 
better to stay away. So I've done ever since. Y* understand 
me, Didc ? ’ 

Richard was not entirely at his ease in listening. He tried 
to smile, but failed to smile naturally. 

* I don't see what you found wrong,’ he returned, aoruptly. 

* Why, I’m a-tellin’ you, my boy, I didn’t find nothing wrong 
except in myself, as you may say. What’s the good o’ beatin* 
about the bush ? It’s just this ’ere, Dick, my lad. When 1 come 
to the Square, you know ve^ well who it was as 1 come to see. 
Well, it stands to reason as 1 can’t go to the new ’ouse with the 
same thoughts as 1 did to the old. Mind, 1 can’t say as she’d 
ever a’ listened to me; it's more than likely she wouldn't But 
now that’s all over, and the sooner I forget ^1 about it the better 
for me. And th' only way to forget is to keep myself to myself,*— 
see, Dick?' 

Ihe listener drummed with his fingers on the table, still 
endeavouring to smile. 

*l've thought about all this, Dan,’ he said at length, with 
an air of extreme frankness. ' In fact, I meant to have a talk 
with you. Of course I can't speak for my sister, and I don't 
know that I can even speak to her about it, but one thing I 
can sav, and that is that she’ll never be encouraged by me to 
think herself better than her old firiends.' He gave a laugh, 

* Why, that ’ud be a good joke for a man in my position! What 
am I working for, if not to do away with distinctions between 
capital and labour ? You'll never have my advice to keep away, 
and that you know. Why, who am I going to many myself? 
Do you suppose I shall ciy off with Emma Vine just because I've 
got more mon^ than I used to have?' 

Daniel’s eye was upon him as he said these words, an eye 
at once r^ective and scrutinising. Richard fdt it, and lai^jh^ 
yet more scomfidly. 

* I think we know you better than that,* responded Dabba, 
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* Bat it ain’t quite the same thing, you see. There’s mapy a 
man high up has married a poor girl. I don't know how it iss 
perhaps because womm is sorter than men, and takes the polish 
easier. And then we know reiy well how it looks when a man 
as has no money goes after a girl as has a lotb Ko, no; it won’t 
do, Didc.' 

It was said with the voice of a man who mnphasises a negative 
in the hope of eliciting a stronger argument on the other side. 
But Richard allowed the negative finality in fact, if not in 
appearance. 

^Well. it's for your own decidio^, Dan. AU I have to say 
is lhat you don't stav away with my approval. Understand that.' 

He left Daniel idly stirring the dregs of his liquor, and wmt 
off to pay anothw visit. This was to the familiar house in Wilton 
Square. There was a notice in the window that dress-making and 
nullinery were carried on within. 

Mrs. Clay (Emma's sister Kate) opened to him. She was 
better dressed than in former days, but still untidy. Emma 
was out making purchases, but could not be many minutes. 
In the kitchen the third sister, Jane, was busy with her needle; 
at Richard’s entrance she rose from her chair with evident 
feebleness: her illness of the spring had lasted long, and its 
effects were grave. The poor girl—she closely resembled Emma 
in gentleness of face, but the lines of her countenance were 
weiwLOT—now suffered from pronounced heart disease, and 
the complicated maladies whicn rheumatic fever so frequently 
leaves behind it in women. She brightened at sight of the visitor, 
and her eyes continued to rest on his face with quiet satisfaction. 

One of Kate’s children was playing on the floor. The mother 
caught it up irritably, and began lamenting the necessity of 
wasmng its dirty little hands and face before packing it off to 
bed. In a minute or two she went up stairs to discharge these 
duties. Betwera her and Richard tiiere was never much exchange 
of words. 

*How are von feeling, Jane?’ Mutimer inquired, taking a 
seat opposite her. 

’ Better—oh, very much better 1 The cough hasn’t been not 
near so troublesome these last nights.' 

’ Mind you don’t do too much work. You oagh| to have put 
your sewing aside by now.’ 

‘ Oh, this is only a bit of my own. I’m sorry to say there isn’t 
very much of the other kind to do yet.' 

* Comes in slowly, does it? ’ Richard asked, without appear¬ 
ance of much intei^t. 

* It’ll be better soon, I dare say. People want tune* you see^ 
to get to know of us.* 
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Richard’s eyes wandored. 

* Have yoa finished die port wine yet? * he asked* as if to 
fill a gap. 

'what an ideal Why* there’s four whole bottles lef<^ and 
one as Tve only had three glasses out of.’ 

' Emma was dreadfully disappointed when you didn’t come 
aa usual*’ she said presently. 

Richard nodded. 

* Have vou got into your house? ’ she asked timidly. 

'It isnH quite ready yet; but I’ve been seeing about the 
furnishing.’ 

Jane <heamed upon the word. It was her habit to escape 
from die suffering weakness of her own life to joy in die lot 
which awaited her sister. 

* And Emma will have a room all to herself 7 * 

Jane had read of ladies* l^udoirs; it was hw triumph to 
have won a promise from Richard that Emma should have such 
a chamber. 

'How is it going to be furnished? Do tell me.’ 

Richard’s imaf^ation was not active in the spheres of up> 
holstery. 

‘W4 I can’t yet say*’ he replied* as if with an effort to 
rouse himself. ' How would you like it to be ? ’ 

Jane had ever before her mind a vague vision of bright-hued 
drapery* of glistening tables and chairs* of nobly patterned 
carpet, setting which her heart deemed fit for that priceless 
jewel* her dear sister. But to describe it all in words was a 
task beyond her. And the return of Emma herself saved her 
from the necessity of trying. 

Hearing her enter the house* Richard went up to meet Emma* 
and they sat together in the sitting-room. This room was just 
as it had been in Mrs. Mutimer’s day* save for a few ornaments 
from the mantelpiece, which the old lady could not be induced 
to leave behind her. Here customers were to be received—^when 
th^ came; a room upstairs was set apart for work. 

Emma wore a slightly anxious look; it showed evmi throu^ 
her happiness. None the less* the very perceptible change 
which Ihe last few monfhs had wrought in her was in the direction 
of cheerful activity; her motives were quicker* her speech had 
less of self-distrust, she laughed more freely* disdayed more*of 
youthful spontaneity in her whole bearing. The joy whidt 
possessed her at Richard’s coming was never touched with dis- 
at^intoumt at his sober modes of exhibiting affection. The root 
or Emma’s character was steadfast faith. She did not allow 
herself to judge of Richard by the impulses of her own heart; 
those^ she argued* were womanly; a man must be more indepen- 
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dent in his strength. Of what a man ought to be she had batons 
criterion, Riohara*8 seif. Her judgment on ihis i^int had been 
formed five or six yean ago; she felt that nothing now could 
ever shake it. All of express^ love that he was pleased to give 
her she stored in the shrine of her memory; many a light word 
forgotten bv the speaker os soon as it was uttered Uv^ still as 
a part of the girl’s hourly life, but his reticences she accepted 
with no less devout humility. What need of repetitions T He had 
spoken to her the decisive word, and it was a column established 
for ever, a monument of that over which time had no power. 
Women are too apt to make their fondness a source of infinite 
fears; in Emma growth of love meant growth of confidence. 

* Does all go well at the works? * was her first question. For 
she had made his interests her own, and was following in ardent 
ima^ation the undertaking which stamped her husband with 
nobuity. 

Richard talked on the subject for some moments; it was 
easier to do so than to come at once to the words he had in mind. 
But he worked round by d^ees, fighting the way hard. 

* The house is empty at ^t.* 

* Is it? And you have gone to live there? * 

* Not yet. I must get some furniture in first.’ 

Emma kept silence; the shadows of a smile journeyed trem¬ 
bling from her eyes to her lips. 

The question voiced itself from Richard: 

* When will you be ready to go thither? ’ 

* I’m afraid—I don’t tmnk I must leave them just yet—for 
a little longer.’ 

He did not looa at her. Emma was reading his face; the 
characters had become all at once a little puzzling; her own 
fault, of course, but the significance she sought was not readily, 
discoverable. 

* Can’t they manage without you ? ’ he asked. He believed 
his tone to express annoyance: in fact, it scarcely did so. 

' I think it won’t be very long before they can,* Emma replied; 

’ we have some plain sewing to do for Mrs. Robinson at tiie 
** Queen’s Head,’^ and she’s promised to recommend us. I’ve 
just called there, and she really seems anxious to help. If Jane 
was stronger I shouldn’t mind so much, but she mustn’t work 
hard just yet, and Kate has a great deal to do with the children. 
Besides, Kate can’t get out of the slop sewing, and of course 
that won’t do for this kind of work. Sbe’U get the stitch very 
soon.’ 

Richard seemed to be musing. 

* Ton see ’—she moved nearer to his ride,—it’s only just 
the beginning. Fm so afraid that they wouldn’t be able to 
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look about for work if I left them now. Jane hain't the strength 
to go and see people; and Kata—well, you know, Richard, she 
oan^t quite suit herself to people’s fancies. I’m sure 1 can do 
so much in a few weeks; just that’ll make all the difierenoe. 
The beginning’s eveiything, isn’t it? * 

Richard’s eye travelled over her face. He was not without 
understanding of the nobleness which housed in that plain-clad, 
simple-featured woman there before him. It had shot a ray to ■ 
tee secret places of his heart before now; it breateed a passing 
summer along his veins at this present. 

* What ne^ is there to bother ? ’ he said, of puroose fixing 
his eye steadily on hers. * Work ’ll come in time, I dare say. 
Let them look after their house.’ 

Perhaps Emma detected something not wholly sincere in this 
suggestion. She let her eyes fall, th<»i raised them more quickly. 

^Oh, but it’s far better. Richard; and we really have made 
a beginning. Jane, I’m sure, wouldn’t hear of giving it up. 
It’s wondenul what spirits she has. And she’d be miserable if 
she wasn’t trying to work—I know so well how it would be. 
Just a few weeks longer. She really does get much better, and 
she says it’s all “ the business.” It gives her something to occupy 
her mind.’ 

* Well, it’s just as you like,’ said Richard, rather absently. 

* But you do think it best, don’t you, dear? ’ she urged. 
*lt’s go^ to finish things you begin, isn’t it? 1 should feel 
rather dissatisfied with n^self if I gave it up, and just when 
eveiything’s promising. I believe it’s what you really would 
wish me to do.’ 

* All right. rU get the house furnished. But I can’t give you 
much longer.’ 

He continued to talk in a mechanical way for a quarter of 
an hour, principally of the works; then said that he had pro¬ 
mised to ne home for supper, and took a rather hasty leave. 
He called good-night to the sisters from the top of the kitchen 
stairs. 

Jane’s face was full of joyous questioning as soon as her 
sister reappeared, but Emma disclosed nothing till th^ two 
alone in the bed-room. To Emma it was the simplest 
teing in the world to put a duty before pleasure; she had no 
hesitation in telling her sister how matt^ stood And the 
other accepted it as pure lova 

* I’m sure it’ll only be a week or two before we can manage for 
ourselves,’ Jane said. * Of course, people are far readier to give 
you wcnrk than th^ would be to me or Kate. But it’ll be all 
right when we’re once started.’ 

* I shall be veiy soiiy to leave you, dear,’ murmured Emma. 

II 2 



Demos 

* You*]] have to be sore and let me know if you're not feelii^ 
wdl, and I shall come at once.* 

* As if you could do that! * laughed the other. * Besides, it'll 

be quite enoufd^ lo know you're happy.’ 

* 1 do hope Kate won’t be tzying.* 

' Oh, I'm sure she won't. Wl^, it's quite a long time sinoe 
she had one of her worst toms. It was only the hard work and 
(be trouble as worried her. And now that's all over. It's you we 
have to thank for it all, Em.* 

' You'll have to come and be with me sometimes, Jane. I 
know there’ll always be something missing as long as you're 
out of my sight. And you must see to it yourself that the sheets 
is always aked; Kate's often so careless about that. You will 
promise me now, won't you ? I shall be dreadfully anxious every 
washing day, 1 shall indeed. You know that the least thing'U 
give you a chill* 

* Yes, ril be careful' said the other, half sadly. She was lying 
in her bed, and Emma sat on a chair by the side. * But yon know 
it’s not much use, love. 1 don't suppose as 1 shall live so very 
long. But I don't care, as soon as 1 know you’re happy.* 

* Jane, I should never know happiness if I hadn't my litUe 
sister to come and talk to. Don't think like that, don’t for my 
sake, Janey dear 1 ’ 

Tliey laid their cheeks together upon the pillows. 

* He’ll be a good husband’ Jane whisper^. * You know that, 
don't you, Emmy ?' 

‘ No better in all this world! Why do you ask so ? ’ 

*No—no—1 didn't mean anything. He said you mustn't 
wait much longer, didn’t he?' 

‘Yes, he did. But he’d rather see me doing what's right. 
I often feel myself such a poor thing by him. I must try and 
show him that I do my best to follow his example. I’m ashamed 
almost, sometimes, to think I shall be his wife. It ought to be 
some one better than me.' 

‘ Where would he find any one better, I’d like to know ? Let 
him come and ask me about that! There’s no man good enough 
for you, sist^ Emmy.' 

s 

Richard was talking with his sister Alice; the others had 
gone to bed, and the house was quiet. 

* 1 wasn’t at all pleased to see that man here to-night^' he 
said. ‘ You shouldn’t have been so readv to say yea when he 
asked you to go to the theatre. It was like his impudence! ’ 

* Why, what ever's the harm, Dick ? Besides, we must have 
some friends, and—really he looks a gentleman.' 

‘Pll tell you a secret,' returned her brother, with a half- 
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smiley half-sneer. ' You don’t know a gentleman yet, and you’ll 
have to be v&y careful till you do.’ 

* How un I to learoy then T ’ 

’ Just wait You’ve got enough to do with your music and your 
reading, l^e enough for getting acquaint^ witli g^tlemen.* 

’ Aren’t you going to let anybody come and see us, then? ’ 

* You have the old frirads/ repued Richard* raising his chin. 

* You’re thinking of Mr. Dabbs* I suppose. What did he want 
to see you for* Dick ? ’ 

Alice looked at him from the comer of her eye. 

' 1 think I’ll tell you. He says he doesn’t intend to come here 
again. You’ve made him feel uncomfortable.* 

The girl laughed. 

‘ 1 can’t help how he feels, can 17 At all events, Mr. Dabbs 
isn’t a gentleman* is he, now ? ’ 

‘ He’s an honest man, and that’s saying a good deal, let me 
tdl you. I rather thought you liked him.’ 

’Liked him? Oh, in a way* of course. But things are different.* 

* How different? * 

Alice looked up, put her head on one side* smiled her prettiest* 
and asked— 

’ Is it true, what ’ Arry says—about the money ? ’ 

He had wanted to get at this, and was* on the whole, not 
Sony to hear it. Richard was studying the derivation of virtue 
from necessity. 

* What if it is? ’ he asked. 

* Well, it makes things more different even than I thought, 
that’s all.’ 

She sprang to her feet and danced across the room, one hand 
bent over her head. It was not an ungraceful picture. Her 
brother smiled. 

* Alice* you’d better be guided by me. I know a little of the 
world* and I can help you where you’d make mistakes. Just 
keep to yourself for a little, my girl, and get on with your piano 
and your books. You can’t do better* bdieve ma Never mind 
whemer you’ve any one to see you or not; there’s time enough. 
And I’ll tell you another secret. Before you can tell a gentleman 
when you see him, you’ll have to teach yourself to be a )ady. 
Perhaps that isn’t quite so easy as you think.’ 

* How am I to learn thm? ’ 


’ We’ll find a way before long. Get on with your playing 
and reading.’ 

Presently, as they were about to leave the room* the Princess 
incmired: 

* Dick* how soon are yon going to be married ? * 

' I can't tell you*’ was'the answer. * Emma wants to put it off.' 
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GHAFTEB X 

Thi deolarataon of indepradenoe so nobly delivared by his 
brotilier *Arry neoessitated Biohaid's stay in town oyer the foUow- 
ing day. The matter was laid before a family council, held after 
breakfast in the dining-roonL Richard opened the discussion 
with some ydiemenoe, and appealed to ms mother and Alice 
for support. Alice responded heartily; Mrs. Mutimer was slower 
in coming to utterance, but at length expressed herself in no 
doubtful terms. 

* If he don’t go to his work,* she said sternly, * it*s either him 
or me’ll have to leave this house. If he wants to disgrace us 
all and ruin himself, he shan’t do it under m^ eyes.’ 

Was there ever a harder case? A high-spurit^ British youth 
asserts his intention of living a life of elegant l^ure, and is forth¬ 
with scouted as a disgrace to the family. ’Arry sat u^er the gross 
injustice with an air of doggish defiance. 

* I thought you said I was to go to Wanley ? ’ he exclaimed 
at length, angrily, glaring at his brother. 

Richard avoided the look. 

* You’ll have to learn to behave yourself first,’ he replied. 
* If you can’t be trusted to do your duty here, you’re no good to 
me at Wanlev.’ 

’Any would give neither yes nor no. The council broke up 
after formulating an ultimatum. 

In the afternoon Richard had another private talk with the 
lad. This time he addressed himself solely to ’Arry’s self-interest, 
explained to him the opportunities he would lose if he neglected 
to make himself a practical man. What if there was money 
waiting for him ? The use of money was to breed money, and now¬ 
adays no man was rich who didn’t constantly increase his capital. 
As a great ironmaster, he would hold a position impossible far 
him to attain in any other way; he would employ hundreds, 
perhaps thousands, of men; society would recognise him. What 
could he expect to be if he did nothing but loaf about the streets? 

This was going the right way to work. Richard found that 
he was making an impression, and graduslly fell into a kinder 
tone, so that in the end he brought ’Arry to moderately cheerful 

let men like that Keene make a fool of you,’ the 
monitor concluded. * Oan’t you see that fellows like him’ll hang 
on and nuke their profit out of you if you know no better than 
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to let tbemt You jnst keep to yourself, and feok after your 
own future.’ 

A BuggeBtion that cunning was required of him flattered tiie 
^ouUi to some purpose. He had b^nn to r^ect that after all 
it night be more profitable to combine work and pleasure. He 
agreed to pursue the course planned for him. 

So Richard returned to Wanley, carrying with him a small 
satisfaction and many great anxieties. Nor did he visit London 
again until four weeks had gone by; it was understood that the 
pressure of responsibilities grew dally more severe. New Wanley, 
as the industrial settlement in the vall^ was to be named, was 
diaping itself in accordance with the ideas of the committee with 
which Mutimer took counsel, and the undertaking was no small 
one. 

In spite of Emma’s cheerful anticipations, ‘ the business * 
meanwhile made little progress. A graver trouble was the 
state of Jane’s health; the sufferer seemed wasting away. 
Emma devoted herself to her sister. Between her and Mutimer 
there was no further mention of marriage. In Emma’s min d a 
new term had fixed itself—«that of her sister’s recovery; but 
there were dark moments when dread came to her that not 
Jane’s recovery, but something else, would set her free. In the 
early autumn Richard i)ersuaded h^ to take the invalid to the 
sea-side, and to remain with her there for three weeks. Mis. 
day during that time lived alone, and was very content to 
receive her future brother-in-law’s subsidy, without troubling 
about the work which would not come in. 

Autumn had alwa 3 rs been a peaceful and bounteous season 
at Wanley; then the fruit-trees bent beneath their goldmi 
charge, and the air seemed rich with sweet odours. But the 
autumn of this year was unlike anv that had visited the valley 
hitherto. Blight had fallen upon all produce; the crop of apples 
and plums was bare beyond precedent. The west wind breat^g 
up between the hiU-sides only brought smoke from newly-built 
chimneys; the face of the fields was already losing its purity, 
and taking on a dun hue. Where a large orchard h^ flourish^ 
were two streets of small houses, glaring with new brick and slate. 
The works were extending by degrees, and a little apart rose the 
walls of a large building which would contain library, reading- 
rooms, and lecture-hall, for the use of the industrial community. 
New Wanley was in a fair way to claim for itself a place on the 
myp. 

The Manor was long since furnished, and Richard entertained 
visitems. He had provided himself with a housekeeper, as well 
as the three or four necessaxy servants, and kept a saddle-horse 
as well as that which drew his trap to and no when he had 
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oooaaiozi to go to Agvorth stalaon. Bis establishmeat was stiU 
a modest one; all things considered, it could not be de^ed 
inoonsistent with his piofessionB. Of course, stories to the 
contra)^ got about; among his old comrades in London, tixorough- 
going wcialists like Messrs. Cowes and OuUen, who perhS^ 
thoi^t themselves a little neglected by the great light of the 
Union, there passed oooasionally nods and w^s, which were 
meant to imply much. There were rumours of banqueting which 
went on at Wanley; the Manor was spoken of by some who had 
not seen it as little lees than a palace—nay, it was declared by 
one or two of the shrewder tongued that a manservant in livery 
opened the door, a monstrous thing if true. Worse than this was 
the talk which l^gan to spread amon^ the Hoxton and Islinfl^n 
Unionists of a certain young woman m a poor position to whom 
Mutimer had in former days engaged himself, and whom be did 
not now find it convenient to marry. A few staunch friends 
Richard hod, who made it their business stoutly to contradict 
the calumnies which came within their hearing, Danid Dabbs 
the first of them. But even Daniel found himself before long 
preferring silence to speech on the subject of Emma Vine. He 
grew uncomfortable aTOut it, and did not know what to think. 

The first of Richard's visitors at the Manor were Mr. and 
Mrs. Westlake. They came down from London one day, and 
stayed over till the next. Other prominent members of the 
Union followed, and before the end of the autumn Richard 
entertained some dozen of the rank and file, all together,, pajring 
their railway fares and housing them from Saturday to Blozmay. 
Thrae men, be fl noted in passing, distinguished themselves 
from that day onwards by unsparing detraction whenever the 
name of Mutimer came up in private talk, though, of course, 
th^ were the loudest in applause when platform reference to 
their leader demanded it. i^ides the expressly invited, there 
was naturally no lack of visitors who presented themselves 
voluntarily. Among the earliest of these was Mr. Keene, the 
journalist. He sent in his name one Sunday morning request* 
ing an interview on a matter of business, and cm being admitted, 
produced a copy of the ‘ Belwick Ghronicle,* which contained a 
highly eulogistic semi'bio^aphic notice of Mutimer. 

^ 1 feel 1 ought to apologise to you for this liberly,' said Keene, 
in his fiowing way, * and that is why I have brought the paper 
myself. You will observe that it is one of a series—^notable men 
of the day. 1 supply the “ Chronicle ” with a London letter, and 
give them one of these little sketches fortnightly. I knew your 
modesty would stand in the way if I consulted you in advance, 
so I can only beg pardon •post ddixium^ as we say.' 

There stood the heading in bold type, * Mbk ov thb Day,' 
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and beneath it ' XL Ifr. Biohaid Mntimer.’ Mr. Keene had 
Kkeinae iMrought in hie pocket tiie placard oi the newspam, 
whereon Richard saw his name prominently displayed. Tbe 
jonmalist staved for hmoheon. 

*AUred Waltham was frequently at the Manor. Mutimer 
now seldom went up to town for Sunday; if necessity took him 
thither, he chose some week-day. On Sunday he always spent 
a longer or shorter time with the Walthams. frequently havii^ 
dinner at their house. He hesitated at first to invite the ladies 
to the Manor; in his uncertainty on social usages he feared 
lest there mi^t be impropriety in a bachelor nving such an 
invitation. He appealed to Alne^ who naturaliv laughed the 
scruple to scorn, and accordingly 1^. and Miss Wcdtham were 
begt^ to honour Mr. Mutimer with their company. Mrs. 
Waltham reflected a little, but accepted. Adela woim much 
rather have remained at home, but she had no choice. 

By the end of September this invitation had been repeated, 
and the Walthams had lunched a second time at the Manor, no 
other guests being present. On the afternoon of the following 
day IMfrs. Waltham and her daughter were talking together in 
their sitting-room, and the former led the conversation, as of 
late she almost invariably did when alone with hw daughtw, to 
their revolutionary friend. 

* 1 can’t help winking, Adela, that in all essentials 1 never 
knew a more gentlemanly man than Mr. Mutimer. There must 
be something superior in Ms family; no doubt we were altogether 
mistaken in spewing of him as a mechanic.* 

* But he has told us Mmsell that he was a mechanic,* replied 
Adela, in the impatient way in which she was wont to speak 
on this subject. 

* Oh, that is his modesty. And not only modesty; his views 
lead hhn to pride Mmself on a poor origin. He was an engineer, 
and we know that engineers are in reality professional mw. 
Remember old Mr. Mutimer; he was a p^eot gentleman. I 
have no doubt the family is really a very good one. Indeed, I am 
aU but sure that 1 remember the name in Hampshire; there was 
a Sir something Mutimer—Fm convinced of it. No one realty 
belonging to the working class ever bore himself as Mr. Mutimer 
does. Haven*t you notim the shape of his hands, my dear? * 

* Fve only noticed that they are very large, and just what 
yon would expect in a man who had done much rough work.* 

Mrs. Waltham laughed noisily. 

* My dear child, how can you be so perverse? The shape of 
the fingers is perfect. Do pray notice them next time.* 

* I really cannot promise^ mother, to give special attention 
to Mr. Mutimer’s hands.* 
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'Htn. Waltham glanoed at the girl, who had laid down a book 
flhe was trying to read, and, with lowered eyes, seemed to be 
oolleoting hersw for further utterance. 

* Why are you so prejudioed, AdelaT * 

* I am not pi^udioed at all. 1 have no interest of any kind 
in Mr. Mutimer.* 

Hie words were spoken hurriedly and with a ring almost of 
hostility. At the same time the girFs cheeks flushed She felt 
herself hard beset. A network was being woven about her by 
hands she could not deem other than loving; it was time to 
exert herself that the meshes might not be completed, and the 
necessity cost her a feeling of shame. 

* But your brother’s friend, my dear. Surely you ought not 
to say that you have no interest in him at all’ 

^ 1 do say it, mother, and 1 wish to say it so plainly that 
you cannot af^ this mistake me. Alfred’s friends are very 
far from being necessarily my friends. Not only have I no 
interest in Mr. Mutimer, I even a little dislike him.* 

' 1 had no idea of that, Adela,’ said her mother, rather blankly. 

* But it is the truth, and 1 feel I ought to have tried to mate 
you understand that sooner. I thought you would see that I had 
no pleasure in speaking of him.’ 

* But how is it possible to dislike him T 1 confess that is veiy 
hard for me to understand. 1 am sure his behaviour to yon is 
perfect—so entirely respectful, so gentlemanly.’ 

* No, mother, lhat is not quite the word to use. ITou are 
mistaken; Mr. Mutimer is not a perfect gentleman.’ 

It was said with much decision, for to Adela’s mind this 
clenched her argument. Granted the absence of certain qualities 
which she held essential in a ^tleman, there seemed to her 
no reason for another word on we subject. 

’Pray, when has he misbehaved himself?’ inquired her 
mother, with a touch of pique. 

* 1 cannot go into details. Mr. Mutimer has no doubt many 
excellent qualities; no doubt he is really an earnest and a well- 
meaning man. But if 1 am asked to say more than that, it must 
be the truth—as it seems to me. Please, mother dear, don’t 
ask me to talk about him in future. And there is something 
else 1 wish to say. 1 do hojM you won’t be offoftded with me, 
but indeed 1—hope yon not ask me to go to the Manor 
again. 1 feel 1 ou^t not to go. It is painful; I suffw when 
1 am there.’ 

* How strange you are to-day, Adela! Really, X think you 
might allow me to decide what is proper and what is not. My 
experience is surely the best jud^ You are worse than unkind, 
Adela; it’s rude to speak to me like that.’ 
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' Dear mother,* said the girl, with infinite gentlenera, * 1 am 
▼ttty, veiy sorry. How could I be unkind or rude to yout I 
didn*t for a moment mean that my judgment was better than 
yours; it is my feelings that I speak of. You won’t ask me to 
ezpli^i—to say more than that? Yon must understand me? *^ 

* Oh yes, my dear, I understand you too well,* was the stiff 
r^ly. * Of course I am old-fashioned, and 1 suppose old-fashioned 
people are a little coarse; their feelings are not quite aus fine as 
they might be. We will say no more for the present, Adela. 
I will do my best not to le^ you into disagreeable situations 
through my lack of delicacy.’ 

There were tears in Adela’s eyes. 

* Mother, now it is you who are unkind. I am so sorry that 
I spoke. You won’t take my words as they were meant. Must 
1 say that 1 cannot let Mr. Mutimer misunderstand the way in 
which I regard him? He comes here really so very often, and 

if we begin to go there too - .. People are talking about it, 

indeed they are; Letty has told me so. How can 1 help fe^ng 
pained? ’ 

Mrs. Waltham drew out her handkerchief and appeared 
mildly agitated. When Adela bent and kissed her she sighed 
deeply, then said in an undertone of gentle melancholy: 

* 1 ask your pardon, my dear. 1 am afraid there has been a 
little misunderstanding on both sides. But we won’t talk any 
more of it—there, there! ’ 

By which the good lady of course meant that she would re¬ 
new the subject on the veiy earliest opportunity, and that, on 
the whole, she was not discouraged. Mothers are often unaware 
of their daughters’ strong points, but their weaknesses they 
m^ be trust^ to understand pretty well. 

^e little scene was just well over, and Adela had taken a 
seat by the window, when a gentleman who was approaching 
the front door saw her and raised his hat. She went very 
pale. 

The next moment there was a knock at the front door. 

* Mother,’ the girl whispered, as if she could not speak louder, 

* it is Mr. Eldon.’ 

* Mr. Eldon ? * Mrs. Waltham drew herself up with dignity, 
then started from her seat. * The idea of his daring to come 
herel* 

She intercepted the servant who was going to open the door. 

* Janc^ we are not at home! ’ 

The maid stood in astonishment. She was not used to the 
p(^te fictions of society; never before had that welcome mortal, 
an afternoon visitor, bi^n refused at Mrs. Waltham’s. 

* What did you say, please, mum ? * 
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* You ivill Bay that we are not at home, neither I nor MIm 
W altham.* 

Even if Hubert Eldon had not Been Adela at the window 
he muBt have been dull not to read the meaning of the Bervant*s 
singular face ainl tona He walked away with a quiet * Thank 
you.* 

Mro. Waltham cast a side glance at Adela when she heard 
the outer door close. The girl had reopened her book. 

* I*m not sorry that he came. Was there ever such astonish¬ 
ing impudence? If that is gentlemanly, then I must confess 

1- Beahy 1 am not at all sorry he came: it will give him a 

lesson.* 

* Mr. Eldon may have had some special reason for calling/ 
Adela remarked disinterestedly. 

* My dear, I have no business of any kind with Mr. Eldon, 
and it is impossible that he can have any with me.’ 

Adela very shortly went from the room. 

That evening Richard had for guest at dinner Mr. Willis 
Rodman; so that gentleman named himself on his cards, and 
BO he liked to be announced. Mr. Rodman was invaluable as 
surveyor of the works; his experience appeared boundless, and 
had been acquired in many lands. He was now a Socialist of 
the purest water, and already he enjoyed more of Mutimer*8 
intimacy than anyone else. Richard not seldom envied the easy 
and, as it seemed to him, polished manner of his subordinate, 
and wondered at it the more since Rodman declared himself a 
proletarian by birth, and, in private, was fond of referring to 
the hardships of His early life. That there may be no needless 
mystery about Mr. Rodman, I am under the necessity of stating 
the fact that he was the son of a prosperous railway contractor, 
that he was born in Canada, and would have succeeded to a 
fortune on his father’s death, but for an unhappy coatreiempi 
in the shape of a cheque, whereof Mr. Rodman senior (the name 
was not Rodman, but the true one is of no importance) dis¬ 
claimed the signature. From that day to the present good 
and ill luck h^ alternated in the young man’s career. His 
fortunes in detail do not concern us just now; there will be 
future occasion for returning to the subject. 

* Young Eldon has been in Wanley to-day,*^,Mr. Rodman 
remarked as he sat over his wine after dinner. 

* Has he? * said Richard, with indifference. * What’s he been 
after? * 

* I saw him going up towards the Walthams*.* 

Richard exhibit^ more interest. 

* Is he a particular friend of theirs?* he asked. He had 
gatiliered from Alfred Waltham that there had been a certain 
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intinuu^ between tiie two families, bat desired more detailed 
information than his disciple had ofFered. 

* Well, he need to be,* replied Rodman, with a significant 
anile. * But I don't suppose Mrs. W. gave him a very affec* 
tionate reception to>d^. His little doix^ have rather startled 
the good people of Wanley, especially since he has lost his 
standing. It wouldn't have mattered much, 1 dare say, but 
for that.’ 

* But was there anything particular up there? ’ 

Mutimer had a careworn expression as he asked, and he 
nodded his head as if in the direction of the village with a certain 
weariness. 

* I’m not quite sure. Some say there was, and others deny 
it, as I gather from general conversation. But I suppose it’s 
at an end now, in any case.’ 

* Mrs. Waltham would see to that, you mean 7 ’ said Mutimer, 
with a short laugh. 

* Probably.’ 

Rodman made his glass revolve, his fingers on the stem. 

* Take another cigar. I suppose they’re not too well off, the 
Walthams ? ’ 

‘ Mrs. Waltham has an annuity of two hundred and fifty 
pounds, that’s all. The girl—Miss Waltham—has nothing.’ 

’ How the deuce do you get to know so much about people, 
Rodman ? ’ 

The other smiled modestly, and made a silent gesture, as if 
to disclaim any special abilities. 

’ So he called there to-day 7 1 wonder whether he stayed 

long? ’ 

‘ I will let you know to-morrow.* 

On the morrow Richard learnt that Hubert Eldon had been 
refused admittance. The information gave him pleasure. Tet 
all through the night he had been earnestly hoping that he 
mi^ht hear something quite different, had tried to see in Eldon’s 
visit a possible salvation for himself. For the struggle which 
occupied him more and more had by this time declared its issues 
plainly enou^; daily the temptation became stronger, tiie 
resources of honour more feeble. In the beginning he 1^ only 
played with dai^erous thoughts; to break faith with Emma 
Vine had appear^ an impossibility, and a marriage such as his 
fancy substituted, the most improbable of things. But in men 

Richard’s stamp that which allures the fancy wiU, if ciroum* 
stances give but a tittle encouragement, soon take hold upon 
the planning brain. His acquaintance with the Walthams had 
ripoaed to intimacy, and custom nourished his self-confidoice; 
moreover, he could not misanderstand the all but direct en- 
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oomagement aiiioih on one or two recent occasions he had 
receiTM from Bin. Waltham. That lady had begun to talk to 
him, when fhey were alone together, in almost a motherly way, 
oonfid^ to him this or that pMuliarit^ in the characters of 
her chikuen, deploring her inabiKty to give Adda the pleasures 
suitable to hw age, then again pointing out the advanta^ it was 
to a girl to have all her thoughts centra in home. 

* I can truly say,' remarked Mrs. Waltham in the course of 
the latest such conversation, * that Adela has never given me an 
hour’s serious uneasiness. The dear child has, I believe, no will 
apart from her desire to please me. Her instincts are so beauti* 
fu^ submissive.* 

lb a man situated like Mutimer this tone is fatal. In truth 
it seemed to mdce offer to him of what he supremely desired. 
No such encouragement had come from Adela hwself, but that 
meant nothing either way; Bichard had already perceived that 
maidenly reserve was a far more complex matter in a girl of 
gentle breeding, than in those with whom he had formerly 
associated; for all he knew, increase of distance in manner 
might represent the very hope that he was seeking. That hope 
he sought, in all save the hours when conscience lorded over 
silence, with a realitv of desire such as he had never known. 
Perhaps it was not Adela, and Adela alone, that inspired this 
passion; it was a new ideal of the feminine addressing itself to 
his instinots. Adela had the field to herself, and (ud indeed 
embody in almost an ideal degree the fine essence of distinotly 
feminine qualities which appeal most strongly to the masculine 
mind. Mutimer was not capable of love in the h^est sense; 
he was not, aga^ endowed with strong appetite; but his nature 
contained possibilities of refinement which, in a situation like 
the present constituted motive force the same in its effects as 
either form of passion. He was suffering, too, from the nudaw 
peculiar to men who suddenly acquire riches; secret impulses 
drove him to gratifications which would not otherwise have 
troubled his thoughts. Of late he had been yielding to several 
such caprices. One morning the idea possessed him that he 
must have a horse for riding, and he could not rest till the 
horse was purchased and in his stable. It occurred to him 
once at dinner time that there were sundry delicacies which he 
knew by name but had never tasted; for^with he gave ordras 
that these delicacies should be supplied to him, and so there 
appeared upon his breakfast table a pdti de/oie gras. Very 
sunilar in kmd was his desire to possess Adela Waltham. 

And the voice of his oonscimce lost potency, though it 
troubled him more than evw, even as a b^gar vw sometimes 
become rudely clamorous whm he sees that there is no real 
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hope of extracting an alms, fiiohaixl was embarked on the 
practical study of moral philosophy; he learned more in these 
months of the constitution of his inner being than all his litera- 
tore of * free thought ’ had been able to conv^ to him. To 
break with Emma, to cast his faith to the winds, to be branded 
hmiceforth in the sight of his intimate friends as a mere traitor, 
and an especially mean one to boot—^that at the first bludi was 
of the things so impossible that one does not trouble to study 
their bearings. But the wall of habit once breached, the citadel 
of conscience laid bare, what garrison was revealed? With 
something like astonishment, Richard came to recognise that 
the garrison was of the most contemptible and tatterdemidion 
description. Fear of people’s talk—absolutely nothing else stood 
in his way. 

Had he, then, no affection for Emma? Hardly a scrap. 
He had never even tried to persuade himself that he was in love 
with her, and the engagement had on his side been an affair of 
cool reason. His mother had practically brought it about; for 
years it had been a pet project of hers, and her joy was great in 
its realisation. Mrs. Vine and she had been lifelong gossips; 
she knew that to Emma had descended the larger portion of 
her parent’s sterling qualities, and that Emma was the one wife 
for such a man as Richard. She talked him into approvaL In 
those days Richard had no dream of wedding above his class, 
and he understood very well that Emma Vine was distinguished 
in many wa^s from the crowd of working s^ls. There was no 
one else he wished to marry. Emma would f^l herself honoured 
by his choice, and, what he had not himself observed, his mother 
Ira him to see that yet deeper feelings were concerned on the 
girl’s side. This flattered him—a form of emotion to which he 
was ever susceptible—^d the match was speedily arranged. 

He had never repented. The more he knew of Emma, the 
more confirmation his favourable judgments received. He even 
knew at times a stirring of the senses, which is the farthest that 
many of his kind ever progress in the direction of love. Of the 
nobler features in Emma’s character, he of course remained 
ignorant; they did not enter into his demands upon woman, and 
he was unable to discern them even when they were brouf^t 
prominently before him.' She would keep his house admirably, 
would never contradict him, would mother his children to per¬ 
fection, and even would go so for as to take an inteUigent intent 
in the Propaganda. What more could a man look for? 

So Ihere was no strife between old love and new; so far as 
it concerned himself, to put Emma aside would not cost a pang. 
The garrison was abralutely m^ tongue, mere gossip of public- 
house bars, firesides, etc.—^ore serious, of the Socialist leoture- 
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rooms. And what of the giriV own feelingT Was there no 
sense of compassion in him 7 Very little, .^d in saying so I 
mean an 3 rthing but to convey that Mntimer was conspicuously 
hard-hearted. The fatal defect in working people is absence m 
imagmation, the power which may be soluy a gift of nature 
and irrespective of circumstances, but which in most of us owes 
BO much to intellectual training. Half the brutal cruelties per¬ 
petrated by uneducated men and women are directly traceable 
to lack of the imaginative spirit, which comes to mean lack of 
kindly qmipathy. Mutimer, we know, had got for himself only 
the most profitless of educations, and in addition nature had 
scanted him on the emotional side. He could not enter into 
the position of Emma deserted and hopeless. Want of money 
was intelligible to him, so was bitter di^ppointment at the loss 
of a good position; but the former he would not allow Emma 
to Bi^er, and the latter she would, in the nature of things, 
soon get over. Her love for him he judged by his own feeling, 
making allowance, of course, foir the weakness of women m 
affairs such as this. He might admit that she would * fret,’ but 
the thought of her fretting did not affect him as a reality. Emma 
had never been demonstrative, had never sought to show him 
all that was in her heart; hence he rated her devotion lightly. 

The opinion of those who knew himl What of the opinion 
of Emma herself? Yes, that went for much; he knew shame 
at the thought, perhaps keener shame than in anticipating the 
judgment, say, of Daniel Dabbs. No one of his acquaintances 
thought of lum so highly as Emma did; to see himsetf de¬ 
throned, the object uf her contempt, was a latter pill to swallow. 
In all that concerned his own dignity Richard was keenly 
appreciative; he felt in euivance every pricking of the blood 
that was in store for him if he became guilty of this treachery. 
Yes, from that point of view he feared Emma Vine. 

Considerations of larger s<x)pe did not come within the pur¬ 
view of his intellect. It never cxicurred to him, for instance, 
that in forfeiting his honour in this instance he began a process 
of undermining which would sooner or later threaten the stobility 
of the purposes on which he most prided himself. A suggestion 
that domestic perfidy was in the end incompatible witii public 
zeal wou^ have seemed to him ridiculous, and f5r the simj^ 
reason that he recognised no moral sanctions. He could not’ 
re^d his nature as a whole; he had no understanding for tiie 
suMe network of communication between its various parts. 
Nay, he told himself that the gmumeness and value of his UfePs 
work would be increased by a marriage with Adda Waltham; 
he and she would represent the union of classes—of the wa^ 
eftming with tiie ftou^eois, between which two lay the real gist 
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be aUe to wcnk again, and that Kate *11 never keep up a dreaa- 
making. Why don't you many Emma, and take poor Jane to 
live witii you, where ahe could be, wdl looked aitert for she 
won't never ^part from her uster. And she does bo hope and 
pray to aee Emma married before ahe tocb. You can't surely 
be waiting for her death. Now, there's a good lad of mine, 
come and marry vour wife at once, and don't make delays. 
IHiat’s all, but I hope you'll think of it; and so, from your 
affectionate old mother, * S. Mutimbb.' 

Richard read the letter several times, and sat at home through 
the morning in despondency. It had got to the pass that he 
couM not many Emma; for all his suTOring he no longer gave 
a glance in that direction. Not even if Adeia Waltham refused 
him; to have a ‘ lady ’ for his wife was now an essential in his 
plans for the future, and he knew that the desired possession 
was purchasable for coin of the realm. No way of retreat any 
longer; movement must be forward, at whatever cost. 

He let a day intervene, then replied to his mother's letter. 
Me represented himself as worked to death and without a 
moment for his private concerns; it was out of the question for 
him to marry for a few weeks yet He would write to Emma, 
and would ^nd her all the money she could possibly need to 
supply the sick girl with comforts. She must keep up her courage, 
and be content to wait a short while longer. He was quite sure 
she did not complain; it was only his mother's fancy that she 
was in low spirits, except, of course, on Jane’s account. 

Another fortnight went by. Skies were lowering towards 
winter, and the sUles of the valley showed bare patches amid 
the rich-hued death of leaves; ere long a night of storm would 
leave 'ruined choirs.* Richard was in truth working hard. 
He had just opened a course of lectures at a newly established 
Socialist branch in Belwick. The extent of his daily corre¬ 
spondence threatened to demand the services of a secretary in 
addition to the help already given by Rodman. Moreover, an 
event of importance was within view; the New Wanley Public 
Hall was completed, and its formal opening must be made an 
occasion of ceremony. In that ceremony Richard would be the 
central figure. He proposed to gather about him s representa¬ 
tive company; not only would we Socialist lead^ attend as a 
matter of course, invitations should also be sent to prominent 
men in the oonvoitional lines of politics. A speech from a 
certain Radical statesman, who comd probably be induced to 
attend, would command the attention of the press. For the 
sake of prelimmary Irampetinip in even so humole a journal as 
the ' Belwick Chronicle,' Mutimer put himself in communica- 
tion with Mr. Keene. That gentlmnan was now a recognised 
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visitor ftt the house in Highbury; there was frequent mention 
of him in a close correspoi^enoe kept up between Richard and 
his sister at this time, ^e letters which Alice received from 
Wanley were not imrarted to the other members of the family; 
she herself studied tnem attentively, and with much apparent 
satisfaction. 

For advice on certain details of the approaching celebration 
Richard had recourse to Mrs. Waltham. He found her at home 
one rainy morning. Adela, aware of his arrival, retreated to 
her little room upstairs. Mrs. Waltham had a slight cold; it 
kept her close by the fireside, and enconraged confidential talk. 

have decided to invite about twenty people to lunch,' 
Richard said. * Just the members of the committee and a few 
others. Tt'li be better than giving a dinner. Westlake's lecture 
will be over by four o’clock, and that allows people to get away 
in good time. The workmen's tea w'ill be at half-past five.' 

‘ You must have refreshments of some kind for casual comers,' 
counselled Mrs. Waltham. 

* I've thought of that. Rodman suggests that we shall get 
the “ Whoatsheaf " people to have joints and that kind of thing 
m the refreshment-room at the Hall from half-past twelve to 
half-past one. We could put up some notice to that effect in 
Agworth station.' 

' Certainly, and inside tlie railway carriages.* 

Mutimer's private line, which ran from toe works to Agworth 
station, was to convey visitors to New Wanley on this occasion. 

‘ 1 think I shall have three or four ladies,'* Richard pursued. 

‘ Mrs. Westlake 'll be sure to come, and I think Mrs. Eddlestone 
-~lhe wife of the Trades Union man, you know. And I’ve been 
rather calculating on you, Mrs. Waltham; do you think you 
could-? * 

The lady’s eyes were turned to the window, watching the sad, 
steady rain. 

* Really, you’re making a downright Socialist of me, Mr, 
Mutimer,’ she replied, wito a laugh which betrayed a touch of 
sore throat. ‘I’m half afraid to accept such an invitation. 
Shouldn’t I be there on false pretences, don’t you think? ' 

Richard mused; his legs were crossed, and he swayed his 
foot up and down. 

' Well, no, I can’t see that. But I tell you what would make 
it simpler: do you toink Mr. Wirvera w'ould come if I asked 
him?' 

* Ah, now, that would be capital! Oh, ask Mr. Wyvem by 
all means. Ihen, of course, I should be delighted to acoeptb' 

‘ But 1 haven't much hope that he'll come. I rather think 
he regards me as his enemy. And, you see, 1 never go to chuioh.* 
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» {Hty Uiat is, Mr. Mntimerl Ah« if 1 oonkl only 
petsoade you to think differratly abont those things! Ihsre 
really are so many texts that reu quite like Sooialism: I was 
kMlang them over witii Adela on Sunday. What a sad tldng 
it is that you so astray! It distresses me man than you 
think. Indeed, if I may tw you such a thing, I pray for you 
ni^tly.* 

Mntimer made a moTomoit of discomfort, but laughed off 
the subject. 

* m go and see the vioar, at all events,* he said. * But must 
your coming depend on hisT * 

Mrs. Waltham hesitated. 

* It really would make things easier.* 

* Might 1, in that case, hope that Miss Waltham would come T * 

Richard seemed to exert himself to ask the question. Mrs. 

Waldiam sank her eyes, smiled feebly, and in the end shook 
her head. 

* On a public occasion, I*m really afraid- * 

*I*m sure she would like to know Mrs. Westlake,* ursed 
Richard, without his usual confidence. * And if you and her 
brother-’ 

* If it were not a Socialist gathering.* 

Richard uncrossed his 1^ and sat for a moment looking into 
the fire. Then he turned suddenly. 

* Mrs. Waltham, may I ask ha* myself? * 

She was visibly agitated. There was this time no affec^Uon 
in the tremulous lips and the troublous, unsteady eyes. Mrs. 
Waltham was not by nature the scheming mother who is in¬ 
different to the upshot if she can once get her daughter loyally 
bound to a man of money. Adela*s happiness was a very real 
care to her; she would never have opposed an unobjectionable 
union on wMch she found her daughter’s heart bent, but circum¬ 
stances had a second time made offer of brilliiuit advantages, 
and she had grown to deem it an ordinance of the hi^er powers 
that Adela should many possessions. She flattered henmf that 
her study of Mntimer*8 charaotw had berai profound; the 
necessity of making such a study excused, she though^ any 
little excess of famuiarity in which she had indulged, for it had 
long been clear to her that Mutimer would sonfe day make 
an offer. He lacked polish, it was true, but really he was more 
a gentleman than a great many whose r^ht to ihe name was 
never contested. And then he had distinctly high aims: such 
a niiHi could never be brutal in the privacy of his home. ^ There 
was every chance of his achieving some kind of eminmoe; 
already she had sn^ested to him a Parliamentary caren, and 
the idea had not seemed altogether distasteful. Adela herself 
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was SB yet far from regarding Mutimer in the U^t of a future 
husband; it was ^haps true titat she even disliked him. Bat 
then a jroung girVs likes and dislikes have, as a rule, small 
bearing on her practical content in the married state: so, at 
least, Mrs. Waltham's experience led her to believe Onljr, it 
was dear that there must be no precipitancy. Let the ground 
be thoroughly ^trepared. 

*May I advise you, Mr. Mutimer?' she said, in a lowered 
voice, bending fr)rward. ' Let me deliver the invitation. J 
think it would be blotter, really. We shall see whether you can 
persuade Mr. Wyvem to be present. I promise you to—in 
tact, not to interpose any obstacle if Adela thinks she can be 
present at the lunch.’ « 

* Then I’ll leave it so,’ said Richard, more cheerfully. Mrs. 
Waltham could see that iiis nerves were in a dancing state. 
Really, he had much fine feeling. 


CHAPTER XI 

It being only midday, Richard directed his steps at once to 
the Vicarage, and the good fortune to fine! Mr. Wyvem 

within. 

* Be seated, Mr. MiilJmcr; I’m glad to sec you,’ was the 
vioar’s greeting. 

Their mutual intercourse had as yet been limited to an 
exchange of courtesies in public, and one or two casual meet¬ 
ings at t^ie Walthams’ house. Richard liad felt shy of the vicar, 
whom he perceived to be a clergyman of other than the weak- 
brained type, and the circumstances of the case would not 
allow Mr. Wyvorn to make advances. The latter proceeded 
with friendliness of tone, speaking of the progress of New Wanley. 

* That's what I’ve come to see you about,’ said Richard, 
trying to put himself at ease by mentally comparing his own 
worlcQy estate with that of his interlocutor, yet fading as often 
as he felt the scrutiny of the vicar’s dark-gleammg eye. ' We 
are going to open the Hall.' He added details. * I shall have 
a numbOT of friends who are interested in our undertaking to 
lunch with me on that day. I wi.sh to a.sk if you will give us 
the pleasure of your company.' 

Mr. Wy vern reflected for a moment. 

' Why, no, sir,' ho replied at lengtl^ using the Johnsonian 
phrase with grave ouurte^. ' I’m afraid 1 cminot acknowledge 
your kindness as I should wish to. Personally, 1 would accept 
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your hospitality with {ileasure^ but my position here, as I under¬ 
stand it, forbicu me to join you on tiiat partionlar oocaaion/ 

* Then personally you are not hostile to me, Mr. Wyvern? * 

* To you pmsonmly, by no means.’ 

* But you don’t Uke the movement? ’ 

* In so far as it has the good of men in view it interests me, 
and I respect its supporters.’ 

* But you think we go the wrong way to work ? ' 

‘ That is my opinion, Mr. Mu timer.’ 

* What would you have us do ? ’ 

* To see faults is a much easier thing than to originate a sound 
scheme. 1 am far from prepared uith any plan of sot'ial reccm- 
struction.’ 

Nor could Mr. Wyvern be moved from the negative attitude, 
though Mutimer pressed him. 

’ W’eU, I’m soi'iy you won’t come,’ Richard said as he rose 
to take his leave. * It didn't strike me that you would feel out 

place.’ 

* Nur should 1. ihtt you will understand that my oppor¬ 
tunities of being useful in the village depend on the existence 
of sympathetic feeling in my parishioners. It is my duty to 
avoid any behaviour wliich could be misinterprotod.’ 

* Then you deliberately adapt yourself to the prejudices of 
iinintell^nt people? ’ 

‘ I do so, deliberately.’ assented the vicar, with one of hw 
fleeting smiles. 

Richard went aivay feeling soriy that he had courted this 
rejection. He would never have thought of inviting a ‘ parson ’ 
but for Mrs. Waltiuiin’s suggestion. After all, it matterra little 
whether Adela came to the luncheon or not. Ho had desired 
her presence because he wished her to see him as an imtertainer 
of guests such as the Wesilakes. whom she would fM'i'ceivo to 
be people of refinement; it occurred to him, too, that such an 
occasion niigiit aid his suit by exciting her ambition; for he 
was anything but confident of immediate success with Adela, 
especiaUy since recent conversations with Mrs. Waltham. But 
in any case she would attend the afternoon ceremony, when his 
glory would be pniclaimed. 

Mrs. Waltham was anxiously meditative of plains for bring¬ 
ing Adela to regard her Socialist wooer with more favourable 
eyes. &e, too, had hopes that Mutimer’s fame in the mouths 
(»f men mi£^t prove an attraction, yet she suspected a strength 
of principle in Adela which might well render all such hopes 
vain. And she thought it only too likely, thou|^ observation 
gave her no actual assurance of this, that the girl still thought 
of Hub^ Eldou in a way to render it doubly bard for any 
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other mao to make an imweesioii upon her. It was da^ecoue, 
die knew, to express her abhorrence of Hubert too persistenify: 
yet, on the other hand, she was oonvinoed that Adda had been 
so deepfy shocked by the revelations of Hubert’s wickedness 
that her moral nature would be in arms against her lingering 
indination. Aftw much mental wear and tear, she deoicm to 
adopt the strong course of asking Alfred’s assistance. Alfred 
was sure to view the proposed match with hearty approval, 
and, thou^ he might not have much influence directly, he could 
in probability secure a potent ally in the person of Letty 
Tew. This was rather a brilliant idea; Mrs. Waltham waited 
hnjMtiently for her son’s return from Belwick on Saturday. 

She broached the subject to hjm with much delicacy. 

* I am so convinced, Alfred, that it would be for your sister’s 
happiness. There really is no harm whatever in aiding her 
inexperience; that is all that I wish to do. I’m sure you imdar* 
stand met ’ 

* I understand well enough,’ returned the young man; * but 

if yon convince Adela against her will you’ll do a clever thing. 
You’ve been so remarkably successful in closing her mind against 
all arguments of reason- * 

' Now, Alfred, do not begin and talk in that wayl It has 
nothing whatever to do with the matter. This is entirely a 
personu question.* 

* Nothi^ of the kind. It's a question of religious prejudice. 
She hates Mutimer because he doesn’t go to church, there’s the 
long and short of it.* 

* Adda veiy properly condemns his views, but that’s quite a 
different thing from hating him.’ 

* Oh dear, no; they’re one and the same thing. Look at the 
hisiory of persecution. She would like to see him—and me too, 
I dare say—^brought to die stake.’ 

’ Well, well, of course if you won’t talk sensibly I I had some- 
thiim to propose.’ 

’ Let me hear it, then.’ 

* You yourself agree with me that there would be nothing to 
repent in urging her.’ 

^ On the contrary, 1 think she might consider herself preoious 
lucky. It’s only ^t’—he looked dubbus for a moment— 
* I’m not qmte sure whether she’s the kind of girl to be contMit 
with a husband she found she couldn't convert. I can imagine 
her marrying a rake on the hope of bringing him to regular church - 
going, butwen Mutimer doesn’t happen to be a bbckguard, so 
ha isn’t very interesting to her.* 

* I know what you're thinking of, but I don’t think we need 
take that into account. And, indeed, we can’t afford to take 
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anything into account but her establidiment in a reepeotable 
a fy i happy home. Our choice, ae you are aware, is not a wide 
one. I am often deeply anxious atout the poor girl.' 

* 1 dare aay. Wdl, what was your propo^? * 

* Do you think Letty could hmp us f' 

* H'm, can't say. Bfight or might not. She's as bad as Adela. 
Ten to one it'll be a point of conscience with her to fight the 
project tooth and nail* 

' I don't think so. She has accepted you.' 

*So she has, to my amazement. Women are monstrously 
iilogicaL She must think of my latter end with mixed feelings.' 

‘I do wish you wore less flippant in dealing with grave subjects, 
Alfred. I assure you 1 am very much troubled. 1 feel that so 
much is at stake, and yet the responsibility of doing anything 
is so very great.* 

* Shall I talk it over with Letty?' 

*If you feel able to. But Adela would be very seriously 
offend^ if she guessed that you had done so.’ 

* Then she mustn’t guess, that's alL I’ll see what I can do 
to-night.’ 

In the home of the Tews there was some difficulty in secur¬ 
ing privacy. The house was a small one, and the K»orifioe of 
genem convenience when Letty wanted a whole room for herself 
and Alfred was considerable. To-night it was managed, how¬ 
ever; the front parlour was granted to the pair for one hour. 

It could not be said that there was muon delicacy in Alfred's 
way of approaching the subject he wished to speak of. This 
young man had a scorn of periphrases. If a topic had to be 
handi^, why not be succinct in the handling? Alfrad was of 
opinion that much time was lost by mortals in windy tidk. 

* Look here, Letty; what's your idea about Adela marrying 
Mutimer?' 

The girl looked startled. 

' She has not accepted him ? * 

* Not yet. Don't you think it would be a good thing if she did? ' 

'I really can’t say,’ Letty replied veiy gravey, her head 

aside. * I don't thi^ any one can judge but Adela hersdf. 
Really, Alfred, I don’t think we ought to interfere.' 

* But suppose I ask you to try and get her to aee toe affair 
sensibly?' 

' Semubly ? What a word to use! ’ 

* The ri^t wonL I think.' 

* What a vexatious boy you arel You don't really think so 
at alL You only spe^ so becadse you like to tease me.' 

* Wdl, yon certainly do look pretty when you're defending 
the castles in the air. Give me a kiss.' 
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" Indeedt 1 fdiall not. TeU me serioualy what yon mean. 
What doM Mrs. Waltham think about it? ’ 

* Give me a kiss, and I’ll tell yon. If not. I’ll go away and 
leave yon to find out everything as best you can.’ 

* Oh, Alfred, you’re a sad t^ant! ’ 

’Of course 1 am. But irs a benevolent despotism. Well, 
mother wants Adela to accept him. In fact, she asked me if 1 
didn’t think you’d help us. Of course 1 said you would.’ 

* Then you were very hasty. I’m not joking now, Alfred. 
I think of Adela in a way you voiy' likely can’t understand. 
It would be shocking, oh! sbockuig, to try and make her marry 
him if she doesn’t r^ly wish to.’ 

’Kofeor! We shan’t manage that.’ 

’ And surely wouldn’t wish to ? ’ 

‘ 1 don’t know. Girls often can’t sec what's best for them. 
I say, you understand that all this is in confidence ? ’ 

* Of course I do. But it’s a confidence I had rather not have 
received. 1 shall be miserable, 1 know that.' 

* Then you’re a little—goose.’ 

* You were going to call me something far worse.* 

* Give me credit, then, for correctuig myself. You’ll have to 
help us. Lettyooco.’ 

The girl kept silence. Then fur a time the conversation became 
graver. It was interrupted precisely at the end of the granted 
hour. 

Letty went to see her friend on Sunday afternoon, and the 
two shut themselves up in the dainty little chamber. Adela 
was in low spirits; with her a most unusual state. She sat 
with her hands crossed on her lap, and the sunny light of her 
eyes was dimmed. When she had tried for a while to talk of 
ordinary things, Letty saw a tear glisten upon her cheek. 

* What is the matter, love? ’ 

Adela was in sore need of telling her troubles, and Letty 
was the only one to whom she could do so. In such spirit- 
gentle wor^ as could express the perplexities of her mind she 
told what a source of pain her mother’s conversation had been 
to her of late, and how she dreaded what might still be to oomei. 

’ It is so dreadful to think, Letty, that mother is enoouraging 
him. She thinks it is for my happiness; she is offended if I try 
to say what I suffer. Oh, 1 couldn’t! 1 couldn’t!* 

She put her palms before hw face; her maidenhood shamed 
to roeak of these thinj^ even to her bosom friend. 

’Can’t you show him, darling, that—that be mustn’t hope 
anything? ’ 

^How OMi I do so? It is impossible to be rude, and eveiy- 
thiqg else it is so easy to misundwstand.’ 
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* But when he redJy speaks, then it will come to an end.* 

* I shall grieve mother so, I^tty. I as if the best of m^ life 
had gone by. EveryUiing seemed so smooth. Oh, why did he 
fall BO, Letty ? and I thou^t he oared for me, dear.* 

She whispered it, her face on her friend's shoulder. 

* Tiy to forget, darling; try! * 

* Oh, as if 1 didn’t try night and day! 1 know it is so wrong 
to give a thought. How comd he speak to me as he did that day 
when 1 met him on the hill, and again when I went just to save 
him an annoyance? He was almost the same as before, only I 
thought him a httle .sad from his illness. He had no right to wk 
to me in that way I Oh, I feel wicked, that I can’t foiget; I hate 
myself for still—for still ’ 

There was a word Letty could not hear, only her listening heart 
divined it. 

* Dear Adela! pray for strength, and it will be sure to come 
to you. How’ hard it is to know myself so happy when you 
have so much trouble! ’ 

* 1 could have borne it better but fur this new pain. 1 don’t 
think I should ever have shown it; even you wouldn’t have 
known all 1 felt. Letty. I should have hop^ for him—I don’t 
mean hoped on my own account, but that he might know bow 
Clicked he had been. How—how can a man do things so an* 
worthy of himself, when it’s so beautiful to be good and faithful? 
I think he did care a little for me once. Letty.’ 

* Don’t let us Liik of him, pet.’ 

* You are right; w'e mu.stn’t. His name ought never to pass 
my h|)s, only in mv orayers ’ 

She grew calmer, and they sat hand in hand. 

‘ Try to moke your mother understand,’ advised Letty. * Say 
that it is im^iossible you should over accept him.’ 

’ She won’t believe that. I’m sure she won’t. And to think 
that, even if I did it only to please her, people would believe I 
had married him because he is rich! * 

Letty spoke with more emphasis than hitherto. 

* But you cannot and must not do such a thing to please any 
one, Adela! It is wrong even to think of it. Nothing, nothing 
can jusUfy that.’ 

How strong she was in the purity of her own loiic* good little 
Letty! So th^ talked together, and mingled their tears, and the 
room was made a sacred place as by the presence of sorrowing 
ai^els. 
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CHAFTB» XII 

Thb New Wanli^ Lecture Hall had been publicly dedicated to 
the service of the New Wanley Commonwealth, and only in 
one respect did the day’s proceedings fall short of Mutimer’s 
exaltations. He had hoped to have all the Waltham famUv 
at nis luncheon party, but in the event Alfred alone felt himself 
able to accept the invitation. Miitimer had even nourished 
the hope that something might happen before that day to allow 
of Adela’s appearing not merely in the character of a guest, 
but, as it were, ex ofpcio. "By this time he had resolutely forbidden 
his eyes to stray to the right hand or the left, and kept them 
directed wilb hungry, relentless steadiness straight along tbe 
path of his desires. He had received no second letter from his 
mother, nor had Alice anything to report of danger-signals at 
home; from Emma hersel) came a letter regularly once a week, 
a letter of perfect patience, chiefly concerned with her sister’s 
health. He had m^e up his mind to declare nothing tUl the 
irretrievable step was taken, when reproaches only could befall 
him; to Alice as little as to any one else had he breathed of 
his purposes. And he could no longer even take into account 
the unomtainty df his success; to doubt of that would have 
been insufferable at the point which he had reached in self- 
abandonment. Yet day after day saw the postponement of the 
^estion which would decide his fate. Between him and Mrs. 
Waltham the language of allusion was at length put aside; be 
Broke plainly of his wishes, and sought her encouragemmt. 
nus was not wanting, but the mother begged for time. Let 
the day of the ceremony come and go. 

Richard passed through it in a state of exaltation and anxiety 
which bordered on fever. Mr. Westlake wd his wife came down 
from London by an early train, and he went over New Wanlev 
with them before luncheon. Ihe luncheon itself did not la^ 
festive vivacity; Richard, in surveying his guests from the head 
of the board, had feelings not unlike those wherein King Poly¬ 
crates lulled himself of old; there wanted, in truth, one thing 
to complete his self-complaoence, but an extra glass or two of 
wine enrubied his imagination, and he already saw Adela’s face 
smiling to him from the table’s unoccupied rod. What was such 
conquest in comparison with that which fate had accorded him? 

There was a satisfactory gathering to hear Mr. Westlake’s 
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•ddroM; Riohatd did not faS to note the presenoe of e fnr 
reported only it seemed to him that their pencils might have 
been mmw active. Here, too, was Adela at length; every i^me 
his name was ottered, p^oroe she heard; ev«y enoomiom be¬ 
stowed upon him we various speakers was to him like a 
new bod on the trM of hope. After all, vdiy shoold he feel 
this humility towards her? What man of prominmice, of merit, 
at all like ms own would ever seek her hand ? The semblance 
of chivalfy which occasionally stirred within him was, in fact, 
quite inconsistent with his reasoned view of things; the English 
working class has, on the whole, as little of that quality as any 
other people in an elementary stage of civilisation. He was a 
man, she a woman. A lady, to be sure, but then- 

After Mutimer, Alfred Waltham had probably more genuine 
satisfaction in the ceremony than any one else present. Mr. 
Westlake he was not quite satisfied with; there was a mildness 
and restraint about the style of the address which to Alfred's 
taste smacked of feebleness; he was for Cambyses* vein. Still 
it rejoiced him to hear the noble truths of democracy delivered 
as it were from the bema. To a certain order of intellect the 
word addressed by tlie living voice to an attentive assembly is 
always vastly impressive; when the word coincides with private 
sentiment It excites enthusiasm. Alfred hated the aristocratic 
order of things with a rabid hatred. In practice he could be 
as coarsely overbearing with his social inferiors as that scion of 
Ihe nobilito—existing of course Bomewhere>-who bears the 
bell for feebleness of the pia mater; but that made him none 
the less a sound EadioaL In thinking of the upper classes he 
always thought of Hubert Eldon, and that name was scarlet to 
him. Never trust the thoroughness of the man who is a revolu¬ 
tionist on abstract principles; personal feeling alone goes to the 
root of the matter. 

Many were the gentlemen to whom Alfred had the happiness 
of bmng introduced in the course of the day. Among otoers was 
Mr. Keene the journalist. At the end of a lively conversation 
Mr. Keene brought out a copy of the * Belwick ^ronicle,' that 
dav's issue. 

YouTl find a few things of mine here,* he said. * Put it in 
your pocket, and look at it afterwards. By-lhe-tiy, there is a 
paragraph marked: 1 meant it for Mutimer. Never mind, give 
it him nmen you’ve done with it.’ 

Alfred bestowed the paper in the breast pocket of his great¬ 
coat, and did not happen to think of it again ^ late that evmiing. 
His discovery of it at length was not the only event of the day 
which came just too late for the happiness of one with whose 
fortunes we are concerned. 
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A little after dark, when the was ringing which sammoned 
Mutimer's woikpeople to the tea provided for them* Hubert 
Eldon waa approacmng the village by the road from Agworth: 
he waa on foot, and had chosen his time in order to enter Wanl^ 
unnotioed. His former visit, when he was refused at the Walthams* 
door, had been paid at an impulse; he had come down from Lon- 
<kni by an early train, and did not even call to see his mother 
at her new house in Agworth. Nor did he visit her on his way 
back; he waOced straight to the railway station and took the first 
train townwards. To-day he came in a more leisurely way. It 
was certain news contained in a letter from his mother which 
brought him, and with her he si)ent some hours before starting 
to walk towards Wanl^. 

* I hear,’ Mrs. Eldon had written, ‘ from Wanley something 
which really surprises me. They say that Adela Waltham is 
going to many Mr. Mutimer. 'l^e match ia surely a very strmige 
one. 1 am only fearful that it is the making of interested people, 
and that the poor girl herself has not had much voice in deciding 
her own fate. Oh, tills mon^l Adela was worthy of bettm: 
things.* 

Mia. Eldon saw her son with surprise, the more so that she 
divined the cause of his coming. When they had talked for a 
while, Hubert frankly admitted what it was that had brought 
him. 

* 1 must know,’ he said, * whether the news from Wanley is 
true.* 

* But can it concern you, Hubert ? ’ his mother asked gently. 

He made no direct reply, but expressed his intention of 

going over to Wanley. 

* Whom shall you visit, dear ? * 

‘ Mr. Wyvern.^ 

* The vicar ? But you don’t know him personally.’ 

‘Yes, I know him pretty well. We Mrrite to each other 
occasionally.’ 

Mrs. Eldon always practised most reserve when her surprise 
was greatest—an excellent rule, by-the-by, for general observa¬ 
tion. She looked at her sou with a half-smile of wondw, but only 
said ‘ Indeed T ’ 

’ I had made his acquaintance before his coming to Wanley,* 
Hubert explained. 

His mother just bent her head, acquiescent. And with that 
their conversation on the subject ended. But Hubert reorived 
a tendw kiss on his cheek when he set forth in the afternoon. « 

To one entering the valley alter nightfall the situation of 
the much-discussed New Wanley could no longer be a source of 
doubt Two blast-furnaces sent up their flare and lit lundly 
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the deyastated scene. Having glanced in that directum Hubert 
did his best to keep his eyes averted during the remainder of 
the walk. He was surprised to see a short passenger train msh 
by on the private line connecting the works with Agworth 
station; it was taking away certain visitors who had lingered in 
New Wanley after the lecture. Knowing nothing of the ciroum- 
stanoes, he supposed that general traffic had been commenced. 
Ho avoided the village street, and reached the Vicarage by a 
path through fields. 

He found the vicar at dinner, though it was only half-past 
six. The welcome he received was, in Mr. Wyvem's manner, 
almost silent; but when he had taken a place at the table he 
saw satisfaction on his host's face. Tlie meal was very pl^n, 
but the vicar ate with extraordinary appetite: he was one of 
those men in whom the demands of the stomach seem to be in 
direct proportion to the activity of the brain. A question Hubert 
put about the train led to a brief account of what was going on. 
Mr. Wyvern spoke on the subject with a gravity wiiieh was not 
distinctly ironical, but suggest^ cniicism. 

They repaired to the study. A volume of Plato was open 
on the reading-table. 

‘ Do you remember Socrates' prayer in the “ Phadnis ” t ’ 
said the vicai*. bending affectionately over the page. He read 
a few words of the Greek, then gave a free rendering. * Beloved 
Pan, and all ye other gods wiio haunt this place, give me beauty 
in the inward soul; and may the outwoid anef inward be at 
one. May 1 esteem the wise alone wealthy, and may 1 have such 
abundance of weail h as none but the temperate can carry.* 

He paused a moment. 

* Ah, when 1 came hither I hoped to find Pan undisturbed. 
Weil, well, after all, Hephmstus was one of the gods.’ 

* How I envy you your quiet mind! * said Hubert. 

* Quiet ? Nay, not always so. Just now 1 am far from at {leaoe. 
What brings you hither to-day ? ’ 

The equivoque was obviated by Mr. Wyvern’s tone. 

* I have heard stories about Adela Waltham. Is there any 
truth in them ? * 

‘ 1 fear so; 1 fear so.* 

* That she is really going to many Mr. Mutimer ? * 

He tried to speak the name without discourtesy, but his lips 
writhed after it. 

* I fear she is going to many him,’ said the vicar deUbmately. 

Hubert held peace. 

* It toiubles me. It angers me,’ said Mr. Wyvern. * 1 am angry 
with more them one.* 

* Is there an engagement? * 
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* I am unable to say. Tattle generally gets ahead of 

* It is monstzonsi * burst from the young men. * They ore 
taking odTuiti^ of her innooenoe. She is a child. Whv do 
they educate girls like that? I should say, how con they lea^e 
them so uneducated? In on idratl world it would be all very 
wdl, but see what comes of it here? She is walking with hw 
eyee open into horrors and carses, uid understands os little of 
what awaits her os a lamb led to butchery. Do you stand by 
and say nothing? * 

* It surprises me that you are so affected,' remarked the vicar 
quietly. 

* No doubt. I can’t reason about it. But 1 know that my 
life will be hideous if this goes on to the end.’ 

* You are Ute.’ 

* Yes, I am late. I was in Wanley some weeks ago; I did 
not tell you of it 1 called at thmr house; they were not at 
home to me. Yet Adela vras sitting at the window. What did 
that mean ? Is her mother so cont^ptible that my change of 
fortune loads her to treat me in that way ? * 

* But does no other reason occur to you ? * asked Mr. Wy vern, 
with grave surprise. 

* Other reason! What other ? * 

* You must remember that gossip is active.* 

* You mean that they have heard about-? ’ 

* Somehow it had become the common talk of the village very 
shortlv idter my arrival here.’ 

Hubert dropped his eyes in bewilderment. 

* Then they think mo unfit to associate with them ? She~ 
Adela will look upon me as a vile creature! But it wasn’t so 
when I saw her immediately after my illness. She talked freely 
and with just the same friendliness as before.’ 

* Probably she had heard nothing then.* 

* And her mother only began to poison her mind when it 
was advantageous to do so ? ’ 

Hubwt laughed bitterly. 

* Well, there is an end of it,* he pursued. * Yes, I was for¬ 
getting all that. Oh, it is quite intelligible; I don’t blame 
them. By all means let her be preserved from contagion! Pooh! 
1 don’t ^ow my own mind. Old fancies that I tued to have 
som^ow got hold of me again. If I eva* many, it must be a 
woman of the world, a woman with brain and heart to judge 
human nature. It is gone, os if I hod never had such a thought. 
Pbor child, to be sure; but that’s all one can say.* 

Hu tone was os ^ from petulance as could be. Hubert’s 
emotions were never feebly coloured; his nature ton into ex¬ 
tremes, and vehemence of scorn was in him the true voice of 
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iniiued toDderness. Of humility he knew but little* leest of eU 
where his affections were concerned, but there was the ring of 
noble metal in his sdf-aasortion. He would nem oonsoioiul^ 
act or speak a falsehood, «id was intolerant of the Ues, petty 
or great, which conTmtionality and warped habits of thought 
encourage in those of weidEer personality. 

* Let ns be just,* lemuked Mr. Wyvern, his Toioe sounding 
rather sepulchm after the outburst of youthful passion. * Mrs, 
WaHham^s point of view is not inconceivable. 1, as you know, 
am not altogether a man of formulas, but I am not sure that 
my b^aviour would greatly differ from hers in her position; I 
mean as regards yourself.’ 

* Yes, yes; 1 admit tlie reasonableness of it,* said Hubert 
more calmly, * granted that you have to deal with children. But 
Adela is too old to have no will or understanding. It may be 
she has both. After all she would scarcely allow herself to be 
forced into a detestable marriage. Very likely she takes hw 
motiier’s practical views.* 

* Thore is such a thing as blank indifference in a young girl 
who has suffered disappointment.’ 

* 1 could do nothing, exclaimed Hubert. * That she thinks of 
me at all, or has ever serioualv done so, is the merest supposition. 
There was nothing binding between us. If she is falra to hw- 
self, experience and suffering must teach her.* 

^e vicar mused. 

* Then you go your way untroubled T * was his next question. 

* If 1 am strong enough to overcome foolishness.* 

* And if foolishii^^ts persists in asserting itself? ’ 

Hubert kept gloomy silence. 

* Thus much f can say to you of mv own knowledge, * observed 
Mr. Wyvem with weimt. * Miss Waltham is not one to speak 
words ughtlv. You call her a child, and no doubt her view ox the 
world is childlike; but she is strong in her simplicity. A pledge 
from her will, or I am much mistiken, bear no two meanings, 
Hw marriage with Mr. Mutimer would be as little pleasing to 
me as to you, but 1 cannot see that I have any claim to intoiMse, 
or, indeed, powtf to do so. Is it not the same with yourself ? ’ 

* No, not quite the same.* 

* Then you have hope that you might still affect^er destiny ? * 

Hubert did not answer. 

*Do yon measure the responsibility you would incur? I 
fear not, if you have spoken sincerely. Your experience has 
not bemi of a kind to aid you in understanding her, and, 1 warn 
yon, to make her subject to your caprices would be little short 
of a urime, whethw now—-heed me—or hereafter.* 

' Perhaps it is too late,* murmured Hubert. 
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‘ That may well be, iii more soMes than one.’ 

‘ Can you not discover whetlier she in really engaged ? ’ 

‘ If that were the case, I think I should have hea^ of it.’ 

* If 1 were alkiwcd to see her I So much at least should be 
granted me. I should nut poison the air she breathes.’ 

‘ Do you return to Agworth to-night ? ’ Mr. Wyvern inquired. 

* Yes, J shall walk back.’ 

* Can you come tu me c'lg.iui lo-niorru» evening? ’ 

It was agreed that Hubert should do so. Mr. Wyvern gave 
no definite promise of aid, but the young man felt that he would 
do Bometbing. 

‘ The niglit is fine,* said the vicar; ‘ I will walk half a mile 
u ith you.’ 

Tlicy left the Vicarage, and ten yards from tlie door turned 
into the path which would enable them to avoid the village 
street. Kot two minutes after their quitting the main road the 
smt was passed by Adela licrself, who was walking towards 
Mr. Wyvern’s dwelling. On her inquiring for tl»o vicar, she 
Icamt from the servant that he had just left home. She hesitated, 
and seemed about to ask further questions or leave a message, 
but at length turned away li*oni the dcKir and retraced her steps 
slowly and with bent head. 

She knew not whether to feel glad or soita' that the interview 
she had come to seek could not immediately fake ])lace. This 
day IumI been a hard one for Adela. In ihe morning her mother 
had spoken to her without disguise or affectation, and had told 
hej of Mutimer’s indirect projiosal. Mrs. Waltham went on to 
assure her that there was no hurry, that Mutimer had consented 
to refrain from visits for a short time in order that she might 
take counsel with herself, and that—the mother’s voice trembl^ 
on the words—absolute freedom wtis of coui>*e left lier to accept 
or refuse. But Mr.s. Waltham oould nut pause there, though she 
tried to. She went on to spetik of the day s proceedings. 

‘ Think what we may, my dear, of Mr. Mutimer’s opinions, 
no one can deny that ho is making a most uiiseltlsii use of liis 
wMith. We shall have an opixirtunity to-day of hearing how 
it is regarded by those who-—who understand such questions.’ 

Adela implored to be allowed to remain at home instead of 
attmiding the lecture, but on Uus point Mrs. Waltham was in- 
fioxible. The girl could not offer resolute opposition m a matter 
w'hich involved an hour or two’s endurance. She sat in pale 
silence. Then her mother broke into tears, bewailed herself as a 
luckless being, entreated her daughter s pardon, but in the end 
was perfectly resdv to accept Adela’s sel^sacrifice. 

^ On her return from New Wonley, Adda sat alone till tea« 
time, and after that meal again went to hor room. She was not 
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one of those girls to whom tears oome as a matter of course on 
any occasion of annoyance or of grief; her bright eyes had seldom 
bera dimm ed since childhood, for l^e Ughtsomeness of her 
character ^rew off trifling troubles almost as soon as tliey wwe 
felt, and of graver afflictions she had hitherto known none since 
her father’s death. But since the shocJr she received on that 
day when her mother revealed Hubert Eldon’s unworthiness. 
her emotional hfe had suffered a slow change. Evil, previously 
known but as a dark mystery shadowing far-off regions, had 
become the constant preoccupation of her thoughts. Drawing 
analogies from the story of her faith, she imaged Hubert as the 
angel who fell from supreme uurity to a terrible lordship of 
petition. Of his sins she haa the dimmest conception; she 
was told that they were sins of impurity, and her understanding 
of such could scarcely have been exprcs.sed save in the general 
language of her prayers. Guarded jealously at every nioment 
of her life, the world had made no blur on the fair tablet of her 
mind: her Eden had suffered no invasion. She could only 
repeat to herself that her heart had gone dreadfully astray in 
its fondness, and tliat, whatsoever it cost her, the old hopos, the 
stren^h of which was only now proved, must lie utterly uprooted. 
And {mowing that, she wept. 

8m was too surely sorrow, though it neared her only in imagina¬ 
tion. In a few weeks she seemed to have almost outgrown girl¬ 
hood; her steps were measured, her smile was seldom and lacked 
mirth. The revelation would have done so much; the added and 
growing trouble of <Muttmer’s attentions threateneri to sink her 
in melancholy. 8he would not allow it t<i be seen more than she 
could help; cheerful activity in tlie life of home was one of her 
moral duties, and she strove hard to Kustain it. It was a relief 
to find herself alone each night, alone with her sickness of heart. 

The repugnance arou.sed in her by the thought of bfH>oming 
Mutimer’s wife was rather uistinctivo than reasoned. From 
one priiiit of view, indeed, slie deemed it wrong, since it might 
be entirely the fruit of the love she was forbidden to cherish. 
Striving to read her conscience, whicfi for years liad been with 
her a daily task and was now become the anguish of every 
hour, she found it hard to establish valid roosons for steadfastly 
refusing a man who was her mother’s choice. She read over the 
marriage service frequent^. There stood the promise—to love, 
to honour, and to ob^r. Hfonour and obedience she might render 
him, but what of love ? The question arose, what did love mean ? 
Could there be such a thing as love of an unworthy object? 
Was she not led astray by the spirit eff perverseness which vras 
hmr heritage? 

Adela oonld not bring herself to believe that " to love * in 
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the Bense of the morru^ eenrioe and to * be in love * as her 
heart understood it were one and Ihe same tiling. The Pnrx’ 
taoism of her training led her to distrust profoundly ^ose impulses 
of mere nature. And the oircumstanoes of her own unhappy 
affection tended to confirm her in tins way of thinking. Le^ 
Tew certainly thought otherwise, but was not Letty*s own heart 
too esdusively occupied by worldly considerations? 

Yet it said * love.* Perchance that was something which 
would come after marriage; the promise, observe, concerned the 
future. But she was not merely indifferent; she shrank from 
Mutimer. 

She returned home from the lecture to-day full of dread— 
dread more active than she had yet known. And it drove her 
to a step she had timidly contemplated for more than a week. 
She stole from the house, bent on seeing Mr. Wyvem. She 
could not confess to him, but she could speak of the conflict 
between her mother’s will and her own, and beg his advice; 
perhaps, if he apfieared favourable, ask him to intercede with 
her mother. She had liked Mr. Wyvern from the first meeting 
with him, and a sense of trust hiul been nourished by each 
succeeding conversation. In her agitation she thought it would 
not be hi^ to tell him so much of the circumstances as would 
enable him to judge and counsel. 

Yet it was with relief, on the whole, that she turned home¬ 
wards with her object unattained. It would be much better to 
wait and test herself yet further. Why should she not speak 
with her mother about that vow she was asked to make 7 

She did not seek solitude again, but joined her mother and 
Alfred in the sitting-room. Mrs. Waltham made no inquiry 
about the short absence. Alfred had only just called to mind 
the newspaper which Mr. Keene had given him, and was un¬ 
folding it for perusal. His eye caught a marked paragraph, one 
of a number under the heading * Gossip from Town.* As he 
read it he uttered a * Hullo 1 ’ of surprise. 

' Well, here’s the latest,* he continued, looking at his com- 
i^ons with an amused eye. ’Something about that fellow 
Eldon in a Belwick newspaper. What do you think 7 ’ 

Adela kept still and mute. 

‘Whatever it is, it cannot interest us, Alfred,’ said Mrs. 
Waltham, with dignity. * We had rather not hear it.’ 

‘Well, you sh^ read it for yourself,’ replied AlJhed on a 
second thought. ‘ I think you’d like to know.’ 

His mother todc the paper under protest, and glanced down 
at the paragraph oareleealy. But spekUly her attention became 
doser. 

‘An item of intelligenoe^* wrote the Ixmdon goesiper, 'which 
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1 dftie win interest readars in certain parts of -—shire. A 
lady of j^renoh extraotion who made a name for herself at a 
leading metropolitan theatre last winter, and who really pro¬ 
mises great thmgs in the Thespian art, is back among ns from 
a fioioiim on the Gbntinent. She is understood to have spent 
muon labour in the study of a new part, which she ia about 
to introduce to us of the modem Babylon. But Albion, it is 
whispered, possesses other attractions for her besides apprecia¬ 
tive audiences. In brief, though she will of course appear under 
the old name, she will in reality have changed it for one of 
another nationality before presenting herself in the radiance of 
the footlmhts. The happy man is Mr. Hubert Eldon, late of 
Wanley Ik^or. We felicitate Mr. Eldon.* 

Mrs. Waltham’s hands trembled as she doubled the sheet: 
there was a gleam of pleasure on her face. 

* Give me the paper when you have done with it,* she said. 

Alfred laughed, and whistled a tune as he continued the 

perusal of Mr. Keene’s political and social intelligence, on the 
whole as trustworthy as the style in which it was written was 
terse and elegant. Adela, finding she could feign indifference 
no longer, went from the room. 

* Where did you get this ? * Mrs. Waltham asked with eagerness 
as soon as the girl was gone. 

*From the writer himself,* Alfred replied, visibly proud of 
his intimacy with a man of letters. * Fellow called iteene. Had 
a long talk with hiuL* 

* About this ? * 

* Oh, no. I’ve only just come across it. But he said he’d 
marked something for Mutimer. I’m to pass the paper on to him.* 

* I suppose this is the same woman—7 * 

* No doubt.* 

* You think it’s true 7 ’ 

* True? Why, of course it is. A newspaper with a reputation 

to support can’t go printing people’s names at haphazard. Keene’s 
very thi<^ wiUi em the London actors. He told me some first-class 
stories about - * 

’Never mind,’ interposed his mother. ‘Well, to think it 
should come to this I I’m sure I feel for poor Mrs. Eldon. Really 
there is no end to her misfortunes.’ 

‘Just how such families always end up,’ observed Alfred 
complacently. * No doubt he’ll drink himself to death, or some¬ 
thing of that kind, and thrni we shall have the pleasure of seeing 
a new tablet in the church, inscribed with manifold virtues; or 
even a stained-glaaB vrindow: the last of the Eldons desses 
something noteworthy.* 

* I thiim it’s hardly a subject for joking, Alfred. It is very, 
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very sad. And to think what a fine handsome boy he used to 
be! But he was always dreadfully self-willed.' 

* He was always an impertinent puppy! How he'll play the 
swell on his wife's earnings! Oh, our glorious aristocracy! ’ 

Mrs. Waltham went early to her daughter’s room. Adela 
was sitting with her Bible before her—had sat so since coming 
upstairs, yet had not read three consecutive verses. Her face 
showed no effect of tears, tor the heat of a consuming suspense 
had dried the fountains of woe. 

' 1 don’t like to occupy your mind with such things, my 
dear,’ began her mother, ' but perha]js as a warning 1 ought to 
show you the news Alfred sjKike of. It pleases Providence that 
there should be evil in the world, and for our own safety we 
must sometimes look it in the face, especially we poor w'omen, 
Adela. Will you read that ? ’ 

Adela read. She could not criticise the style, but it affected 
her as sometliing unclean; Hubert’s very name suffered d^ra- 
dation when us^ in such a way. Prepared for worse things 
than that which she saw, no shock of feelings was manifest m 
her. She returned the paper without speaking. 

* I wanted you to see tliat my behaviour to Mr. Eldon was 

not unjustified.’ said her mtithcr. ‘ You don't blame me any 
longer, dear ? * ^ 

* 1 have never blamed you, mother.* 

* It is a sod, sad end to what might have been a life of use¬ 
fulness and honour. 1 have thought so often of the parable of 
the talents; only 1 tear this case is worse. His poor mother! 
I wonder if 1 could wiito to her 1 Y’^et I hardly know how to.’ 

‘ Is this a—a wicked woman, mother ? ' Adela asked falteringly. 

Mrs. W^allham shook lier head and sighed. 

‘ My love, don't you see that she is an actress? * 

‘ But if all actresses arc w'icked, how is it that really good 
people go to the theatre ? ' 

* 1 am afraid they oughtn't to. The best of us are tempted 
into thoughtless pleasure. But now I don't w'ant you to brood 
over things which it is a sad necesisity to have to glance at. 
Read your chapter, darling, and get to bed.’ 

To bed—^but not to sleep. Tlie child's imagination was aflame. 
This scarlet woman, this meteor from hell flashing before the 
ddighted ^es of men, she, then, had bound Hube^ for ever 
in her toils; no release for him now, no ransom to eternity. 
No instant’s doubt of the news came to Adela; in her eyes 
imprimatur was the guarantee of truth. She strove to picture 
the face which had drawn Hubert to his doom. It must be 
lovely beyond compare. For the first time in her life she knew 
the agonieB of jealousy. 
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She could not shed tears, but in her anguish she fell upon 
prayer, spoke the words above her breath that they mig^t 
silence tliat terrible voice within. Poor lost lamb, crying in the 
daikness, sending forth such piteous utterance as might create 
a spirit of love to hoar and rescue. 

Rescue—none. When the fire wasted itself, she tried to 
find solace in the thought that one 8om*ce of misery was stopped. 
Hubert was married, or would be very soon, and if she had 
sinned in loving him till now, such sin would henceforth be 
multiplied incalculably; she durst not, as she valued her soul, 
so much as let his name enter her thoughts. And to guard 
against it, was there not a means offered hear ? The doubt as to 
what love meant was well-nigh solved; or at all events she 
held it proved that the ‘ love ’ of the marriage servioe was some¬ 
thing she liad never yet felt, something which would follow 
upon marriage itself. Earthly lovp had surely led Hubert Eldon 
to ruin; oh, not that could be demanded of her! What reason 
had she now to offer against her mother's desire? Letty^s 
arguments were vain; they were but as the undisciplined motions 
of her own heart. Marriage with a worthy man must often have 
been salvation to a rudderless life; for was it not the lemony 
which, after all, constituted the exclusive sanction ? 

Mutimer, it was t^e, fell sadly short of her ideal of goodness. 
He was an unbeliever. But might not tliis very circumstance 
involve a duty? As his wife, could she not plead with him 
and bring him to the truth? Would not that be loving him, to 
make his spiritual good the end of her existence? It was as 
though a great hvlit shot athwart her darkness. She raised 
herself in bod, and, as if with her very hands, clung to the 
inspiration which had lieen granted her. The light was not 
abiding, but something of radiance lingered, and tliat must 
stead h^er. 

Her brother returned to Belwick next morning after an 
early breakfast. He was in his wonted high spirits, and talked 
with much satisfaction of the acquaintances he had mode on the 
previouB day, while Adela wait^ upon him. Mrs. Waltham 
only appear^ as he was setting off. 

Adda sat almost in silence whilst her mother break¬ 
fasted. * 

‘ You don't look well, dear?' said the latter, coming to the 
little room upstairs soon after the meal 

* Yes, 1 am well, mother. But 1 want to speak to you.' 

Mrs. Waltham seated hersdf in expectation. 

' Win you tell me why you so much wish me to many Mr. 
Mutimer? * 

Adda's tone was quite other than she had hitherto used 
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*iii oonvenatioiiB of this kind. It was submissiye, patiently 
qaestioning. 

‘Yon mustn’t misunderstand me,’ replied the mother with 
some nervousness. ’ The wish, dear, must of course be yours 
as well. You know that I—that I rei^y have left you to consult 
your own- 

The sentence was unfinished. 

* But you have tried to persuade me, motiier dear,’ pursued 
the gentle voice. * You would not do so if you did not think 
it for my good.’ 

Something shot painfully through Mrs. Waltham’s heart. 

’ I am sure I have thought so, Adela; really I have thought 
so. 1 know there are objections, but no marrii^ is in evei^ 
way perfect. I feel so sure of his character—I mean of his 
character in a worldly sense. And you m^t do so much to— 
to show him the true way, might you no^ durling? I’m sure 
his heart is good.’ 

Mrs. Waltham also was speaking with less confidence than 
on former occasions. She cast side glances at her dau^ter’s 
colourless face. 

* Mother, may I marry without feeling that—that I love him ? ’ 

The face was flushed now for a moment. Adela had never 

spoken that word to anyone; even to Letty she had scarcely 
murmured it. The effect upon her of hearing it from her own 
lips was mysterious, awful; the sound did not die with her 
voice, but trembled in subtle harmonies along the chords of 
her being. 

Her mother took the shaken form and drew it to her bosom. 

* If he is your husband, darling, you will find that love grows. 
It is always so. Have no fear. On his side there is not only 
love; he respects you deeply; he has told me so.’ 

* And you encourage me to accept him, mother ? It is your 
desire? 1 am your child, and you can wi^ nothing that is not 
for my ^od. Guide me, mother. It is ^ hard to judge for 
myself. You shall decide for me, indeed you shall.’ 

The mother’s heart was wrung. For a moment she strove 
to speak the very truth, to utter a word about that love which 
Adela was resolutdy excluding. But the temptation to accept 
this unhoped surrender proved too strong. She sobbed her 
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* Yes, I do wish it, Adela. You will find that I—that 1 was 
not wrong.’ 

* Then if he asks me, I will many him.’ 

As those words were epdren Mutimer issued from the Manor 
gates, uncertain whether to go his usual way down to the works 
or to pay a visit to Mrs. Waltham. Ihe lattes* purpose prevailed. 
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The evening b^ore» Mr. Willis Rodman had called at the* 
Manor shortly after dinner. He fouiul Mutimer smoking, with 
coffee at his side, and was speedily mAking himself oomfortaUe 
in the same way. Thmi he drew a newspaper from his podcet. 
*Have yon seen the ** Belwiok Chronicle” of to-dayT* he 
inquired. 

^Why the deuce should I read such a papwT* exclaimed 
Richard, with good-humoured surprise. He was in excellent 
spirits to-night, the excitement of the day having swept his 
mind clear of anxieties. 

* There's something in it, though, that you ought to see.* 

He pointed out the paragraph relating to Eldon. 

* Keene’s writing, eh ? * said Mutimer thoughtfully. 

* Yes, he gave me the paper.' 

Richard rekindled his cigar with deliberation, and stood for 
a few moments with one foot on the fender. 

* Who is the woman ? * he then asked. 

* I don’t know her name. Of course it's the same story 
continued.’ 

* And concluded.’ 


* Well, I don’t know about that,’ said the other, smiling and 
shaking his head. 

‘ This may or may not be true, I suppose,* was Richard’s 
next remark. 


* Oh, I suppose the man hears all that kind of thing. I don’t 
.see any reason to doubt it.’ 

’ May 1 keep the paper? ’ 

’ Oh, yes. Keene tiold me, by-the-by, that he gave a copy 
to young Waltham.’ 

1^. Rodman spoke whilst rolling the cigar in his mouth. 
Mutimer aUowed the subject to lapse. 

There was no impossibility, no improbability even, in the 
statement made by the newspaper correspondent; yet as Richard 
thou^t it over in the night, he could not but regard it as 
sinmuar that Mr. Keene should be the man to make public 
such a piece of information so very opportunely. He was far 
from having admitted the man to his confidence, but betwemi 
Keene and Rodman, as he was aware, an intimacy hod sprung 
up. It might be that one or the other had thou^t it worth 
while to serve him; why should Keene be partioidar to put a 
copy of the paper into Alfred Waltham’s hands? Well, he 
personally kn^ nothing of the affair. If the news effected any¬ 
thing, so much the better. He hoped it mi|;ht be trustworthy. 

Amoim his correspondence in the mommg was a letter mm 
Emma Yin& He opened it last; anyone observing him would 
have seen with what reluctance he b^n to read it. 
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* My dear Richard,’ it ran, * I uTite to thank you for the 

money. 1 would very much rather have had a letter from you, 
however short a one. It seems long since you wrote a real 
letter, and I can’t tkink how long since 1 have seen you. But 
I know how full of business you are, dear, and I’m sure you 
would never come to London without telling me, because if you 
hadn’t time to come here, I should be only too glad to go to 
Highbury, if only for one word. We have got some mourning 
dresses to make for the servants of a lady in Islington, so that 
is good news. But poor Jane is very bad indeed. She suffers 
a great deal of pain, and most of all at night, so that she scarcely 
ever gets more than half-an-hour of sleep at a time, if that. 
Wliat makes it worse, dear Richard, is that she is so very 
unhappy. Sometimes she cries nearly through the whole night. 
1 try my best to keep her up, but I’m afraid her weakness 
has much to do with it. But Kate is veiy well, 1 am glad to 
say, and the childien are very well too. Bertie is beginning 
to learn to read. He often says he w'ould hke to see you. 
Thank you, dearest, for the money and all your kindness, and 
believe that I shall think of you e\eiy minute uith much love. 
From yours ever and ever, ‘ Emma Vine ’ 

It would be cruel to reprotluce Emma's errors of spelling. 
Richard had sometimes not^ a bad instance w'ith annoyance, but 
it was not that which made him hurry to the end this morning 
with lowered brows. When he had finished the letter he crumbled 
it up and threw it into the lire. It was not heartlessness that 
made him do so: ho dreaded to have these letters brought before 
his eyes a second time. 

He was also throwing the envelope aside, when he discovered 
that it contained yet another slip of paper. The writing on this 
was not Emma’s: the letters were cramped and not easy to 
decipher. 

* Dear Richard, come to London and see me. I want to speak 

to you, 1 must speak to you. 1 can’t have very long to live, 
and I must, mtist see you. * Jane Vine.’ 

This too he threw into the fire. His lips were hard set, his 
^es wide. And almost immediately he prepared to leave the 
bouse. 

It w'as early, but he felt that lie must go to the Walthams’. 
He had promised Mrs. Waltham to refrain from visiting the 
house for a week, but that promise it was impossible to keep. 
Jane’s words were ringing in his ears: he seemed to hear bar 
very vedoe calling and beseeching. So far from changing his 
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purpose, it impelled him in the course he had chosen, lliere 
must and diould be an end of this suspense. 

Mrs. Walthun had just come downstairs from her conversa¬ 
tion with Adela, when she saw Mutimer approaching the door. 
She admitted him herself. Surely Providence was on her side; 
she felt almost young in her satisfaction. 

Richard remained in the house about twenty minutes. Then 
he walked down to the works as usual 

Shortly after his departure another visitor presented hims^. 
This w'as Mr. Wyvern. The vicar's walk in Hubert’s company 
the evening before had extended itself from point to poin^ 
till the two reached Agworth together. Mr. Wyvern was addicted 
to night-rambling, and he often covered considerable stretches 
of country in the hours when other mortals sl<mt. To-night 
he was in the mood for such exercise; it worked off unwhole¬ 
some accumulations of thought and feeling, and good counsel 
often came to him in what the Greeks call^ the Kindly time. 
He did not hurry on his way back to Wanley, for just at present 
he was much in need of calm reflection. 

On his arrival at the Vicarage about eleven o’clock the servant 
informed him of Miss Waltham’s having called. Mr. Wyvern 
heard this with pleasure. He thought at first of writing a note 
to Adela, begging her to come to the Vicarage again, but by 
the morning he had decided to be himself the visitor. 

He gathered at once from Mrs. Waltham’s face that events 
of some agitating kind were in progress. She did not keep him 
long in uncertainty. Upon his asking if he might speak a few 
wo^ with Adela, Mrs. Waltham examined him curiously. 

‘ 1 am afraid,* she said, * that 1 must ask you to excuse her 
this morning, Mr. Wyvern. She is not quite prepared to see 
anyone at present. In fact,’ she lowered her voice and smiled 
very graciously, * she has just had an—an agitating interview 
with Mr. Mutimer—she has consented to be his wife.* 

* In that case I cannot of course trouble her,’ the vicar replied, 
with gravity which to Mrs. Waltham appeared excessive, rather 
adapted to news of a death than of a betrothal The dark 
searching eyes, too, made her feel uncomfortable. And he did 
not utter a syllable of the politeness expected on these occasions. 

* What a very shocking thing about Mr. Elddh! ’ the lady 
pursued. * You have heard? * 

‘ Shocking ? Pray, what has hap^ned ? ’ 

Hubert had left him in some depression the night before, 
and for a moment Mr. W 3 rvem dreaded lest some fatality had 
become known in Wanl^. 

/ Ah, yon have not hem ? It is in this newspaper.* 

The vicar examined the column indicated. 
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* Bat,' he exclaimed, with eabdued iDdignatbii, ' this ia the 
merest falsdiood!' 

* A falsehood 1 Are you sure of that, Mr. Wyjem 7' 

* Pwfeotly sure. There is no foundation for it whatsoever.' 

* You don’t say so! I am very glad to hear that, for poor 
Mrs. Eldon’s sake.' 

* G>uld you lend me this newspaper for to>dav 7' 

''With pleasure. Really you relieve me, Mr. Wyvem. I 
had no means of inquiring into the stoiy, of course. But how 
disgraceful that such a thing should appear in print!' 

* T am sorry to say, Mrs. Waltham, that the majority of 
things which appear in print nowadays are more or less dis¬ 
graceful. However, tliis may claim prominence, in its way.' 

* And J may safely contraaict it? It will be such a happiness 
to do so.’ 

* Contradict it by aU means, madam. You may cite me os 
your autbority.' 

The vicar crushed the sheet into his pocket and strode 
homewards. 


CHAPTER XIII 

In the church of the Insurgents there are many orders. To 
rise to the supreme passion of revolt, two conditions are indis¬ 
pensable: to possess the heart of a poet, and to be subdued by 
poverty to the yoke of ignoble labour. But many who fall short 
of the priestho^ have yet a share of the true spirit, bestowed 
upon them by circumstances of birth and education, develop^ 
here and there by the experience of life, yet rigidly limited in 
the upshot by the control of material ease, the fatal lordship of 
the comfortable commonplace. Of such was Hubert Eldon. In 
him, despite his birth and breeding, there came to the surface 
a rich vem of independence, obscurely traceable, no doubt, in 
the characters of certain of his ancestors, appearing at length 
where nineteenth-century influences had thinned the detritus of 
convention and class prejudice. His nature abounded in con¬ 
tradictions, and as yet self-study—in itself the note of a mind 
striving for emancipation—^had done httle for him beyond 
making clear the manifold diflSculties strewn in his pam of 
propess. 

'V ou know already that it was no vulgar instinct of sensuality 
which had made severance between l»»n and the respectabw 
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traditions of his fsmQy. Observnnt friends natorallv oast him 
in the cat^^ of young men whom the prospect of a fortane 
seduces to a life of riot; his mother had no means of forming a 
more aooniate jud^ent. Mr. Wyvem alone had seen beneath 
the surface, aided by a liberal study of the world, and no doubt 
also by that nersonal sympathy which is so important an ally 
of charity and truth. Mr. Wyymi*s early life had not been in 
smooth waters; in him too revolt was native, tempered also by 
spiritual influences of the most opposite kind. He felt a de^ 
interest in the young man, and desired to keep him in view, it 
was the first promise of friendship that had been held out to 
Hubert, who already suffered from a sense of isolation, and was 
wondering in what class of society he would have to look for his 
kith and kin. Since boyhood be had drawn apart to a great 
extent from the companionships which most readily offered. The 
turn taken by the circumstances of his family affected the pride 
which was one of his strongest characteristics; his house had 
fallen, and it seemed to him that a good deal of pity, if not of 
contempt, mingled with his reception by the more fortunate of 
his own standing. He had never overcome a natural hostility 
to old Mr. Mutimer: the hourgeoia virtues of the worthy iron¬ 
master rather irritated than attracted him, and he suffered 
intensely in the thought that his mother brought herself to close 
frimidship with one so much her inferior just for the sake of 
her son’s future. In this matter be judged with tolerable accuracy. 
Mrs. Eldon, finding in the old man a certain unexpected refine¬ 
ment over and above his goodness of heart, consciously or un¬ 
consciously encourttged herself in idealising him, that the way 
of interest might approach as nearly as might be to that of 
honour. Hubert, with no understanding for the craggy facts 
of life, inwardly rebelled against the whole situation. He felt 
that it laid him open to r^cule, the mere suspicion of which 
always stung him to the quick. When, therefore, he declared 
to his mother, in the painful interview on bis return to Wanley, 
that it was almost a relief to him to have lost the inheritance, 
he spoke with perfect truth. Amid the tempest which had 
fallen on his life there rose in that moment the semblance of a 
star of hope. The hatful conditions which had ifreighed upon 
his future beii^ finally cast off, might he not look forward to 
some nobler activity than had hitherto seemed possible? Was 
he not being saved from his meaner self, that part of lus nature 
which tended to conventional ideals, which was subject to 
empty pride and ignoble apprehmisions? Had he gone through 
the storm without companion, hope might have overcome every 
weakness, but empathy with his mother’s deep distress troubled 
his self-controL At her feet he yielded to the mnotions of child- 
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hoodf and hin miseiy increased until bodily suffering brought 
him the relief of unconsciousness. 

To his mothw perhaps he owed that strain of idealism which 
gave his charactw its significance. In Mrs. Eldon it affected 
only the inner life; in Hubert spiritual strivings naturally 
sott^t the outlet of action. That his emancipation should 
demre itself in some exaggerated way was quite to be expected: 
impatience of futilities and insincenties made common cause 
wiw the fieiy spirit of youth and spurred him into reckless 
pursuit of that abiding rapture which is the dream and the 
despair of the earth’s purest souls. The pistol bullet chocked 
his course, happily at the right moment. He had gone far 
enough for experience and not too far for self-recovery. Tlie 
wise man in looking back upon his endeavours regrets nothing 
of which that can be said. 

By the side of a passion such as that which hod opened 
Hul^rt’s intellectual manhood, the mild, progressive attach¬ 
ments sanctioned by society show so colourless as to suggest 
illusion. Thinking of Adela Waltham as he lay recovering from 
his illness, he found it difficult to distinguish between the feelings 
associated with her name and those which he had ow'od to 
other maidens of the same type. A week or tw'o at WanJey 
generally resulted in a conviction that ho was in love with 
Adela; and had Adela been entirely subject to her mother’s 
inffuences, had she fallen but a little short of the innocence 
and delicacy which were her own, whether for happmess or 
the reverse, she would doubtless have been pledged to Hubert 
long ere this. The merest accident had in truth prevented it. 
At home for Cliristmas, the young man had mode up his mind 
to speak and claim her: he [lostponed dumg so till iic should 
have returned from a visit to a college friend in the same county. 
His friend had a sister, five or six years older than Adela, and 
of a warmer typo of beauty, with the finished graces of the 
town. Hubert found himself once more without guidance, and 
so left Wanley behind him, journeying to an unknown land. 

Hubert could not remember a time when he had not been 
in love. Tlie objects of his devotion had succeeded each other 
rapidly, but each in her turn was the perfect woman. His 
imagination cast a halo about a beautiful head, and hastened to 
see in its possessor all the poetry of character which he aspired 
to W'orship. In his loves, as in every other circumstance of life, 
he would have nothing of compromise; for him the world con¬ 
tained nothing but his passion, and existence had no other end. 
Betw^n that past and this present more intervened than Hubert 
could yet appreciate; but he judged the change in himself by 
the lidJbt in which that Mrty love appeared to him. Those were 
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tbe restless ardours of boyhood: he could not henceforth trifle 
so uith solemn meanings. The ideal was harder of disooveiy 
than he had thought: perhaps it was not to be found in tiiie 
world at all. But what less perfect could hmoeforth touch ^ 
heart? 

Yet througliout his convalescence he thought often of Adela, 
perhaps because she was so near, and because she doubtless often 
thou^t of him. His unexpected meeting with her on Staiibury 
Hill affected him strangely; the world was new to his eyes, and 
the girl’s face seemed to i^are in the renewal: it was not quite 
the same face that he had held in memory, but had a frei^ 
significance. He read in her looks mure than formerly he had 
been able to see. This impression was strengthened by his 
interview with her on the following day. Had she too grown 
much older in a few months ? 

After spending a fortnight with his mother at Agworth, he 
went to J.<ondon, and for a time thought as little of Adeia as of 
any other woman. New interests claimed him» interests purely 
intellectual, the stronger that his mind seemed just aroused 
from a long sleep. He thre*.^’ himself into various studies with 
more zeid than he had hitherto devoted to such interests; not 
that he had as yet any dehiiite projects, but solely beoau.He it 
was his nature to be m pursuit of some excellence and to scorn 
mere acquiescence in a Ufe of every-day colour. He lived all 
but in loneliness, and when the change had had time to work 
upon him his thoughts began to revert to Adela, to her alone 
of those who stood on the other side of the gulf. Site came 
before his ^es as a vision of purity; it was soothing to picture 
her face and to think of her walking in the spring meadows. 
He thought of her as of a white rose, dew-besprent, and gently 
swayed by the sweet air of a sunny morning; a white rose 
newly spread, its heart virgin from the hands of shaping Nature. 
He could not decide what quality, wliat absence of thought, 
made Adela so distinct to him. Was it perhaps the exquisite 
delicacy apparent in all she did or said 7 £v«i the most reverent 
thought seemed gross in touching her; the mind flitted round 
about her, kept from contact by a supreme modesty, which 
she alone could inspire. If her head were paintetj, it must be 
against the tenderest eastern sky; ail associations with her 
WOTB of the morning, when hmtless rays strike level acTuss the 
moist earth, of simple devoutness which renders thanks for 
the blessing of a new day, of menrey robed like the zenith at 
dawn. 

His study just now was of the early Italians, in art and 
litoature. There was more of Adela thiw he perceived in the 
impulse which guided him in that direotaon. When he came 
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to read the * Vita Nuova,* it was of Adela expieas^ that he 
thought. The poet's passion of worship entoed Us heart; 
transferriiig his present feeling to his earliw self, he grew to 
regard his reoent madness as a lapse from the true love of Us 
life. He persuaded himself that he had loved Adela in a far more 
smious way than any of the others who from time to time had 
been her rivals, and that the love was now returning to him, 
stiiengthened and exalted. He began to write sonnets in Danto's 
manner, striving to body forth in words the new piety which 
iUumin^ his life. Whereas love had been to him of late a 
glorification of the senses, he now cleansed hitnself from what 
he deemed imparity and adored in mere ecstasy of the spirit. 
Adela soon be^me rather a symbol than a living woman; he 
identified her with the ends to which his life darkly aspired, 
and all but convinced himself that memory and imagination 
would henceforth suffice to him. 


In the autumn he went down to Agworth, and spent a few 
days with his mother. The temptation to walk over to Wanlty 
and call upon the Walthams proved too strong to be resisted. 
His rejection at their door was rather a shock than a surprise; 
it had never occurred to him that the old friendly relations had 
been in any way disturbed; he explained Mrs. Waltham’s 
bdiaviour by supposing that his silence had offended her, and 
perhaps his failure to f^e leave of her before quitting Wanley. 
Possibly she thought he had dealt lightly with Adela. Offence 
on purely moral grounds did not even suggest itself. 

He returned to London anxious and unhappy. The glimpse 
of Adela sitting at the window had brought him back to reality; 
after all it was no abstraction that hsd become the constant 


companion of his solitude; his love was far more real for that 
moment’s vision of the golden head, and had a very real power 
of afflicting him with melancholy. He faltered in his studies, 
and once again had lost the motive to exertion. Then came the 
letter from his mother, telling of Adela’s rumoured engagement. 
It caused him to set forth almost immediately. 

The alternation of moods exhibited in his conversation with 


Hr. Wyvem continued to agitate him daring the night. Now 
it seemed impossible to approach Adela in any way; now be 
was prepared to defy evei^ consideration in order to save her 
and secure his own happiness. Thai, after dwelling for awhile 
on the difficulties of hu position, he tried to convince himself 
that once again he had been led astray after beautv and good¬ 
ness which existed only in his imagination, that in losing Adda 
he onfy dismissed one m(»e illusion. Such comfort was nnsub- 
stantiM; he was, in truth, consumed in wretchedness at the 
tenght that she once might easily have been his, uid that he 
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had passed her by. What matter whether we love a reality or 
a drMm, if the bve drive as to freo^f Yet how ooold he renew 
his relations with her? Evm if no actual engagement bound 
her. dlie must be pr^udiced against him by stories which would 
make it seem an insmt if he Mdressed her. And if the enmge> 
ment really existed, what shadow of excuse had he for troublmg 
her with ms love? 

When he entered his mother’s room in the morning. Bfrs. 
Eldon took a small volume from the table at her side. 

*1 found this a few we^ ago among the books you left 
with me.* she said. * How long have you had it. Hubert ? * 

It was a copy of the ’Chmtian Year.* and writing on the 
^-leaf showed that it belonged, or had once belonged, to Adels 
Waltham. 

Hubert regarded it with surprise. 

* It was lent to me a year ago.’ he said. * I took it away 
with me. I had forgotten that I had it.* 

The circumstances under which it had been lent to him came 
back veiy clearly now. It was after that visit to his friend 
which had come so unhappily between him and Adela. When 
he went to bid her good-bye he found her alone, and she was 
reading this book. She spoke of it. and. in surpriso that he had 
never read it. begged him to take it to Oxford. 

* I have another copy.’ Adela said. ‘ You can return that 
any time.’ 

The time had only now come. Hubert resolved to take the 
book to Wanl^ in the evening; if no other means offered. Mr. 
Wyvem would return it to the owner. Might he enclose a 
note? Instead of that, he wrote out from memory two of 
his own sonnets, the brat of those he had recently composed 
under the influence of the * Vita Nuova.’ and shut them be¬ 
tween the pagra. Then he made the book into a parcel and 
addressed it. 

He started for his walk at the same hour as on the evening 
before. There was frost in the air. and already the stars were 
bright. As he drew near to Waziley. the road was deserted; 
his footfall was loud on the hard earth. The moon began to 
show her face over the dark top of Stanbury Hill, and presently 
he saw by the clear rays that the figure of a woman was a few 
yards ahead of him; he was overta^g hra. As he drew near 
to her. she turned her head. He knew her at once, for it was 
Letty Tew. He had been used to meet Letiy often at the 
Walthams’. 

Evidently he was himself recognised; the girl swerved a 
little^ as if to let him pass, and kept her head bMt He obeyed 
an impulse and spoke to her. 
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‘ I am afraki you have forgotten me. Miss Tew. Yet I don’t 
like to paas you witiiout saying a word.’ 

* I thought it was—^the light makes it difficult-’ Letty 

murmured, sadly embarrassed. 

’ But the moon is beautiful.’ 

‘ Very beautiful.’ 

They r^arded it togetlier. Letty could not help glancing 
at her companion, and as he did not turn his face she examined 
him for a moment or two. 

‘ I am going to see my friend Mr. Wy vern,’ Hubert proceeded. 

A few more remarks of the kind were exchanged, Letty by 
degrees summoning a cold confidence; then Hubert said— 

‘ 1 have here a book wliich belongs to Miss Waltham. She 
lent it fo me a year ago, and I wish to return it. Dare I a^k you 
to put it into her hands? ’ 

Letty knew' what the book must be. Adela had toki her of 
it at the time, and since had spoken of it once or twice. 

‘ Oh, yes, I will give it her,’ she replied, rather nervously 
again. 

‘ Will you say that J would gladly have thanked her myself, 
if it had "been possible ? ’ 

‘ Yes, Mr. Eldon, I will say that.’ 

Something in Hubert’s voice seemed to caune Letty to raise 
her i^es again. 

*lu)u wish me to thank her?’ she added, incoiisequently 
perhaps, but with a certain significance. 

‘ If you will be so kind.’ 

Hilbert wanted to say more, but found it diflicult to discover 
the right words. I.ietty, too, tned to shadow forth something that 
was in her mind, but virith no better success. 

‘If 1 rememW,’ Hubert said, pausing in his walk, * this 
stile will be my shortest way across to the Vicarage. Thank 
you much for your kindness.’ 

He hod rais^ his hat and w'as tuniing, but Letty impulsively- 
put fortli her hand. ‘ Good-bye,’ he said, in a friendly voice, as 
he took the little fingers. * I wish the old days w'ere back again, 
and we were going to have tea together as we used to.’ 

Mr. Wyveni’s lace gave no promise of cheerful intelligence 
os he welcomed his visitor. 

’What is the origin of this, I wonder?’ he said, handing 
Hubert the ’ Belwick Chioniole.’ 

Hie state of the young man’s nerves w-as not well adapted 
to sustain fresh irritation. He turned pale with anger. 

* Is this going the round of Wonley ? ’ 

' Probabfy. I had it from Mrs. Waltham.’ 

’ Did you contradict it? ’ 
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* As emphAtically as 1 could.’ 

* I will see the man who edits this to>morrow,’ cried Habwt 
hotly. * But perhaps he is too great a blackguard to talk 
with.’ 

* It purports to come^ you see, from a London correspondent. 
But 1 suppose the source is nearer.’ 

* You mean—^you think that man Mutimer has originated it?* 

' I scarcely think that.’ 

* Yet it is more than likely. I will go to the Manor at once. 
At least he shall give me yes or no.’ 

He had started to his feet, but the vicar laid a hand on his 
shoulder. 

‘ I’m afraid you can’t do that.’ 

* Why not ? ’ 

* Consider. You have no kind of right to charge him with 
such a thing. And there is another reason: he proposed to 
Miss Waltham this morning, and she accepted him.’ 

* This morning ? And tins paper is yesterday’s. Why, it makes 
it more hkely than ever. How did they got the paper ? Doubtless 
he sent it 1 hem. If she has accepted him this very day - 

The repetition of the words seemed to force their meaning 
upon him through ins anger. His voice failed. 

* You tell me that Adela Waltham has engaged herself to 
that man? ’ 

* Her mother told me, only a few minutes after it occurred.* 

* Then it was this that led her to consent.’ 

* * Surely that is presupposing Uk) much, my dear Eldon," said 

the vicar gently. 

* No, nut more tnan I know to be true. 1 could not say that 
to anyone but you; you must understand mo. The girl is being 
cheat^ into marrying that fellow. Of her own free will she ooim 
not do it This is one of numberless lies. You are right; it’s no 
use to go to him: he wouldn’t tell the truth. But ahe must be 
told. How can 1 see her ? * 

’ It is more difficult tlian ever. Her having accepted him mokes 
aU the difference. Explain it to yourself as you may, you cannot 
give her to understand that you doubt her sincerity.’ 

* But does she know that this story is false ? ’ 

* Yes, that she will certainly hear. 1 have busied mysdf in 
contradicting it. If Mrs. Waltham does not tell her, she will 
hear it from her friend Miss Tew, without question.’ 

Hubf^rt pondered, then made the inquiiy: 

* How could I procure a meeting with Miss Tew? 1 met her 
just now on the road and spoke to tor. 1 think she might consent 
to help me.’ 

Mr. Wyv^ looked doubtful. 
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* Ton met her? She was ooming from Agwortht* 

* She seemed to ba* 

* Her father and mother are gone to spend to-morrow with 
friends in Belwiok; I suppose she diore into Wanlej with 
(hem, and walked back.* 

The vicar probably meant this for a suggestion; at all events, 
Hubert received it as one 

* Then I will simply call at the house. She may be alone. I 
oan’t weigh niceties.* 

Mr. Wyvern made no reply. The announcement that dinner 
was ready allowed him to quit the subject. Hubert with difficulty 
sat through the meal, and as soon as it was over took his depar¬ 
ture, leaving it uncertain whether he would return that evening. 
The vicar offered no further remark on the subject of their 
thoughts, but at parting pressed the young man's hand warmly. 

Hubert walked straight to the Tews* dwelling. The course 
upon which he had decided had disagreeable aspects and in¬ 
volved chances anything but pleasant to face; he had, however, 
abundance of moral courage, and his habitual scorn of petty 
obstacles was just now heightened by passionate feeling. 
made his presence known at the house-ooor as though his visit 
were expected. Lettv herself opened to him. It was Saturday 
night, and she thought the ring was Alfred Waltham*8. Indeed 
the half uttered a few familiar words; then, recognising Hubert, 
she stood fixed in surprise. 

* Will you allow me to speak with you for a few moments. 
Miss Tew 7 * Hubert said, with perfect self-possession. * I ask 

f our pardon for calling at this hour. My business is urgent; 

have come without a thought of anything but the need of 
teeing you.* 

* Will you come in, Mr. Eldon? * 

She led him into a room where there was no fire, and only 
one lamp burning low. 

* I’m afraid it's very cold here,* she said, with extreme nervous¬ 
ness. * The other room is occupied—^my sister and the children; 
I hope you-* 

A little girl put in her face at the door, asking * Is it Alfred? * 
Letty hurried her away, closed the door, and, whilst lighting 
two candles on the mantelpiece, begged her visitor to seat 
himself. 

* If you will allow me, I will stand,* said Hubert. * I scarcely 
know how to begin what I wish to say. It has reference to Miss 
Waltham. I aish to see her; 1 must, if she will let me, have an 
opportunity of speaking with her. But I have no direct means of 
letting her know my wish; doubtless you understand that. In 
my h^plessness I have thought of you. Perhaps I am asking 
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aa imponibilil^. Will yon—oao yoi»-»iepeab my wards to Misi 
Waltham* and bep her to see mef' 

Letty listened m sheer bewilderment. The positioii in which 
■he foim herself was so alarmingly novel, it nuKle sooh a whirl¬ 
pool in her quiet life, that it was aU she ooold do to strumle with 
the throbbing of her heart and attempt to gather her ^ushts. 
She did not even refleot that her eyes were fixed on Huberrs in 
a steady gaze. Only the sound of his voice after silenoe aided her 
to some degree of oollectedness. 

* There is every reason why you should aoouae me of worse 
than impertinence,* Hubert <x)ntiauad, less impulsively. *I 
can only ask your for^voiess. Miss Waltham may very likely 
refuse to see me, but, if you would ask he r —- * 

Letty was borne on a torrent of strange thoughts. How 
could this man, who spoke with such impressive frankness, with 
such pwsuasivaiess, be the abandoned creature that she had of 
late believed him T With Adela’s secret warm in her heart she 
could not but feel an interest in Hubert, and the interest was 
becoming something like zeal on his behalf. During the past 
two hours her mind had been occupied with him exclusively; 
his words when he left her at the stile had sounded so good and 
tender that she bogan to question whether there was any truth 
at all in the evil things said about him. The latest story had 
just been declared baseless by no less an authority thim the 
vicar, who surely was not a man to maintain friendi^p with a 
.worthlefw profligate. What did it all mean? She had heard 
milv half an hour ago of Adela’s positive acceptance of Mutimw, 
and was wretched «bout it; secure in her own love-match, it 
was the mystoy of mysteries that Adela should consent to marry 
a man she could sosrcdy endure. And here a chance of rescue 
seemed to be offering; was it not her plain duty to give what 
help she might? 

* You have probably not seen her since 1 gave you the book ? * 
Hubert said, perceiving that Letty was quite at a loss for words. 

* No, 1 haven’t seen her at all to-day,* was the reply. * Do 
you wish me to go to-night? ’ 

* You consent to do me this great kindness? * 

Letty blushed. Was she not committing herself too hastily 

* Thwe cannot be any harm in giving your message,* she said, 
half interrogatively, hw timidity throwing itself upon Hubert’s 
honour. 

* Surely no harm in that.* 

* But do you know that she—have you heard——? * 

* Yes, 1 Irnow. She has accepted an offer of marriage. It was 
b^use 1 heard of it that 1 came to you. You are her nearest 
friend; you can speak to her as others wpuld not venture 
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to. I oahr for five minutos. I entreat her to gnat me 
that.’ 

To add to her perturbation* Letty wae in dread of hearing 
Alfred*! ring at the door; she durst not prolong tiiis interrieir. 

' I will t^ her** she said * If I can* 1see her to-night.* 

* And how can 1 hear the resnltT 1 am afraid to ask yoi»— 
if yon would write one line to me at Agworth T 1 am staying 
at my mother’s house.* 

He mentioned the address. Letty* who felt hersdf oan^t 
up above the world of common experiences and usages* gave her 
promise as a matter of course. 

' I shall not try to thank you** Hubert said. * But you will 
not doubt that 1 am grateful ? ’ 

Letty said no more* and it was with profound relief that she 
heard the door close behind her visitor. But even yet the danger 
was not past; Alfred might at this moment be approaching* 
so as to meet Hubert near the house. And indeed this all but 
happened* for Mr. Waltham presented himself very soon. Letty 
' had had time to impose secrecy on her sisters, such an extra- 
ordinaiy proceeding on her part that they were awed* and made 
faithful promise of discretion. 

Letty drew her lover into the firelesa room; she had blown 
out the candles and turned the lamp low again, fearful lest her 
face should display signs calling for comment. 

* I did BO want you to come! ’ she exclaimed. * Tell me about 
Adela.* 

*1 don’t know that there’s anj^hing to tell,* was AlfM’s 
stolid reply. * It’s settled, that’s ali. 1 supjpose it's all right* 

* But you speak as if you thou^t it mightn’t be, Alfr^ 7 * 

* Didn’t know that I did. Well* 1 haven’t seen her since I 
got home. She’s upstairs.* 

* Can’t I see her to-night 7 1 do so want to.* 

* I dare say she’d be glad.* 

* But what is it my dear boy7 I’m sure you speak as if you 
weren’t quite satisfied.’ 

' The mater save it’s all right. I suppose she knows.* 

* But you’ve always been so anxious for it* 

’Anxious7 1 haven*t been anxious at all. But I dan say 
it*B the wisest thing she oould do. I like Mutimer well enoogh.* 

’ Alfred, 1 don’t think he’s the proper husband for Adela.* 

* Why not 7 There’s not much chance that she’ll ^ a better.* 

Alfred was manifestly less cheerful than usual When Letty 

continued to tax him with it he grew rather irritable. 

*Go and talk to her yourself** he said at length. ’You’ll 
find it's all right. I don’t pietmid to understand her; there’s so 
much religion mixed up with her doipgs* and I can’t stand that.’ 
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Letty shook her heed and si^ed. 

* What a vile smeU of oanSe smoke there is herel * Alfred 
eried * And the room must be five ox six degrees below sera 
Let's go to the fire.* 

* I think 1 shall run over to Adela at onoe,* said Let^, as she 
followed him into the halL 

* All right Don't be vexed if she refuses to let you in. I’ll 
stay here with the younraters a bit* 

The truth was that Alf^ did feel a litUo uncomfortable this 
evenin^and was not sorry to be away from the house for a short 
time. He was one of those young men who wUl pursue an end 
out of mere obstinacy, and who, throu|^ default of imaginative 
power, require an event to declare itself before the^ can appreciate 
the ways in which it will affect them. This mamage of his sister 
with a man of the working class had possibly, he now felt other 
aspects than those which alone be had regarded whilst it was 
merely a matter for speculation. He was not seriously unea^, 
but wished his mother had been somewhat less precipitate. WoU, 
Adela could not be such a simpleton as to bo driven mtirely 
counter to her inclinations in an affair of so much importance. 
Qirls were confoundedly hard to understand, in short; prob¬ 
ably they existed for the purpose of keeping one mentally 
active. 

Letty found Mrs. Waltham sitting alone, she too seemingly 
not in the best of spirits. There was something depressing in 
the stillness of the house. Mrs. Waltham had her vohuno of 
family prayers open before her; her handkerchief la^ upon it 

* She is naturally a little—little fluttered,* she said, speaking 
of Adela. * I hoped you would look in. Try and make her laugh, 
my dear; that's all she wants.* 

The girl tripped softly upstairs, and softly knocked at Adela’a 
door. At her ^ May I come in 7 * the door was opened. Letty 
examined her friend with surfurise; in Adela’s face there was 
no indication of trouble, rather the light of some great joy dwelt 
in her eyes. She embraced Letty ^derly. The two were as 
nearly as possible of the same i^ge, but Letty had always regarded 
Adela in the light of an elder sistw; that feeling was very stiong 
m her just now, as well as a diffidence greater tb^ sjie had known 
before. 

* Are you happy, darling? * she asked timidly. 

* Tes, dear, 1 am hiwpy. I believe, I am sure, I have done 
rig^t. Take your hat off; it’s quite early. I’ve just been reading 
the collect for to-morrow. It's one of those 1 have never quite 
understood, but 1 think it’s dear to me now.* 

They read over the prayer together, and spoke of it for a 
few nunnteq. 
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* What have you brou^t me? ’ Adda adced at length* notioiiig 
a little parcel in tiieoth^s hand. 

* It*e a book I have been asked to give yon. I shall have to 
expldn. Do yon mnember lending—blending someone your 
‘‘Christian Year”?* 

The smfle left Adda's face* and the musclea of her mouth strung 
themsdves. 

* Yes* I remember** she replied coldly. 

‘As 1 was walking back from Agworth this afternoon* he 
overtook me on the road and asked me to return it to you.* 

* Thank you* dear.' 

Adela took the parcel and laid it aside. There was an awkward 
silence. Letty ooiud not look up. 

* He was going to see Mr. Wyvem** she continued* as if anxious 
to lay stress on this. ‘ He seems to know Blr. Wyvem veiy 
wdL* 

‘ Yes ? You didn't miss Alhred* I hope. He went out a very 
abort time ago.' 

* No* I saw him. He stayed with the others. But 1 have some¬ 
thing more to tell you* about—about him.* 

* About Alfred ? * 

‘ About Mr. Eldon.’ 

Adela looked at her friend with a grave surprise* much as a 
quemi regards a favourite subject who has been over-bold. 

*I think we won’t talk of him, Lietty*' she said from her 
height. 

‘ Do forgive me* Adela. 1 have promised to—to say some¬ 
thing. There must have bem a great many thums saM that 
were not true* just like this about his marriage; i am so sure 
of it* 

Adela endeavoured to let the remark pass without replying 
to it. But her thought expressed itself involuntarily. 

* His marriage? What do you know of it?' 

‘ Mr. Wyvem came to see mother this morning* and showed 
her a newspaper that your mother gave him. It said that Mr. 
Eldon was gomg to marry an actress* and Mr. Wyvem declared 
there was not a word of truth in it. But of course your mother 
told you that? ’ 

Adela sat motionless. Mrs. Waltham had not troubled herself 
to make known the vicar's contradiction. But Adela could 
not allow herself to admit that Finding her voice with difficulty* 
she said: 

‘ It does not at all concern me.' 

‘But your mother did tdl you* Adela?' Letty persisted* 
emboldened by a thought which touched upon indignation. 

' Of oonrse she did.' 
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The faMiood waa uttered with cold deliberateness. Thera 
was nothing to show that a pang quiyered on every nerve of the 
speaker. 

' Who can have sent such a thing to the paper? * Letty ex¬ 
claimed. * There must be someone who wishes to do him harm. 
Adela, I don*t believe anytking that people have said! * 

Even in speaking she was frightened at her own boldness. 
Adda's eyes had never regarded her with such a look as now. 

* Adda, my darling 1 Don't, don't be angry with met' 

She sprang forward and tried to put her arms about her friend, 
but Adela gently repelled her. 

' If you have promised to say something, Letty. you must 
keep your promise. Will you say it at once, and dien let us tdk 
of something else? * 

Letty checked a tear. Her trustful and loving friend seemed 
ohangM to someone she scarody knew. She tro grew colder, 
and began her story in a lifeless way. as if it no longer possessed 
anv interest. 

^ Just when I had had tea and was expecting Alfred to come, 
somebody rang the belL I went to the door myself, and it was 
Mr. Eldon. He had come to speak to me of you. He said he 
wanted to see you, that he mud see you. and begged me to tell 
you that. That's all, Adela. I couldn't refuse him; I fdt I had 
no right to; he spoke in such a way. But 1 am very sorry to have 
so di^leased you, dear. I didn't think you would take anytiiing 
amiss that I md in all sincmty. 1 am sure there has been some 
wretched mistake, something worse than a mistake, depend upon 
it. But I won't '■ay any more. And 1 think I'll go now, 
Adela.' 

Adela spoke in a tone of measured gravity which was quite 
new in her. 

'You have not displeased me, Letty. I don't think you 
have been to blame in any wav; I am sure you had no choice 
but to do as he asked you. You have repeated all he said? * 

' Yes, all; all the words, that is. There was something that 
I can't repeat.' 

' And it I consented to see him, how was he to know ?' 

' I promised to write to him. He is staying at Agworth.’ 

* You mustn't do that, dear. I will write to him'tnraelf, then 
I can thank him for returning the book. What is his address? * 

Letty gave it. 

* It is, of course, impossible for me to see him,' pursued Adela, 
still in tee same measured tones. * If I write myself it will save 
you any more trouble. Forget it, if I seemed unt^d, dear.* 

* Adda, I can't forget it. Yon are not like yourself, not at 
all. Oh, how 1 wish this had happened sooner! Why why 
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eao*t yoa eee him, darling? 1 think yon ong^t to; 1 do really 
think K>.* 

* I must be the best judge of that, Letty. Please let us speak 
of it no more.' 

The sweet girl-faoe was adamant, its expression a jwood 
trirginity; an ascetic sternness moulds the smah, delicate lips, 
Letty’s countenance could never have looked like that^ 

Lttt to herself again, Adela to(^ the parcel utou her lap and 
sat dreiuning. It was long before her face relaxed; when it 
did so, the mood that succeeded was profoundly sorrowfuL 
One would have said that it was no personal grief tut absorbed 
her, but compassion for the whole world’s miseiy. 

\^en at length she undid the wrapping, her eye was at once 
caught by the papers within the voluma She started, uid 
seemed cJraid to touch the book. Her first thought was that 
Eldon had enclosed a letter; but she saw that tiiere was no 
envelope, only two or three loose slips. At length she examined 
them and found the sonnets. They had no heading, but at the 
foot of each was written the date of composition. 

She read them. Adela’s studv of poetry had not gone beyond 
a school-book of selections, with the works of Mrs. Hemans and 
of Lon^ellow, and the * Christian Year.’ Hubert’s vmses she 
found mfficult to understand; their spirit, the very vocabulary, 
was strange to her. Only on a second reading did she attain a 
glimmering of their significance. Then she folded them again 
and laid them on the table. 

Before going to her bedroom she wrote this letter: 

' Dsab Mb. Eldon, —T am much obliged to you for returning 
the “ Christian Year.” Some papers were left in its pages by 
accident, and 1 now enclose them. 

* Miss Tew also brought me a message firom you. I am sort 
that I cannot do as you wish. I am unable to ask you to callL 
and 1 hope you will understand me when I say that any other 
kind of meeting is impossible. 

* I am, yours truli% 

* Adels. Waltham.* 

It was Adela’s first essay in this vein of composition. The 
writing cost her an hour, and she was &r from satisfied wiUi 
the fiul form. But she copied it in a firm hand, and made it 
ready for posting on the morrow. 
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CHAPTER XIV 

* Bbtwxxn Richard Mutimer, bachelor, and Adda Marian 
Waltham, spinBior, both of this parish.’ 

It was the only announcement of the kind that Mr. WyTem 
had to make this Sunday. To one of his hearers he seemed to 
utter the names with excessive emphasis, his deep voice rever* 
berating in the church. The pews were high; Adela almost 
oowered in her comer, feeling pierced with me eyes, with the 
thoughts too, of the congr^auon about her. 

She had wondered whether the Manor mw would be occupied 
to>day, but it was not. When she stooa up, her eyes strayed 
towa^ it; the red curtains which concealed the iiit^or were 
old mxd faded, the wooden canopy crowned it with dreary state. 
In three weeks that would be her place at service. Sitting there, 
it would not be hard to keep her thoughts on mortality. 

Would itnot have been graceful in h^ to attend church to*day ? 
Would she in future worship under the canopy alone? 

No time had been lost. Mr. Wyvem received notice of the 
proposed marriage less than two hours after Adela had spoken 
her world-changing monosyllable. She put in no plea for delay, 
and her mothw, though affecting a little consternation at 
Mutimer’s hasten could not seriously object. Wanley, discussing 
the matter at its Sunday tea-tables, declared with unanimity 
that such expedition was indecent. By this tiiAe the disapprovu 
of the village had attached itself exclusively to Mrs. Waltham; 
Adda was spoken of as a martyr to her mother’s miserable 
calculations. Mrs. Mewling went about with a story, that only 
by physical restraint haa the unhsmpy girl been kept from 
taki^ flight. The name of Hubert Moon once more came up 
in conversation. There was an unauthenticated rumour that 
he had been seen of late, lurking about Wanley. The more 
boldly speculative gossips looked with delicious foreboding to 
the results of a marriage such as this. Given a young mao of 
Eldoa’s reputation^^h me! 

Hie Walthams all lunched (or dined) at the Mmior. Mutimer 
was in high spirits, or seemed so; there were moments when tiie 
cheerful ^k died on his face, and Ms thou^ts wandered from 
the conversation; but if his eye fell on AdeU he never fsfled to 
•mile the smile of inner satisfMtion. She had not yet refunded 
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to his look, and only answered his questions in the briefwt words; 
hot her ooimtenanoe was resolntely bright, and her beauty all 
that nuui could oiidL Richard did not flatter himself that she held 
him dear; indeed, he was a good deal in doubt whether offeotion, 
as Tulmly understood, was consistent with breeding and educa¬ 
tion. But that did not concern him; he had ^dned his end, uid 
> was jubilant. 

In tiie course of the meal he mentioned that his sister would 
come down from London in a day or two. Christmas woe only 
a week off, and he had thought it would be pleasant to have her 
at tiie Manor for that season. 

*Oh, that*8 very nice!* assented Ifrs. Waltham. 'Alice, 
her name is, didn’t vou say 7 Is she dork or fair 7 * 

* Fair, and just about Adela’s height, 1 should think. I hope 
yon*ll like her, Adelo.’ 

It was unfortunate that Richard did not pronounce the name 
of his bride elect quite as it sounds on cultured lips. This may 
have been partly the result of diffidence; but there was a slurring 
of the second syllable disagreeably suggestive of vulgarity. It 
struck on the glrrs nerves, and m^e it more diflScult for her to 
grow accustomed to this form of address from Mutimer. 

Tm sure I shall try to,’ she replied to the remark about 
Alice, this time endeavouring to fix her obstinate eyes for a 
moment on Richard’s face. 

* Tour brother won’t come, then 7 * Mrs. Waltham asked. 

' Not just yet, I’m afiraid. He’s busy studying.’ 

* To read and write, I fear,’ was the lady’s silent comment. 
On the score of Alice, t^, Mrs. Waltham nursra a certain anxiety. 
The damsels of the working class are, or so she apprehended 
somewhat more difficult of acceptance than their fathers and 
brothers, and for several reasons. An artisan does not necessarily 
suggest, indeed is very distinct from, the footman or even groom; 
but to dissociate an uneducated maiden from the lower i^ons 
of the house is really on exertion of the mind. And then, it is to 
be feared, the moral tone of such young persons leaves for the 
most part much to be desired. Mrs. Waltham was v^ womanly 
in her distrust of her sex. 

After luncheon there was on inspection of the house. Adda 
did not go farther than the drawi^-room; her brother remained 
with her whilst Mutimer led Mrs. Waltham through the chambers 
she might core to see. The lady expressed much satisfaction. 
The finishing hod been performed in a substantial manner, 
without dispuy; one might look forward to considerable 
oomfoit at the Manor. 

* Ain change that Adda supiests,’ said Richard daring this 
tour, ^diaH of course be carried out at (moe. If die imesn’t 
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liks the paper in any of the roomi, ahe^s odJy mt to aaj so and 
choose a better. Do yon think she'd oaie to Iom at the stahiSiT 
rO |et a oanriage for her« and a horse to ridsb if she likes.* 

Hudhaid felt strongly that this was speaking in a generons 
way. He was not aware that his tone hinted as muoht bnt it 
nnmistakahly dkL l^e ynlgaril^ of a man who tries hind not 
to he vulgar is always parri^daiiy distoessinff. 

*Oh, how kind!' murmured Mrs. Walmam. 'Adda has 
never riddm; I should ri»ink oarrii^ exercise would be enouuh 
for her. We mustn’t forget your principles, you know, for 
sure they are very admirable.' 

' Oh, I don't care anytiiing about luxuries m 3 r 8 elf, but Adda 
shaU have everything she wants.' 

Alfred Waltham, who knew the house perfectly, led his 
mother to inspect the stables, Mutimer remaining with Adela 
in the drawing-room. 

' You've bMn very quiet all dinner-time,' he said, taking a 
seat near her and bending forward. 

' A little, perhaps. I am thinking of so many things.' 

* What are they, I wonder T ’ 

* Will you let me have some books about Socialism, and the 
other questions in which you are interested T * 

* 1 snould think I wml You really mean to study these 
things? ’ 

'Yes, I will read and think about them. And 1 shall be 
glad if yon will explain to me more about the works. I have 
never quite understood aU that you wish to do. Perhaps you 
wiU have time when you come to see us some evening.' 

* Well, if I haven't time. I’ll make it,* said Rioha^ laughing. 
' You can't think how glad 1 am to hear you say this.* 

* When do you expect your sister 7' 

* On Tuesday; at least, 1 hope it won't be later. Pm sure 
you'll like hw, you can’t hdp. She hasn't such looks as yon 
have, you know, but we've always thought her very fair-looking. 
What do you think we often call her? The Princess! That's 
part because of her name, Alice Maud, and part from a sort of 
way she's always had. Not a flighty way, but a sort of—well, 
I can’t describe it. 1 do hope you’ll like her.' 

It was the first time Aaela had heard him spdsk in a tone 
which impressed her as enrirely honest, not excepting his talk 
of the Propaganda. Here, she felt, was a side of his character 
that she had not suspected. His voice was almost tender; the 
play of his features b^kened genuine feeling. 

*I can see she is a great fovourite with you,' she replied. 
' 1 have no doubt I shalflike her.* 

* You'll find a good deal that wants altering, I’ve ho doubt,* 
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lie poimiedv now quite t w ge ilu l of hiiiiielf. * She beeu’t had 
modi edoeatioiii uou know; tiU just latefy. But yon*]! help 
her in that, won^ yont She’s as good-natored as tasy girl 
ttring, and whenever yon pat her ri^t yoa may be anze dmll 
only thank you. Tve wanted to have her here beCoie^ onfy 1 
tfaon^t rd wait till 1 knew whether^yoa know what I mean.* 
As if in a sudden gloom before her eyes Adela saw his faoe 
draw nearer. It was a moment’s loss of oonscioosness, in whioh 
a i^iastly fear flashed nmn her souL Th^ with lips that 

a uivared, she began to talk quickly of SociaUsm, just to dispel 
lie horror. 

On the following afternoon Mutimer came, brinmna a number 
of books, pamphlets, and newspapers. Mrs. Wutham had 
discreetly abanaoned the sitting-room. 

*I don’t want to frighten you,’ he said, laying down his 
bundle. ‘You haven’t got to read through all these. 1 was 
up nearly all last night marking pages that 1 thought you’d 
better study first of all. And heros a lot of back numbm of 
the “ Fiery Cross; ” I should like you to read all that’s signed by 
BIr. Westlake; he’s the editor, you know.* 

* Is there anything here of your own writing ? ’ Adela inquired. 
*No, 1 haven’t written anything. I’ve kept to lecturing; 
it comes easier to me. After Christmas 1 shall have several 
lectures to give in London. Perhaps you’ll come and hear mef ’ 
* Yes, of course.’ 

‘ Then you can get to know Mrs. Westlake, I dare say. She’s 
a lady, you know, like youraelf. There’s some poetry by her 
in the paper; it just has her initialB, “ 8. W.” She’s with us 
heart and sord, as you’ll see by her writing.’ 

*ls Alice a Socialist?’ Adela asked, after glancing fitfully 
at the papms. 

* Oh, she’s ^a princess; it would be too much to eneet 
Socialinn of her. But I dare say she’ll be beginning to think 
more now. I don’t mean she’s been thou^tless in the wrong 
way; it’s just a—1 can’t very wdl describe it But I hope 
you’ll see her to-morrow night May I bring her to you whM 
die comes? ’ 

* I hope yon wilL’ 

*rm dad your brother won’t be here. I only mean, you 
kiK>w, I’d rather she got aooostomed just to you first of alL 1 
dare say she’ll be a bit timid, you won’t mind that? ’ 

Adela returned to the graver subject 
* All the people at New Wanley are Socialists? ’ 

* Yes, all of them. They join the Union when they oome to 
work, we take a good ml of care in choosing our men.’ 
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* And yon pav higher wages than other employenT * 

* Not much h]^er, hot the rents of the oottages are ▼eiy few, 
and aH the food sold at the store is oost price. No, we donD*t 
pretend to make the men rich. We*¥e had a good lot coming 
with qoite mistaken ideas, and of coarse th^ wouldn't suit ns. 
And yon mnstn’t call me the employer. All 1 have 1 look upon 
as the property of the Union; the men own it as much as X 
do. It^s omy uat I regulate the work, just because somebody 
must. We're not making any profits to speak of yet, but thaf Q 
only come in time; whaterer remains as clear proflt,<—and I 
don't take anything out of the works myself—^goes to the 
Propaganda fund of the Union.' 

* Please forgive mv ignorance. Tve heard that word “ Pio< 
paranda " so often, but I don't know exactly what it means.' 

Mutimer became patron^ing, quite without intending it. 

* Propaganda! Oh, that’s the spreading our ideas, you know; 
printing paper, giving lectures, uring ^uaces of meeting, and 
so on. That's what l^paganda means.' 

* Thank you.' said Adela musingly. Then she continued,— 

* And the workmen only have the advantage, at present, of 
the low rents and cheap fo^ ? ' 

* Oh, a good deal more. To begin with, they're housed like 
human beings, and not like animals. Some day you shdQ see 
the kind of places the people live in, in London and other big 
towns. You won’t believe your eyes. Then they have shorter 
hours of work; they’re not treatra like omnibus horses, calcu¬ 
lating just how much can be got out of them without kiUing 
than before a ^nasonable time. Then they’re sure of their 
work as long as they keep honest and don't break any of our 
rules; that’s no slight thing, I can toll vou. Whjr, on the ordinary 
system a man may find himself and his family without food 
any week end. Then there's a good school for the chikken; 
they pay threepence a week for each child. Then there’s the 
rea^g-room and library, and the lectures, and the recreation- 
ground. You just come over the place with me some day, 
and talk with the women, and see if they don't think they’re 
well off.' 

Adela looked him in the face. 


' And it is you they have to thank for all this7«^ 

' WeU, 1 don't want any (sredit for it,' Mutimer replied, waving 
his hand. * What would you think of me if I worked them like 
niggers and just enjoyed myself on the profits! That's what 
the camtalists do.' 

* 1 uiink you are doing more than most men would. There 
is oofy one thii^' 

She dropped her voice. 
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* Wbat’i tliat, Adels? * 

* rU ipeek of it some other time.’ 

‘ I know what you mean. You’re sony Fve got no religioD. 
Ay, but I hsTel here’s my relimon» down there in New WanleT* 
Fm eavinff men and women and children from hnn|(er and ooki 
and Ae l^ee of brute beasta. 1 teach them to hve honestJy 
ami Boborfy. There’s no public-house in New WanW, and 
there won’t be.’ (It just flashed across Adela’s mind that Mutamer 
drank wine himself.) * There’s no bad language if I can help it. 
Hie ohildrm ’U be brought up to respect the human nature 
that’s in them, to honour their parents, and act justly and 
kindly to all they have dealings with. Ihn’t there a good deal of 
reli^n in that, Adela? ’ 

* Yes, but not all Not the most important part’ 

*WeU, as yon say, we’ll tidk over that some other time. 
And now Fm sorry I can’t stay any longer. I’ve twenty or 
thirty letters to get written before post-time.’ 

Adela rose as he did. 

*If there’s ever anything I can do to help you,’ she said 
modestly, * you will not fail to ask me ? ’ 

’ That I won’t. What I want you to do now is to read what 
Fve marked in those books. You mustn’t tire your eyes, you 
know; there’s plenty of time.’ 

’ I will read all you wish me to. and think over it as much 
as I can.* 

*Then you’re a rk^t-down good girl, and if I don’t think 
myself a lucky man, 1 ought to.’ 

Me left her trembling with a strange new emotion, the begin- 


ne lerc ner tremDiing witn a strand new emotion, the begm- 
ning of a self-conscious zeal, an enthusiasm forced into bdng 
like a hothouse flower. It made her cheeks bum; she could not 
rest tin her study had commenced. 

Richard had written to his sister, saying that he wanted her, 
that idle must come at once. To Alice his thoughts had been 
long turning; now that the time for action had arrived, it was 
to her that he trusted for aid. Things he would find it impossible 
to do himself, Alice might do for him. He did not doubt his 
power of pmuading her. With Alice principle would stand 
second to ^ advantage. He had hard things’ to adc of her, hot 
the case was a desperate one, and she would endure the un¬ 
pleasantness for his sake. He blessed her in anticipation, 
t Alice received the letter summon^ her on Monday morning. 
Richard himself was expected in Highbuiy; expected, too, at a 
■ed little house in Hoxton; for he had constantly promised to 
mend Christmas with his Mends. The present letter did not say 
twt he would not corner only that he wanted his sister immedi¬ 
ately. She was to bring her best dress for wear when she 
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arriT^ He told her the trein she was to take on TneMlaj 
monuQg. 

The snininons filled Alioe witii deli^^t. Wanl^t whenoe 
had oome the murellouB fortune^ was in her imaginatbp a 
land flowing with milk and honey. MoreoTer, this would be 
her first ezpnrieDoe of travel; as jBt she had never been farther 
out of London than to Epping Forest. The injunction to briiv 
her best dress excited visrons of polite company. All throu{$ 
Monday she practised ways of walking, of eating, of speaking. 

* What can he want you for? * asked Mrs. Mutimer gloomily. 
* 1 sh’d *a thought he might *a taken you with him after Christ* 
mas. It looks as if he wasn’t coming.' 

The old woman had been habitually gloomy of late. The 
reply she had received to her letter was not at all what die 
wanted; it increased her impatience; die had read it endless 
times, trying to get at the vc^ meaning of it Christmas must 
bring an eim to thu wretched state of things; at Christmas 
Dick would oome to London and marry Emma; no doubt he 
had that time in view. Fears which she would not consoioudy 
admit were hovering about her night and day. %e had begun 
to talk to herself aloud, a consequence of over-stress on a brain 
never used to anxiouB thought; she went about the 
rooms of the house muttering ' Didc's an honest man.* To 
ke^ moving seemed a necessity to her; the chair in the dim 
comer of Ike dining-room she now scarry ever occupied, and 
the wonted empl^ment of her fingers was in abeyance. She 
spent most of her day in the kitchen; alrea^ two servants had 
Int because tiiey could not endure her fid^y supervision. 
She was growing suspiciouB of ev^ one; Auoe had to listen 
ten times a day to complaints of dishonesty in Ike domestics or 
the tradespeople; the old woman kept as keen a watch over 
petty expenditure as if poverty had still to be guarded against. 
And she was constantly visit^ the Vines; she would rise at 
small hours to get her house-work done^ so as to be able to 
spend the afternoon in Wilton Square. That^ in truth, was stiD 
her home; Ike new house could never be to her what tiie old 
was; she was a stranger amid the new furniture, and sighed with 
relief as soon as hw eyes rested on the familiar chavs tables 
which had bem her houariiold gods through a lifetime. 

'Any had mven comparativdy little trouble of late; beyond 
an occaaionaT return hrnne an hour or so after midnight^ his 
proceedings seemed to be p^eoriy regular. He saw a good 
deal of Mr. Keene, who, as Alice gathered from various renmiks 
in Richard's letted exercised over him a sort of tutorage. It 
was singular how complet^ Richard seemed to have changed 
in his Judgment of Mr. iLeene. * His connection with news- 
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pftpen nwkee him very useful/ said one letter. * Be aa frieodly 
with him as you like; I trust to your good sense and under* 
standing of your own interest to draw the line.* When at the 
house Mr. Keene waa profoundly respeotful; his position at 
such times was singular, for as often as not Alice haa to enter¬ 
tain him alone. I^found, too, was the journalist’s discretion 
in regard to all doin^ down at Wanley. Knowing he had several 
times visited the Manor, Alice often sought information from 
him about her brother’s way of life. Mr. Keene always replied 
with generalities. He was a man of humour in his way, and Alice 
same to regard him with amusement. Then his extreme respect 
flattered her; insensibly she took him for her criterion of gentility 
in men. He supplied her with * society * journals, and now and 
then Bug^ted the new novel that it behoved her to read. 
Richard^ad even withdrawn his opposition to the theatre- 
going; about once in three we^ Mr. Keene presented himself 
with tickets, and Alice, accompanied by her brother, accepted his 
invitation. 

He called this Monday evening. Mrs. Mutimer, after spending 
a day of fretful misery, had gone to Wilton Square; ’Arry was 
away at his classes. Alice was packing certain articles she had 
purchased in the afternoon, and had just delighted her soul with 
the inspection of a travelling cloak, also bought to-day. When 
the visitor was announced, she threw the garment over her 
shoulders and appeared in it. 

* Does this look nice, do you think ? ’ she asked, after shaking 
hands as joyously os her mc^ dictated. 

* About as nice as a perfect thing always does when it’s worn 
by a perfect woman,’ Mr. Keene repli^, drawing back and 
inclining his body at what he deemed a graceful angle. 

* Oh, come, that’s too much! ’ laughed Alice. 

*Kot a bit, Miss Mutimer. I suppose you travel in it to¬ 
morrow morning? ’ 

* How did you know that ? ’ 

’ I have heard from your brother to-day. I thought I might 
perhaps have the great pleasure of doing you some sUght service 
either to-night or in the morning. You will allow me to attend 
you to the station? ’ 

* I rosily don’t think th«re’s any need to trouble you/ Alice 
replied. Imese respectful phrases always stirred her pleasurably: 
in listening to them she bore hmself with dignity, and endeavmired 
to make miswer in becoming diction. 

* Trouble? What other object have I in life but to sOTve yon ? 
ni pat it in anothw way: yon won’t refuse me the pleasure of 
beh^ near you for a few minutes? * 

* Tm sure you’re very kind. 1 know very well it’s taking you 
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oat of your way, but it ian’t likoly I aliaU tefose to lot you 
oomo.* 

lir. Koeae bowed low in sflenoe. 

* Have yoa broa^t me that pa^t' AUoe asked, aeating 
henelf with oaref ol arrangement of her dreee. * The Ghristmae 
niimb«r with tiie ghost story you spoke of, you knowf * 

In the course of a Taried life Mr. Keene had for some few 
months trodden the boards of prorincial theatres; an oooasbnal 
tom of bk speech, and still more his favoorite gestures, bore 
evidence to tnat period of his career. Instead of making direct 
reply to A1ioe*s question, he stood for a moment as if dazed; 
then flinging back his body, smote his forehead with a ringing 
slap, and groaned * O Heaven 1 * 

^What’s the matter?* cried the girl, not quite knowing 
whether to be amused or alarmed. 

But Mr. Keene was rushing from the room, and in an instant 
the house door sounded loudly behind him. Alice stood dis* 
concerted; then, thinking she understood, laughed gaily and 
ran imtairs to complete her packing. In a quarter of an hour 
Mr. Keene’s return brou^t her to the drawing-room again; 
The journalist was propping himself against the mantelpiece, 
gasping, his arms hanging hmp, his hair disordered. As Alice 
approached he stagger^ forward, fell on one knee, and held to 
her the paper she had mentioned. 

* Pardon—^forgive!' he panted. 

* Why, where ever have you been ? * exclaimed Alice. 

*No matter 1 what are time and space? Forgive me. Miss 
Mutimeri 1 desorve to be turned out of the house, and never 
stand in the light of your countenance again.' 

* But how fooUsh I As if it mattered all that. What a stale 
you're in! I'll go and get you a glass of wine.* 

She ran to the dining-room, and returned with a decanter 
and glass on a tray. Mr. Keene had sunk upon a settee, one 
arm hanging over the back, his ^es closed. 

* You have pardoned me? * he murmured, regarding her with 
weary rapture. 

* I dont see what there is to pardon. Do drink a glass of wine! 
Shall I pour it out for you ? * 

* Driim and service for the gods r • 

* Do you mean the peoj^e in the gallery ? * Alice asked 
roguishly, recalling a term in which Mr. Keene had instructed 
her at their latest visit to the theatre. 

* You are as witty as you are beautifull * he sighed, taking 
the dass Msd drainmg it. Alice turned away to the fire; de- 
cide^y Mr. Keene was in a gidlant mood tins evening; hitherto 
his compliments had been ht more guarded. 
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Hiey bcnan to oonvene in a more terrestria] manner. Alice 
wanted tolmow whom she was likelj to meet at Wanley; awl 
Mir. Keme, in a li^t way, sketched for her the W^tham family. 
Kie became thon^tful whilst he was describing Adda Waltham, 
and snbsequentiiy. recurred several times to that vonng lady. 
Hie joumi^t allowed himself to enter into detail, and Ali^ 
almost ceased talking. 

It drew on to half-pMt nine. Mr. Keene never exceeded di8> 
cretbn in the hours of his visits. He looked at his watch and rose. 

* I may call at nine? * he said. 

* If yon really have time. But 1 can manage quite well by 
m 3 rself, you know.* 

* What you can do is not the question. If I had my will yon 
should never know a moment’s trouble as bng as you Uved.* 

*If I never have worse trouble than going to the railway 
station, I shall think myself lucky.* 

‘ Miss Mutimer- * 

‘YesT* 

* Ton won’t drop me altogether from your mind whilst you’re 
away? * 

There was a change in his voice. He had abandoned the tone 
of excessive politeness, and Sj^ke very much like a man who has 
feeling at tibe back of his wor^. Alice regarded him nervously. 

* I’m not going to be away more than a day or two,* she 
said, smoothing a fold in her dress. 

* If it was only an hour or two I couldn’t bear to think you’d 
altogether forgotten me.’ 

* Why, of course I shan’t! * 

* But—~-Mi88 Mutimer, I’m abusing confidence. Your 
brother trusts me; he’s done me a good many kindnesses. But 
I can’t help it, upon nw soul. If you betray me, I’m done for. 
You won’t do that? I put myself in your power, and you’re 
too to hurt a fly.’ 

*What do you mean, Mr. Keene?’ Alice asked, inwardly 
pleased, yet feeling uncomfortable. 

* I can’t go away to-night without saying it, and ten to one 
it means I shall never see you again. You know what I mean. 
Well, harm me as you like; I’d rather be harmed by you than 
done good to by any one else. I’ve got so far, there’s no going 
back. Do you think some day you could—-do you think you 
ooiddf ’ 

Alice dropped her eyes and shook her pretty head slowly. 

* I can’t give any promise of that kino,* she replied under her 
breath. 

*You hate me? I'm a disagreeable beast to yon? Fm a 
low——* 


176 



Demos 

* Oh dear, don't aay saoh Ihinga, Mr. Keenel The idea! I don't 

diaUke you a Ut; but of oouree that's a difierent thing- * 

He held out his hand sadlv, dashing tiie otiier over his eyes. 

'Good'bye, I don't t^ink 1 can oome again. I've abused 

confidence. When your brother hears of it-- But no matter. 

I'm onlv a—a sort of cn>s8ing*sweeper in your ^es.' 

Alice's laugh rang merrily. 

* What thinra you do call yourself! Now, don't go off like that, 

Mr. Keene. To bogin with, my brother won't hear anything 
about it- 

'You mean thatT You are so noble, so formving? Pooh, 
as if 1 didn't know you were! Upon my soul. I'd run from here 
to South Kensington, like the ragamuffins after the cabs with 
lugga^ only just to get a smile from yon. Oh, Miss Mutimer 

* Mr. Keene, I can't say ves, and I don’t like to be so unkind 
to you as to say no. You’ll let that do for the present, won't 
you?' 

* Bless your bright eyes, of course I wUl 1 If I don’t love you 
for your own saS:e, I’m the wretchedest tumip-snatcher in 
London. Good-bye, Princess 1' 

* Who taught you to call me that? ' 

'Taught me? It was only a word that came naturally to 
my lips.' 

Curiously, this was quite true. It impressed Alice Maud, 
and she thought of Mr. Keene for at least five minutes con¬ 
tinuously after his departure. 

She was extravagantly gay as they drove in a four-wheeled 
cab to the station next morning. Mr. Keene made no advances. 
He sat respectfully on the seat opposite her, with a travelling 
bag on his knees, and sighed occasionally. When she had secured 
her seat in the railway carriage he brought her sandwiches, buns, 
and sweetmeats enough for a voyage to New York. Alice waved 
her hand to him as the train moved away. 

She reached Agworth at one o'clock; Richard had been 
pacing the platform impatiently for twenty minutes. Porters 
were eager to do his bidding, and his instructions to them were 
suavely imperative. 

' They know me,' he remarked to Alice, with his air of satisfac¬ 
tion. *1 suppose you’re half frozen 7 I've got a foot-warmer in 
the trap.' 

The carriage promised to Adela was a Inzniy Richard had 
not ventured to allow himsdf. Alice mounted to a seat by his 
side, and he drove off. 

* Wh^ on earth did prou come second-class t' he asked, after 
a»Aiwining ]| 0 r attire with approviU. 
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* Oni^t H to have been fint? It really seemed sack a lot 
§i money, Dick, when 1 came to look at the fares.* 

* Yes, it oaght to hare been first. In London things don’t 
matter, but here Tm known, you sea Did mother go to the 
station with you t * 

* No, Mr. Keene did.* 

* Keena eh ? ’ He bent his brows a moment. 

* I hope he behaves himself 7 * 

* Fm sure he*s very gentlemanly.* 

* Yes, you oii^t to have come first-class. A princess riding 
seoond’ll nevw do. You look well, old girl 7 Glad to coma eh 7 * 

*We]l,gueesl And is this your own horse and trap, Dick7* 

* Of course it is.’ 

* Who was that man 7 He touched his hat to you.’ 

Mutimer glanced back carelessly. 

’ Fm sure 1 don’t know. Most people touch their hats to me 
about here.* 

It was an ideal winter day. A feathering of snow had faDen 
at dawn, and now the clear, cold sun made it sparkle faur and wide. 
IRie horse’s tread rang on the frozen highway. A breeze from tiie 
north-west chased the blood to healthsome leaping, and caught 
the breath like an unexpected kiss. The colour was high on 
Alice’s fair cheeks; she laughed with delight. 

* Oh, Dick, what a thing it is to be rich 1 And you do look such 
a gentleman; it’s those glovm, I think.’ 

°Now we’re going into the village,’ Mutimer said presmitly. 
* Don’t look about you too much, and don’t seem to oe 
questions. Eveiybody ’ll be at the windows.* 


CHAPTER XV 

BnrwxaN the end of the village street and the gates of the 
Manor, Mutimer gave his sister hasty directions as to her be¬ 
haviour before the servants. 

* Put on iust a bit of the princess,* he said. * Not too much, 
von know, but just enou^ to show that it isn’t the first time 
m your life that you’ve been waited on. Don’t alwara give a 
* tiumk you; ’ one every now and thmi’ll do. 1 woukm’t anile 
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too much or look pleased, whatever you see. Keep that all till 
we're idone together. We ahall have iiinoh at onoe; I'll do most 
of the talking whilst the swvants are about; you just answer 
quietly.' 

These instmotions were interesting, but not altogether in* 
dispensable; Alice Biaud had by this time a very pretty notion 
of now to conduct herself in the presence of meuiala. The trying 
moment was on mitering the house; it was vmy hard indoM 
not to utter her astonishment and ddight at the dimensions of 
the hall and the handsome staircase. This point safely pansed, 
she resigned hers^f to splendour, and was conducted to her 
room in a sort of romantic vision. The Manor satisfied her idea 
of the ancestral mansion so frequently described or alluded to 
in the fiction of her earlier yearn. If her mind had just now 
reverted to Mr. Keene, which of course it did not, she would 
have smiled very royally indeed. 

When she entered the drawing-room, clad in that best gown 
which her brother had needlessly requested her to bring, and 
saw that Richard was standing on the hearth-rug quite alone, 
she could no longer contain herself, but bounded towards him 
like a young fawn, and threw her arms on his neck. 

* Oh, Dick,' she whispered, * what a tiling it is to be rich! 
How ever did we live so long in the old way! If I had to go back 
to it now I should die of misery.* 

' Let’s have a look at you,' he returned, holding her at arm’s 
length. * Yes, 1 think that'll about do. Now mind you don't 
'let them see that you’re excited about it. Sit down here and 
pretend to be a bi^ tired. They may oome and say lunch is 
reatfy any moment.' 

’ Dick, I never felt so good in my life! I should like to go about 
the streets and give sovereigns to everybody I met.' 

Richard laughed loudly. 

* Well, well, there’s better ways than that. I've been giving 
a good many sovereagns for a long time now. I'm only sr^rry you 
weren’t here when we opened the Hall.' 

* But you haven’t told me why yon sent for me now.’ 

’ All ri^t» we’ve got to have a long talk presently. It isn't 
all ^oUy as you thi^ but 1 oan’t help that.' 

’ Why, what can be wrong, Dick ?' ' 

' Never mind; it'll all oome out in time.’ 

Alice came back upon certain reflections which had occupied 
her earlier in the morning; th^ kept her busy through luncheon. 
Whilst she ate^ Riohud observed her oloMly; on the whole 
he could not perceive a great difierenoe between hw manners 
and Adela's. Difference there was, but in details to which 
MntiiTOr was not very sensitive. He kept up talk about the works 
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for the most part, and described certain difficnltieB oonoeming 
ri^ts of way which had of late arism in the Tioiniiy oi the 
industrial settlement. 

* 1 think yon shall come and sit with me in the library,' he 
said as th^ rose from table. And he gave orders that coffee 
should be served to them in that room. 

Hie library dM not as yet quite justify its name. Thera was 
only one bookcase, and not more than volumes stood on its 
shelves. But a lar^ writing-table was weU covered with papers. 
There were no pictures on Uie wails, a lack which was noticeable 
throughout the house. The effect was a certain severify; there 
was no air of home in the spacious chambers; the walls seemed 
to frown upon their master, the hearths were cold to him as to 
an intruding alien. Perhaps Alice felt something of this; on 
entering the library she shivered a little, and went to warm her 
hands at the fire. 

* Sit in this deep chair,’ said her brother. * I’U have a cigarette. 
How’s motherT ’ 

* Well, she hasn't been quite herself,’ Alice replied, gazing into 
the fire. * She can’t get to fed at home, that’s the truth of it. 
She goes very often to the old house.’ 

* wes very often to the old house, does she? ’ 

He repeated the words mechanically, watching smoke that 
issued from his lips. ' Sup^e she’ll get all right in time.’ 

When the coffee arrived a decanter of cognac accompanied 
it. Richard had got into the habit of using the latter raiher 
freely of late. He needed a stimulant in view of the convecsa* 
tion that was before him. The conversation was difficult to 
b^in. For a quarter of an hour he strayed over subjects, each 
of which, he thought, might bring him to the point. A question 
from Alice eventi^y gave him the requisite impulse. 

’What’s the bad news you’ve got to tell me^ Dick?’ she 
asked shyly. 

' Bad news? Why, yes, I suppose it is bad, and it’s no use 
pretending amrthing else. I’ve brought you down here just to 
tell it you. ^mel^y must know firsts and it had better be 
somebody who’ll Usten patiently, and perhaps hdp me to get 
over it. 1 don’t know quite how you’ll take it^ Alk^ For any¬ 
thing 1 can tell you may get up and be off, and have nothi^ 
more to do with me.' 

'Why, what ever can it be, Dick? Don’t talk zronsense. 
You're not afraid of me, I should think.’ 

’ Yes, 1 am a bit afr^ of you, old girl It isn't a nice thins 
to teU you, ai^ there's the long mid short of it. Pm hanged 
if I know how to bogin.' 

He laughed in an irresolute way. Tfying to light a new 
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o^Euette from the remnantB of the one he had smcdced, hie 
hands shook. Then he had reoonne again to oognao. 

AUoe was dromming with her foot on the floor. She sat 
forward, her arms crossed upon her lap. Her eyes were still 
on tile fire. 

* Is it anything about Emma, Dick ? * she asked, after a dk- 
concerting wmoe. 

‘Yes, it is.’ 

* Hadn’t you better tell me at once? It isn’t at all nice to 
feel like this.* 

* Well, I’U ttil you. I can’t marry Emma; I’m going to marry 
someone else.* 

Alice was prepared, but the plain words caused her a moment’s 
oonstOTiation. 

* Oh, what erer will they all say, Dick ? ’ she exclaimed in a 
low voice. 

’That’s bad enough, to be sure, but I think more about 
Emma herself. I feel ashamed of myself, and that’s the plain 
truth. Of course I shall always give her and her sisters all the 
money th^ want to live upon, but that isn’t altogether a way 
out. If only 1 could have hinted something to her before now. 
Fve let it TO on so long. I’m going to be married in a fortnight.’ 

He could not look Alice in the face, nor she him. His shame 
made him an^; he flung the half-smoked cigarette violently 
into the fire-pum, and began to walk about the room. Alice was 
■ speaking, but he did not heed her, and continued with impatient 
loudness. 

* Who the devil could imamne what was going to happen ? 
Look here, Alice; if it hadn’t been for mother, 1 shouldn’t have 
engaged myself to Emma. I shouldn’t have cared much in the 
old ^d of life; she’d have suited me very well. You can say 
all the eood about her you like, 1 know it’ll bo true. It’s a 
cursed shame to treat her in this wav, 1 don’t need telling that. 
But it wouldn’t do as things are; why, you can see for yourself 
—would it now? And thars only hau the question: I’m going 
to marry somebody I do really care for. What’s the goM of 
keeping my word to Emma, only to be miserable myself and 
make her we same? It’s the hamest thing ever happened to a 
man. Of course I shall be blackguarded rignt and left. Do 1 
deserve it now ? Can 1 help it ? ’ 

It was not quite consistent with the tone in which he had 
bagun, but it had the force of a genuine utterance. To this 
Richa^ had worked himself in fretting over his position; he 
was the real sufferer, though decency con^lled him to pretend 
it was not so. He had come to think of Emma almost angrily; 
die was a elog on him, and all the more irritating because he 
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knew Hukt hie brate etrength, if only he exert it, eonld 
iweep her into nothinmeae at a blow. 1%e atuetnese with 
iriiioh Alice accepted hie revelation encouraged hkn in self- 
defence. He talked on for several mmatee, walking about and 
■waying his arms, as if in this he could literally riiake 
himself free of moral obligations. Thai, finding his throat dry, 
he had recourse to cognac, and Alice could at length spei^ 

* You haven’t told me, Dick, who it is you’re going to marry.’ 

* A la^ called Miss Waltham—^Adela Waltham. She lives 
here in Wanley.* 

* Does she know about Emma ? ’ 

The question was simply put, but it seemed to affect Richard 
very disaneeably. 

’ No, of course she doesn’t. What would be the use? ’ 

He throw himself into a chair, crossed bis feet, and kept silence. 

* I’m very sorry for Emma,’ murmured his sister. 

Richard .«<aid nothing. 

’ How shall you tell her, Dick ? ’ 

‘ 1 can’t tell her! ’ he replied, throwing out an arm. ’ How 
is it likely I can tell her? ’ 

’ And Jane’s so dreadfully bad,’ continued Alice in the under¬ 
tone. ’ She’s alw^B saying she cares for nothing but to see 
Emma married. What shcul we do? And everything seemed 
so first-rate. Suppose she summonses you, Dick ? ’ 

The noble and dignihed legal process whereby maidens r^ht 
themselves naturally came into Alice’s thoughts. Her brother 
scouted the suggestion. 

* Emma’s not that kind of girl Besides, I’ve told you I 
shall always send her money. She’ll find another husband l^ore 
long. Lots of men ’ud be only too glad to many her.* 

Ahoe was not satisfied with her brother. The practical aspects 
of the rupture she could consider leniently, but the tone he 
assumed was jarring to her instincts. Though nothing like a 
worm friendship existed between her and Emma, she sym¬ 
pathised, in a way impossible to Richard, with the sorrows of 
the abandoned She was conscious of what her judgment 
would be if anotoer man had acted thus; and though thtf was 
not BO much a matter of consciousness, she felt tlmt Richard 
n^ht have spoken in a way more calculated to aid her in talriiw 
his side. She wished, in fact, to see only his advantage, aro 
was very much tempt^ to see everything but that. 

* But you can’t keep her in the dark any longer,’ she urged. 
•Why, it’s cruel!’ 

* 1 oan’t tdl her,* he repeated monotonously. 

Aliee drew in her feet. It symbolised retiring within her 
defeofles. She saw what he was aiming at^ and imt not at all 
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dispoMd to ptoMuo him. Then wm m long aUenoo; Atteo 
was dotermined not to be the first to break it 

* Ton refoae to help meT ’ Richard aaked at length, between 

hie teeth. < 

*I tiiink it would be ereiy bit as bad for me as for yon/ 
she replied. 

* That yon <»m*t think,* he argued. * She oan*t blame you; 
you*ve only to say Fve iMhared like a blackguard, and you're 
out of it’ 

* And when do yon mean to tell mother? * 

' She’ll have to hear of it from other people. 1 can’t teU her.* 

Richard had a snspicion that he was irretrievably ruining 
himself in his sistor’s opinion, and it did not improve hu temper. 
It was a foretaste of the widw obloquy to come upon him, 
possibly as hard to bear as any condemnation to whicn he had 
exposed himsrif. He shook himself out of the chair. 

* Well, that’s all I’ve got to tell you. Perhaps you’d better 
think over it. 1 don’t want to keep you away from home loimer 
than you care to stay. There’s a train at a few minutes after 
nine in the morning.’ 

He shuffled for a few moments about the writing-table, then 
went from the room. 

Alice was unhappy. The reaction from her previous high 
spirits, as soon as it had fully come about, brought her even to 
tears. She cried silently, and, to do the girl justice, at least 
half her sorrow was on Emma’s account. Pr^ntly she rose 
and began to walk about the room; she went to the window, 
and lo<»ed out on io the white ^aMen. The sky beyond the 
thin boughs was dusking; the ww, which sang so memly a 
few hours ago, had fallen to sobbing. 

It was tro wretched to remain alone; she resolved to » 
into the drawing-room; perhaps hor brother was there. As 
she approached the door somebody knocked on the outside^ 
then were entered a dark man of spruce appearance, who drew 
back a step as soon as he saw her. 

’Pray excuse me,* he said, with an air of politmiess. *1 
supposra I should find Mr. Mutimer here.’ 

’ 1 think he’s in the house,* Alice replied. 

Richard appeared as they were spewing. ' 

* What is it, Rodman t * he askm abruptly, passing into the 
libraiy. 

* I’U go to the drawing-room,* Alice said, and left the men 
torother. 

In half an hour Richard again joined her. He seemed in a 
better frame of mind, for be came in humming. AUoe, haviqg 
glanced at him, averted her face again and kept silence. She 
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felt A hand smoothi^ her hair. Her brother, kaning orer the 
book of her seat, whispered to her,— 

* Yoa'll help me, Piuoess?' 

She did not answer. 

*Toa won't be hard, Alioe? It's a wretched businees, and 
I don't know what I shall do if yon Uuow me oy». 1 can't 
do without you, old girl.' 

*J can't tell mother, Dick. You know yeiy well what it’ll 
ba I daren’t do that.* 

But eyen that task Alioe at last took upon herself, afta 
another half-hour's discussion. Alasl she would never again 
feel towards her brothw as before this necessity fell upon her. 
Her life had undergone that imTOverishment which is so danger¬ 
ous to elementary natures, the loss of an ideal. 

' You’ll let me stay over to-morrow f' she said. * There's 
nothing very pleasant to go back to, and I don’t see that a 
dav '11 matter.^ 

'You can stay if you wish. I'm going to take you to have 
tea with Adela now. If you stay we’ll have hw to dinner 
to-morrow.* 

* I wonder whether we shall get along?' Alice mused. 

'I don't see whv not You'll get lots of things from her, 
little notions of all kinds.' 

This is always a more or less dangerous form of recommenda¬ 
tion, even in talking to one's sistM*. To sugmt that Adela 
would benefit by the acquaintance would haveroen a far more 
politic procedure. 

'What's wrong with me?' Alioe inquired, still depressed 
by the scene she had gone through. 

' Oh, there’s nothing wrong. It's only that you'll see differ¬ 
ences at first; from the people you've been used to, I mean. But 
1 think you’ll have to go and get your things on; it's nearly five.' 

In Alice’s rising from her chair there wae nothing of the 
elasticity that had marked her before luncheon. Before moving 
awav she spoke a thought that was troubling her. 

* Suppose mother tries to stop it? * 

Richard looked to the grouno moodily. 

' 1 meant to tell you,' he said. * You’d better say that I'm 
already married.* 

* You're giving me a nice job,* was the girl's murmured 
rejoinder. 

' Well, it's as good as true. And it doesn't make the job 
any worse.’ 

As is wont to be the case when two persons come to mutual 
understanding on a piece of baseness, the tone of brothw and 
sister had suffered in the course of their dialogue. At first 
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meeting they had both kept a certain watch upon lipi, 
feeling that their position demanded it; a moral limpneaa waa 
evidttit in them by this time. 

They set forth to walk to the Walthams*. Exercise in t^ 
keen air, together with the sense of novelty in her surround 
ings, restored Alice's good humour before the house was reached. 
She gaxed with astonishment at the infernal glare over New 
Wani^. Her brother explained the sight to her with gusto. 

*lt used to be all fields and gardens over there,* he said. 

* See what money and ener^ can dol You shall go over the 
works in the morning. Peraaps Adela will go with us, then 
we can take her back to the Manor.’ 

*Why do they call the house that, Dick?’ Alice inquired. 

* Is it because people who live there are supposed to have good 
manners? ’ 

* May be, for anything 1 know,’ was the capitalist’s reply. 
‘Only it’s spelt different, you know. I say, Alice, you must 
be careful about your spoiling; there were mistakes in your 
last letter. Won’t do, you know, to make mistakes if you write 
to Adela.' 

Alice gave a little shrug of impatience. Immediately after, 
they stopped at the threshold sacred to all genteel acoompUsh- 
ments—ro Alice would have phrased it if she could have fully 
expressed her feeling—and they speedily entered the sitting* 
room, where the table was already laid for tea. Mrs. Waltham 
and her daughter rose to welcome them. 

‘ We knew of your arrival,’ said the former, bestowing on 
Alice a maternal palute. ‘ Not many things happen in Wanley 
that all the village doesn’t hear of, do they, Mr. MutimerT Of 
course we expect^ you to tea.’ 

Adela and her future sister-in-law kissed each other. Adela 
was silent, but she smiled. 

‘ You’ll take your things off, my dear? ’ Mrs. Waltham con¬ 
tinued. ‘ Will you go upstairs with Miss Mutimer, Adela? ' 

But for Mrs. Woutham’s persistent geniality the hour which 
followed would have shown many lapses of conversation. Alice 
appreciated at once those ‘ differences ’ at which her brother 
had hinted, and her present frame of mind was not quite con¬ 
sistent with patient humility. Naturally, she suffered much 
from self-consciousness; Mrs. Waltham annoyed her by too 
frequent observation, Adela by seeming indifferenoe. The 
delicacy of the latter was made perhaps a little excessive by 
strain of feelings. Alice at once came to the conclusion that 
Di^'s future wife was cold and supercilious. She was not pre¬ 
disposed to like Adela. The ou’cumstanoes were in a numbor 
of ways unfavourable. Even bad there not existed the very 



Demos 

afttunl resentaneat ftb the painful tadc whioh this TOong kdj 
had indireotly impoaed npon her, it iraa not in ilbe’a blood 
and breedinff to take kindly at once to a girl of a olaaa above 
her own. Alice had warm affectiona; aa a lady*a maid ahe 
ihight veiy oonoeivably have attached herself with much de> 
▼olaon to an indulgent miatreas, but in the presmt case too 
much was aaked of her. Richard was proud of his sister; ha 
aaw her at length seated where he had so often imagined her, 
and in hie eyes she bore bersdf well He glanced often at Adela, 
hoping for a return glance of congratulation; when it failed 
to come, he consoled himself with the reflection that such dlent 
interchange of sentiments at table would be ill manners. In 
his very heart he believed that of the two maidens his sister 
was the bett» featured. Adela and Alice sat over against each 
other; their contrasted appearances were a chaptw of social 
history. Mark the differ^ice between Adela*s genUy closed lips, 
every muscle under control; and Alice's, wmch coidd never 
quite close without formiug a saucy pout or a self-conscious 
primness. CSontrast the foreheads; on the one hand that tenderly 
shadowed curve of brow, on the other the surface which always 
seemed to catch too much of the l^ht, which moved iiregularly 
with the arches above the eyes. l%e grave modesty of &e one 
face, the now TOtulant, now abashed, now vacant expression 
ef the other. Richard in his heart pr^erred the type he had 
so bng been familiar* with; a state of feeling of course in no 
way inconsistent with the emotions excited in him by continual 
•bservation of Adela. 

The two returned to the Manor at half-past seven, Alice 
rising with evident relief when he gave the signal It was agreed 
that the latter part of the next morning should be spent in 
going over the works. Adela was vary wiUmg to be of the party. 

* lliey haven't much mon^, have th^ 7' was Alice's first 
question as soon as she got away from the door. 

* No, they are not rich,' replied the brother. * You got on 
very nicely, old girl.' 

* Why shouldn't 17 You talk as if I didn't know how to 
behave myself, Dick.' 

' No, I don't. I say that you did behave yourself.* 

* Yes, and you were surprised at it.' 

* I wasn't at all. What do you think of her 7' 

* She doesn't say much.' 

* No, she's always voy quiet. It's her way.' 

‘Yes.* 

l^e mono^Uable meant more than Richard gathered from 
It. They wiJked on in silence, and were met presently fay a 
genUeman who was coming along the village street at a aharp 
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pftoa A kunp discoTcared Mr. WiUis Rodman. Biohaid 
gtomied. 

‘ Seen to that little businenT * he asked, in a cheerful voioe. 

* Tee,* was Rodman's reply. * We shall hear from Agwcsrth 
in the morning.* 

* AH right.—Alice, this is Mr. Rodman.—My sister, Rodnuin.’ 

Richard's right-hand man performed civilities with decidedly 

more finish than Richard himself had at command. 

* I am veiy happy to meet Miss Mutimer. I hope we shall 
have the pleasure of showing her New Wanl^ to-morrow.* 

* She and Miss Waltham will walk down in the morning. 
Gk>od night, Rodman. Cold, eh ? * 

‘ Why didn't you introduce him this afternoon f ’ Alice asked 
as she walked on. 

' 1 didn't think of it—1 was bothered.' 

' He seems very gentlemanly.' 

' Oh, Rodman's seen a deal of life. He’s a useful fellow—gets 
throu^ work in a wonderful way.' 

' But is he a gentleman ? 1 mean, was he once 7 ’ 

Richard laughed. 

* I suppose you mean, had he ever money ? No, he’s made 
himself what he is.' 

Tea having supplied the place of the more substantial even¬ 
ing meal, Richard and his sister had supper about ten o'clock. 
Alice drank champagne; a few bottles remained from those 
> dedicated to the recent festival, and Mutimer felt the necessity 
of explaining the presence in his house of a luxury which ts 
his class is more <.han anything aasociated with the bloated 
aiistooracy. Alice drank it for the first time in her life, and 
her spirits grew as light as the foam upon her glass. Brother 
and Bister were quietly confidential as midnight drew near. 

' Shall you bring her to London ?' Alice inquired, without 
previous mention of Adela. 

'For a week, 1 think. We shall go to an hotel, of course. 
She's never seen London since she was a child.' 

' She won’t come to Highbury? ’ 

' No. I shall avoid that somehow. You’ll have to come and 
see us at the hotel We’ll go to the theatre together oue night.' 

‘ What about 'Airy? ’ 

' I don't know. I shall think about it.' 

Digesting much at bis ease, Richard naturally became 
dreamful 

* 1 may have to take a house for a time now and then,* he 
•aid. 

' In London?' 

He nodded. 


187 



Demos 

* I far||et you* you see, Priocess. Of ooune yoa*tt 

oome hero somet^es, but that's not much good. In London 
I date say I can get you to know some of the ri^t kind of peoplei. 
1 want Adela to be thidfc with the Weetlakes; then your ol^oe'n 
oome. See. old woman ? * 

Alice, too. dreamed. 

* 1 wonder you don't wmit me to many a Socialist woridng 
man,' she said presently, as if twitting him playfully. 

' Yon don't understand. One of the things we aim at is to 
remove the distinction between classes. 1 want you to marry 
one of those they call gentlemen. And you shall too, Alice!' 

* Well, but I'm not a working girl now, Dick.’ 

He laughed, and said it was time to go to bed. 

He same evening conversation continued to a late hour 
between Hubert Eldon and his mother. Hubert was returning 
to London the next morning. 

Yesterday there had come to him two letters from Wanl^, 
bo^ addremed in female hand. He knew Adela’s writing from 
her signature in the ' CSiristian Year,* and hastily opened the 
letter which came from her. The sight of the retumra sonnets 
diecked the eager flow of his blood; he vras prepared for what 
he afterwards read. 

* Hen let her meet her fate,*—so ran his thoughts when he 
had perused the cold note, unassociable with the Adela he 
inismned in its bald formality. * Only life can teach hw.' 

l£e other letter he suspected to Ito from Letty Tew, as it was. 

'Dear Mb. Eldon, —I cannot help writing a line to you, 
lest you should think that 1 did not keep my promise in the 
way yon understood it. 1 did indeed. You wul hear from her; 
she preferred to write herself, and perhaps it was better; I 
Bhousi only have had painful things to say. I wish to ask you 
to have no unkind or unjust thoughts; I scarcely think you could 
have. Please do not trouble to answer this, but believe me, yours 
sincerely, *L. Tiw.* 

* Good little girl! ’ he said to himself, smiling sadly. * 1 feel 
sure i^e did her best.* 

But his pride was asserting itself, always restive under provoca* 
tion. To rival with a man hke Mutimer! Better thAt the sever¬ 
ance with old days should be complete. 

He talked it w ovm* very frai^y with his motiier, who felt 
that her son's destiny was not earily foreseen. 

* And what do you propose to do, Hubert? * she asked, when 
they spoke of the future. 
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* To Btadj, principally art In a fortnight I go to Romo.* 
Mrs. Eldon had gone thither thirty years ago. 

* lliink of me in my chair sometunes,* she said, touching hk 
bands with her wan fingers. 


CHAPTER XVI 

Auos reached home again on Ghristmas Eve. It was snowing; 
she cune in chilled and looking miserable. Mrs. Mutimer met 
her in the ball, passed her, and looked out at the open door, 
then turned with a few white flecks on her gown. 

‘ Whore*B Dick ? ’ 

* He couldn't come,’ replied the girl briefly, and ran up to 
her room. 

*Arry was spending the evening with friends. Since tea-time 
the old woman hod never ceased moving from room to rrxim, up 
and down stairs. She had got out an ok! pair of Richard’s slippers, 
and had put them before the dining-room fire to warm. She had 
made a dm for Richard, and had a fire burning in the chamber. 

^ She had made arrangements for her eldest son’s supper. No 
' word had come from Wanley, but she held to the conviction that 
this night would se^ Richard in London. 

Alice came down and declared that she was vety hungry, 
mother went to the kitchen to order a meal, which in the 
end she prepared with her own hands. She seemed to have a 
difficulty in addressing any one. Whilst Alice ate in silence, 
Mrs. Mutimer kept going in and out of the room; when the 
girl rose from the table, she stood before her and ask^: 

‘ Why couldn’t he come? ’ 

Alice wMt to the fireplace, knelt down, and spre^vd her hands 
to the blaze. Her mother approached her again. 

* Won’t you give me no answer, Alice? ’ 

* He couldn’t come, mother. Something important is keeping 
him.* 

* Something important? And why did he want you there? ’ 

Alice rose to her feet, made one false beginning, then spoke 

to the point. 

* Dica’s married, mother.* 

l%e old woman’s eyes seemed to grow small in her wrinkled 
face, as if directing themselves with effort upon something 
minute, iniey looked straight into the eyes of h«r daughter, 
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but had a more distaat focus. The fixed gase oontioued lor 
aearly a minute. 

* What are you talking about, girl? * she said at Imgth, in 
a stramge, rattling voioe. *Why, Fxe seen Emma this very 
morning. Do you think she wouldn't 'a told me if she'd been a 
wife?* 

Alice was frightened by the look and the voice. 

* Mother, it isn’t Emma at all. It's someone at Wanley. We 
can’t help it, mother. It's no use taking on. Now sit down and 
make yourself quiet. It isn't our fault.' 

Mrs. Mutimer smiled in a grim way, then laughed—a most 
unmusical laugh. 

* Now what’s the good o* joking in that kind o’ way T That's 
like your father, that is; he'd often come *ome an’t^ me sich 
things as never was, an' expect me to believe 'em. An' I used 
to purtend T did, jist to please him. But I’m too old for that 
kind o’ jokin’.—Alice, where’s Dick? How long’ll it be before 
he’s here? Where did he leave you? ’ 

* Now do just sit down, mother; here, in this chaih Just sit 
quiet for a little, do.’ 

Mrs. Mutimer pushed aside the girl's hand; her face had 
become grave again. 

* Let me be, child. And 1 tell you I have seen Emma to*day. 
Do you think she wouldn’t 'a told me if things o’ that kind was 
goin’ on ? ’ 

* Emma knows nothing about it, mother. He hasn't told ai^ 
ene. He got me to come because he couldn't tell it himself. H 
was as much a surprise to me os to you, and I think it's very 
cruel of him. But it’s over, and we can’t help it. I shall have to 
tell Emma, 1 suppose, and a nice thing too! ’ 

The old woman hod begun to quiver; her hands shook by 
her sides, her very features trembled with gathering indignation. 

* Dick has gone an' done this ? ’ she stammered. * He’s gone 
an' broke bis given word? He's deceived that girl as trusted 
to him an’ couldn’t help herself? ’ 

* Now, mother, don’t take on so! You’re going to make yourself 
ill It can't bo helped. He says he shall send Emma money just 
the same.' 

* Money! There you've hit the word; it’s money as 'as ruined 
him, and as *11 be the ruin of us alL Send her money I Wliat does 
the man think she’s made of ? Is all his feelings as hard as 
money ? and does he think the same of every one e& ? If I know 
Emma, she'll throw his money m his lack I knew what 'nd 
gome it^ don't tell me I duin’t. That very night as he come 'ome 
an’ told me what had 'appened, there vms a cold shiver nm over 
me. 1 told him as it was the worst news evw oome into our 'onset, 
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aod now see if I wasn't ri^tl He was angry with me 'oanse I 
said it, an* who's a right to be angry nowT It's my belief as 
money's the oorse o' this world; I never knew a trouble yet m 
didn't somehow come of it, dther 'cause there was too little or 
else too much. And Dick's gone an'done this? And him with 
all his preachln* about rights and wrongs an* what not! Him 
as was always a-ciyin* down the rich folks 'cause they hadn't 
no feelin' for the poor! What feeling’s he had, Fd like to know? 
It’s hitn as is rich now, an' where's the difference 'tween him and 
them as he called names? No feelin* for the poor! An* what's 
Emma Vine? Poor enough by now. There's Jane as can't have 
not a week more to live, an* she a^nursin* her night an* day. He'll 
give her monev 1—>hBS he got the face to say it? Nay, don’t talk 
to me, ^1; I’ll say what I think, if it’s the last I speak in thk 
world. Don’t let him come to me! Never a word again shall he 
have from me as long as I live. He’s disgraced himself, an* 
me his mother, an* his lather in the nave. A poor girl as couldn’t 
help herself, as trusted him an’ wouldn’t hear not a word against 
him, for all he kep’ away from her in her trouble. I’d a fear o' 
this, but I wouldn’t believe it of Dick; I wouldn’t believe It of 
a son o' mine. An’ ’Ariy ’ll go the same way. It’^all the money, 
an’ a curse go with all the mon^ as ever was made! An’ you too, 
Alio^ wi’ your fine dresses, an’ your piannerin', an’ your faJdedals. 
But 1 warn you, my girl There *11 no good come of it. I warn you, 
Alice! You’re ashamed o* your own mother—oh, I’ve seen it! 
But it’s a mercy if you’re not a disgrace to her. I’m thankful 
'as T was always poor; 1 might *a been tempted i’ the same way.' 

The dogma of a ride nature full of secret forces found uttw* 
ance at le^th under the scourge of a resentment of v^ mingled 
quality. I^t half be put to me various forms of disinterested 
feeling, at least half was due to pmsonal exasperation. The whole 
change that her life had perforce undergone was an outrage upon 
the stubbornness of nninstructed habit; the old woman could 
see nothing but evil omens in a revolution which cost her bodily 
discomfort and the misery of a mind perplexed amid alien condi¬ 
tions. She was prepared for evil; for months she had brooded 
over every s^ wnioh seemed to foretell its approach; the 
^oism of the unconscious had made it plain to her that the 
world must suffer m a state of things which so grievotfsly affected 
herself. Maternal solicitude kept her restlesdy swaying between 
apprehensbn for her children and injury in the thought of their 
estrangement from her. And now at length a bittw sluune 
added itself to her torments. She was shamed in her pride as 
a motiier, shamed before the girl for whom she nourished a 
deep affection. Emma's injuries she felt charged upon bwself; 
she would never dare to stand before her again. Her moral code, 
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m modi s part of bv m Ibe np of the plant and aa littia fba 
ratalt of oonaoioiia abeorption, dedaFed itaelf on tbo ado of all 
thoBo nuhins impnlBaa; the wae bomo blind!j on an oibanBUen 
flnz of woi^ After vain attempts to make hareelf heard, 
AUoe turned away and sat euUeniV waiting for the ontbont 
to apend iteelf. Herself oom{>arativeiy nnaffeoted by the feelings 
strongest in her mother, ear-amioting damoor altogether 
diedced her sympathy, and in a great measure overoame those 
personal reasons which had made her annoyed with Riohatd. 
me found hoeelf taking his side, even knew something of his 
impatience with Emma and her sorrowa. Whoa it came to 
rebukes and chai^ aninst herself her impatience srew aotiTe. 
She stood up again and endeavoured to make herself heard. 

* What's ^e good of going on like this, mother ? Just because 
you're angry, that's no reason you should call us all the names 
you can turn your tongue to. It’s over and done with, andf 
tiiere's an end of it I don't know what you mean about dis- 
mcing you; I think you mi^t wait tUf the time oomes. I 
don’t see what I’ve done as you can complain of.’ 

* No, of course you don’t* pursued her mother bitterly. * It’s 

the moni^ as prevents you from sedng it. Them as was good 
enough for you before you haven't a word to say to now; a 
man as works honestly for his living you make no account of. 
Well, wdl, you must go your own way- * 

*yf\uiA is it you wMit mother T Yon don’t ocpect me to 
look no higher than when I hadn’t a penny but what I w(^ed 
fort I've no patience with you. You ought to be ’ 

* You haven’t no patience, of course you havoi't And Fm 
to be glad when a son of mine does things as he deserves to be 
sent to prison for! I don’t understand that kind o* gladness. 
But mind what I sa^; do what you like with your money, FQ 
have no more part m it. If 1 had as much as ten shillings a 
week of my own, I’d go and live by myself, and leave von to 
take vour own way. But I tell you what I csit do, and what 
I will. I’ll have no more servants a>waitin’ on me; I wam’t 
never used to it, and Fm too old to begin. I go to my own 
bedroom upstairs, and there I live, and there *11 be nob^y go 
into that room but myself. 1*11 get my bits o' meals from the 
kitchen. 'Tain't much as I want, thank goodnem, an* it won’t 
be missed. I'll have no more doin's wiUi servants, understand 
that; an' if I can’t be left alone i* my own room, FU no an’ 
find a room whoe I can, an’ Fli find some way of eamin" what 
little I want. It's your own house, and you’ll do what you 
like in it. There’s the keys, Fve done with ’em; mi’ hsre’s the 
money too, Fm glad to be rid of it. An’ you’ll just tell Ditk. 
I ain^t one as says what 1 don’t mean, nor never was, as that 
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yoa know, Yoa take your way, an* Ftt take minai An* now 
may be TU get a nigihfs tle^ the first Fve had under this 
roof.* 

As she spoke she took from her pockets the house keys, and 
from her purse the money she used for current expenses, mid 
threw all together on to the table. Alice had turned to the fire¬ 
place, and she stood so for a long time sftor her moUier had 
Kilt the room. Then she took the keys and the money, con¬ 
sulted hw watch, and in a few minutes was walking from the 
house to a neighbouring cab-stand. 

She drove to Wilton Square. Inspecting the front of the 
house before knocking at the door, she saw a light in the kitchen 
and a dimmer gleam at an upper window. It was Mrs. Clay 
who opened to her. 

* Is Emma in 7 * Alice inquired as she shook hands rather 
t»ldly. 

‘ She’s sitting with Jane. Fll tell her. There’s no fire except 
in the kitchen,’ Kate added, in a tone which implied that doubt¬ 
less her visitor was alxive taking a seat downstairs. 

* I’ll go down,’ Alice replied, with just a touch of condescension. 
* I want to speak a word or two with Emma, that’s all.’ 

Kate left her to descend the stairs, and wont to inform her 
sister. Emma was not long in appearing; the hue of her face 
was troubled, for she had deceived herself with the belief that 
it was Bichard who knocked at the door. What more natural 
than for him to have come on Christmas Eve? She approached 
Alice with a wistful look, not venturing to utter any question, 
only hoping that some ^ood news might have been brought her. 
Long watching in me sick room had given her own complexion 
the tint of ill-health; her eyelids were swollen and heavy; the 
brown hair u)K>n her temples seemed to droop in languor. You 
would have noticed that her tread was very soft, as if she still 
were moving in the room above. 

* How’s Jane? ’ Alice began by asking. She could not quite 
look the other in the face, and md not know how to begin her 
disclosure. 

’No better,* Emma gave Mswer, shaking her head. Her 
voice, too, was suppressed; it was weeks since she had spoken 
otherwise. , 

* I am so sorry, Emma. Are you in a hurry to go up again? * 

’ No. Kate ww sit there a little.* 

’ You look very poorly yourself. It must be very trying for 
you.* 

’ I don’t feel it,* Emma said, with a pale smile. * She gives 
no trouble. lt*s only her weakness now; the pain has almost 
gone.* 
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* But then the mnst be getti^ better.* 

Emma diobk her head, lookiiig aside. As Alice kept sileiioe^ 
she oontinaed: 

* 1 was glad to hear you*d gcme to see Richard. He wou]dn*t 
—^1 was anaid he mightn’t have time to get here for Christmas.’ 

Thefe was a question in the words, a timorously expectant 
question. Emma had' learnt the sad lesson of hope deferred, 
wways to meet discouragement halfway. It is thus one seeks 
to propitiate the evil powers, to turn the edge of their blows 
by mewness. 

* No, he couldn’t come,’ said Alice. 

She had a muff on her left hand, and was turning it round 
and round with the other. Emma bad not asked hw to sit 
down, merely because of the inward agitation which absorbed 
her. 

‘ He’s quite well? ’ 

* Oh yes, quite well.’ 

Again Alice paused. Emma’s heart was beating painfully. 
She anew now that Richard’s sister had not come on an ordinary 
visit; she felt that the call to Wanley had had some special 
significance. Alice did not ordinarily l^have in this hesitating 
way. 

‘ Did—did he send me a message? ’ 

‘Yes.’ 

But even now Alice could not speak. She found a way of 
leading up to the catastrophe. 

* Oh, mother has been going on so, Emma! What do you 
think? She won’t have anything to do with the house any 
longer. She’s given me the keys and all the money she had, 
and she’s going to live just in her bedroom. She says she’ll get 
her food from the kitchen herself, and she won’t have a thmg 
done for her by any one. I’m sure she means it; I never saw 
her in such a state. She says if she’d ever so little money of 
hw own, she’d leave the house altogether. She’s been teUing 
me I’ve no feeling, and that I’m going to the bad, that I shau 
live to disgrace her, and 1 can’t tell you W'hat. Everything is 
so miserable I She says it’s all the money, and that she knew 
from the first how it would be. And I’m afraid some of what 
she says is true, I am indeed, Emma. But things happen in a 
way you coidd never think. I half wish myself ^e money had 
never come. It’s making us all miserable.’ 

EmmA. listened, expecting from phrase to phrase some word 
which would be to her a terrible enlightenment. But Alice had 
ceased, and the word still unspoken. 

* You say he sent me a message? * 

She did not ariE directly the cause of Mrs. Mutimer’s angv. 
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Instinct told her that to hear the meesage vould explain all 
else. 

* Emma, Fm afraid to tdl you, Yoa*U blame mcy like mother 
did.^ 

* I shan^t blame you, Alice. Will you please toll me the 
message? ’ 

Emma's lips seemed to speak without her volition. The rest 
of her face was fixed and c<nd. 

* He's married, Emma.’ 

* He asked you to tell me ? ’ 

Alice was surprised at the self-restraint proved by so quiet 
an intwrogation. 

’ Yes, he did. Emma, I'm so, so sorry! If only you’ll believe 
Fm sorry, Emma! He made me come and tell you. He said 
if I didn’t you’d have to find out by chance, because he couldn’t 
for shame tell you himself. And he couldn’t tell mother neithw. 
I’ve had it aU to do. If you knew what Fve gone through with 
mother! It’s very hard that other people should suffer so much 
just on his account. I am really sorry for you, Emma.’ 

‘ Who is it he’s married ? ’ Emma asked. Probably all the 
last speech had been but a vague murmur to her ears. 

’ S^e one at Wanley.’ 

‘ A lady? ’ 

‘ Yes, I suppose she’s a lady.’ 

‘ You di(hrt see her, then? ’ 

‘ Yes, I saw her. I don’t like her.’ 

Poor Alice meant this to be soothing. Emma knew it^ and 
smiled. 

‘ 1 don’t tliink she cares much after all,’ Alice said to herself. 

* But was that the messa^ ? ’ 

* Only to tell you of it, Emma. There was something else,’ 
she added imme^tely; *not exactly a message, but he told 
mo, and 1 dare say he thought 1 should let you know. He said 
that of course you were to have the money still as usual.’ 

Over the listener’s face came a cloucj, a deep, turbid red. 
It was not anger, but shame which rose from the depths of her 
being. Her h^d sank; she turned and walked aside. 

* You’re not angry with me, Emma? * 

* Not angry at aU, Alice,’ was the reply in a mofiotone. 

' I must siw good-bye now. I hope you won’t take on much. 
And 1 hope Jane ’U socm be better.’ 

’ Thank you. I must go up to her; she doesn’t like me to 
be away lo^.’ 

AUoe went before up the kitchen stairs, the dark, nanow 
stain which now seemed to her so poverty^striokea. Emma 
did not spe^, but pressed her hand at the doov. 
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Kate stood above her cm the first landing, and, as Emma 
came up, whispered; 

' Has he comet * 

* Something has hindered him.* And Emma added, *He 
eotddn’t help it.* 

'Well, then, I thinlr be ouj^t to have htAped it^* said the 
other tartiy. * When does he mean to oome^ l*d like to know? ’ 

* It*B uncertain.* 

Emms passed into the sick-room. Her sister followed her 
with eyes of ill-content, then returned to the kitchen. 

Jane lay against pillows. Bed from the fire played 
over her face, which was wasted beyond recognition. She looked 
a handmaiden of Death. 

The atmosphere of the room was warm and sickly. A small 
green-shaded lamp stood by the looking-glass in front of the 
window; it cast a disk of light below, and on the ceiling con¬ 
centric rings of light and shade, which flickered ceaselessly, and 
were at times all but obliterate in a gleam from the fireplace. 
A kettle sang on the trivet. 

The sick girl’s hands lay on the counterpane; one of them 
moved as Emma came to the bedside, and rested when the 
warmer fingers clasped it. There was eagm* inquiry in the 
sunken ^es; her hand tried to raise itself, but in vain. 

* What did Alice say ? * she asked, in quick feeble tones. * Is 
he coming?' 

‘ Not for Christmas, I’m afraid, dear. He’s still very busy.* 

* But he sent you a message ? ’ 

* Yes. He would have come U he could.* 

* Did you tell Alice 1 wanted to see her? Why didn’t she 
oome up ? Why did she stay such a short time ? * 

* She couldn’t stay to-night, Juie. Are you easy still, love? ’ 

* Oh, I did so want to see h». Why couldn’t she stop, 
Emma? It wasn’t kind of her to go without seeing me. I'd 
have made time if it had been her as was lying in bed. And 
he doesn’t even answer what 1 wrote to him. It was such work 
to write—^I couldn’t now; and he might have answered.' 

* He very seldom writes to any one, you know, Jane. He 
has so little time.’ 

‘ Little timel I have less, Ehnma, and he must know that. 
It’s unkind of him. What did Alice tell you? Why did he 
want her to go thwe ? Tell me evecything.* 

Emma felt the sunken eyes burning her with their eager IocAl. 
hesitated, pretended to think of something that had to be 
^ne, and the eyes burned more and more. Jane made repeated 
wffbrts to raise henelf, as if to get a fuller view of her sister's 
face. 
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* Shall I more ^rotiT * Bmtta asked. * Would yoa like another 
{»lk>w? * 

* No, no,* was the impatient answer. * Don’t go away £rom 
me; don’t take yoac hand away. I want to know all that Alice 
said Ton haven’t any secrets from me, Emmy. Why dose 
he stay away so long? it seems yean since he came to see yon. 
It’s wrong of him. here’s no business ought to keep him away 
all this time. Look at me, and tell me what she said,* 

* Oidy that he hadn’t time. Dear, yon mustn’t excite your> 
self so. Isn’t it aU right, Jane, as long as 1 don’t mind it? ’ 

* Why do you lo(» away from me? No, it isn’t all li^t. 
Oh, I can’t rest, I can’t lie here! Why haven’t 1 strength to 
go and say to him what I want to say ? I thought it was him 
when the knock came. When Kate told me it wasn’t, I felt as 
if my heart was sinking down; and I don’t seem to have no 
tears left to cry. It ’ud ease me a little if I could. And now 
you’re beginning to have secrets. Emmy! ’ 

It was a cry of anguish. Tlie mention of tears had brought 
them to Emma’s ^es, for th<y lurked very near the surface, 
and Jane had seen the firelight touch on a moist chedr. For 
an instant she raised herself from the pillows. Emma folded 
soft arms about her and pressed her cheek against the heat 
which consumed her sister’s. 

’ Emmy, I must know,’ wrailed the sick girl. ’ Is it what 
I’ve been afraid of ? No, not that! Is it the worst of all? Ton 
mud teU me now. You don’t love me if you keep away the 
truth. I can’t have anything between you and me.’ 

A dry sob choked her; she gasped for breath. Emma, fearful 
lest the very life was escaping from her embrace, drew away 
and looked in anguish. Her involuntary tears hod ceased, but 
she could no lon^ practise deception. The cost to Jane was 
greater perhaps than if she knew the truth. At least their souls 
must be unit^ ere it was too late. 

* The truth, Emmy I ’ 

* I will tell it you, darling,’ she replied, with quiet 'sadness. 
’ It’s for him that I’m sorry. I never thought anything oouM 
tempt him to break his word. Think of it in the same way as 
I do, dear sister; don’t be sorry for me, but for him.’ 

’ He’s never coming ? He won’t marry you ? ’ * 

' He’s already married, Jane. Ahoe came to tell me.’ 

Again she would have raised herself, but this time there was 
no strength. Not even her arms could she lift from tiie oovOTlets. 
But Emma saw tiie vain effort, raised the thin anas, put ^em 
about her neck, and held her sister to her heart as if for etemi^. 

* Darling, dsffHn^, it isn’t hard to bear. I care for nothing 
but your love. live for my sake, dearest dear; I have for- 
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TOtteai every one end evaythixig but you. lt*8 so much better. 
I couldn't have chaneed m^ life so; 1 was never meant to be 
rich. It seems unkind of mm, but in a little time we shall see 
it was best. Only you, Jan^; you have my whole heart, and 
Tm BO glad to feel it is so. Live, and I'U give every minute of 
my life to loving you, poor sufferer.' 

Jane could not breathe sound into the words she would have 
spoken. She lay with her eyes watching the lire-play on the 
ceiling. Her respiration was quick and feeble. 

Mutimor’s zuune was not mentioned by either again that night, 
by one of them never again. Such sUence was his punishment. 

Kate entered the room a little before midnight. She saw 
one of Jane's hands raised to impose silence. Emma, still sitting 
by the bedside, slept; her head rested on the pillows. The sick 
had become the uratcher. 

‘ She'd better go to bed,* Kate whispered. * I’ll wake her.’ 

* No, no! You needn't stay, Kate. I don^t want anything. 
Let her sleep as she is.* 

The older sister left the room. Then Jane approached her 
head to that of the slee]^r, softly, softly, and her arm stole 
across Emma's bosom and rested on her farther shoulder. The 
fire burned with httle whispering tongues of flame; the circles 
of light and shade quivered above the lamp. Abroad the snow 
fell and froze upon the ground. 

lliree days later Alice Mutimer, as she sat at breakfast, was 
told that a visitor named Mrs. Clay desired to see her. It was 
nearly ton o'clock; Ahoe had no passion for early riainc, and 
since her mother’s retirement from the common tabm she 
breakfasted alone at any hour which seemed good to her. 'Any 
always—or nearly always—left the hoime at eight o’clock. 

Mrs. Clay was introduced into the dining-room. Alice received 
her with an anxious face, for she was anticipating trouble from 
the house in Wilton Square. But the trouble was other than 
she had in mind. 

‘Jane died at four o’clock this morning,* the visitor be^m, 
without agitation, in the quick, unsympathetic voice which she 
always used when her equanimity was in any way disturbed. 
‘ Emma hasn’t closed her eyes for two days and nights, and now 
1 shouldn't wonder if she’s going to be ill herself. 1 made her 
lie down, and then came out just to ask you to write to your 
brother. Surely he’ll come now. 1 don't know what to do 
about the buryuig; we ought to have some one to help us. I 
expected your mother womd be ooming to see us, but she's 
kept away all at once. Will you write to Dick T ’ 

Alioe was concerned to perceive that Kate was still un¬ 
enlightened 
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* Did Emma know you were ooming? * ahe adted. 

' Yes, 1 suppose she did. But it’s hard to get her to attend 
to anytiiing. rve left hw aJone, 'oanse there wasn't any one I 
ooold fetch at once. WiU jon write to-day f' 

* Yes, m see to iV said Alice. * Have some l»eakhist, will you T 

* W^, I don't mind just a cup o' coffee. It's rwy cold, and 
1 had to waJk a long way before I could get a 'bus.' 

Whilst Kate refreshed herself, Alice played nervously with 
her tea-spoon, trying to make up her mind what must be done. 
The situation was complicated with many miseries, but Alice 
had eiq^enoed a growth of independence since her return 
from Wanley. All she had seen and heard whilst with her 
brother had an effect upon her in the afterthought, and her 
mother's abrupt surrender into her hands of the household 
control gave her, when she had time to realise it, a sense of 
increased importance not at all disagreeable. Alre^y she had 
hired a capable servant in addition to the scrubby maid-of-a1l- 
work who had sufficed for Mrs. Mutimer, and it was her intention 
that henceforth domestic arrangements should be established 
on quite another basis. 

* I'll telegraph to Dick,' she 
he'll see that everything's done 

* But won’t he come himself 1 

‘ We shall see.' 

‘ Is your mother in ? ' 

' She's not very well; 1 don't think 1 must disturb her with 

bad news. Tell Emma I'm very sorry, will you? 1 do hope 
she isn't going to be ilL You must see that she gets rest now. 
Was it sudden?' she added, showing in her face how little 
disposed she was to dwell on such gloomy subjects as death and 
buriaL 

' She was wandering all yesterday. I don’t think she knew 
anything after eight o^lock last night. She wont off in a sleep.' 

When the visitor had gone, Alice drove to the nearest tele¬ 
graph office and despatched a message to her brother, giving 
the news and asking what should be ^ne. By three o'ol^k in 
the afternoon no reply had yet arrived; but shortly after Mr. 
Keene presented himself at the house. Alice had {p)t seen him 
since her return. He bowed to her with extreme gravity, and 
spoke in a subdued voice. 

' I grieve that 1 have lost time. Miss Mutimer. Important 
business had taken me from home, and on my return t found 
a telegram from Wanley. Your brother dimts me to wait 
upon you at once, on a very sad subject, 1 fear. He instructs 
me to purchase a grave in Manor Pack Cnnetecy. No neitf 
relative, I trust? ’ 


said, presently, 
properly.' 


I've no doubt 
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* No, only a friend,' Alice replied. ^ Yon'ye heaed me sp^ak 
of a ^1 caUed Emma Vine. It'a a aieta of hers. She died this 
monung, and they want help about the funeral.' 

'Precisely, precisely. You know with what zeal 1 hasten 
to perform your *---a s%ht emphasis on this word*—' brother's 

F leasure^ be the business what it may. I'll see about it at once. 

was to say to you that your brother would be in town this 
eyening.' 

' Oh, very well. But you needn't look so sloomy, you know, 
Mr. Keene. I’m very sorry, but then she's been iU for a veiy 
long time, and it’s really almost a rdief—to her sisters, 1 
mean.' 

* I trust you enjoyed your visit to Wanl^, Miss Mutimert' 
said Keene, stiU preserving his veiy res^tfui tone and bearing. 

' Oh yes, lhanks. 1 dare say I shw go there again before 
very long. No doubt you’ll be glad to hear that.' 

‘ I will try to be, Imss Mutimer. 1 trust that your pleasure 
is my first consideration in life.’ 

Auce was, to speak vulgarly, practising on Mr. Keene. He 
was her first visitor since she hc^ entered upon rule, and she 
had a double satisfaction in subduing him with airs and graces. 
She did not trouble to reflect that under the circumstances he 
might think her rather heartless, and indeed hypocrisy was not 
one of her failings. Her naxveti constituted such charm as she 
possessed; m the absence of any deep qualities it might be 
deemed a virtue, for it was inconsistent with serious deception. 

* 1 suppose you mean you’d really much rather 1 stayed here? * 
Keene eyed her with obs^va^n. He himself had slight 
depth for a man doomed to live by his wits, and he was under 
the disadvantage of really feeling somethiug of what he said. 
'He was not a rascal by predilection; merely driven that way 
by the forcra which in our social state abundantly make for 
rascality. 

' Miss Mutimer,’ he replied, with a stage sigh, ‘ why do you 
tempt my weakness ? I am on my honour; 1 am endeavouring 
to earn your good opinion. Spare mel' 

' Oh, I’m sure there's no harm in you, Mr. Keene. I suppose 
you'd bettw go and see after your—your business.* 

' You are right. I go at once. Princess. 1 may call you 
Princess?' 

* Well, I don't know about that. Of oourse only when thne’s 
no one else in the room.* 

' But I shall think it always.' 

' That 1 can't prevent, you know.’ 

* Ah, 1 fear you mean nothing. Miss Mutimer.' 

' Nothing at all.' 
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He took his leaye, and Atioe enjoyed refleoting upon the 
dialogue, which certainly had meant nothing for tier In any 
gnver sense. 

* Now, that*8 what the books oaU fiirtation,* she said to herstdf. 
* 1 think I can do that.* 

And on the whole she could, vastly better than might have 
been expected of her birth and breeding. 

At six o’clock a note was delivered for her. Richard wrote 
from an hotel in the neighbourhood, asking her to come to him. 
She found him in a private sitting>room, taking a meal. 

* Why didn’t you come to the house ? ’ she owed. ‘ You knew 
mother never comes down-stairs.’ 

Richard looked at her with lowered brows. 

* You mean to B&y she’s doing that in earnest 7 ’ 

’That she is! She comes down early in the morning and 
gets all the food she wants for the day. I heard her cooking 
something in a frying-pan to-day. She hasn’t been out of the 
house yet.’ 

* Does she know about Jane 7 * 

* No. 1 know what it would be if 1 went and told her.’ 

He ate in silence. Alice waited. 

' You must go and see Emma,’ was his next remark. * Tell 
her there’s a grave in Manor Park Cemetery; her father and 
mother were buried there, you know. Keene ’ll look after it all 
and he’ll come and tell you what to do.’ 

* Why did you come up 7 ’ 

* Oh, I couldn’t talk about these things in letters. You’ll 
have to tell mother * she might want to go to the funeral.’ 

’ I don’t see why I should do all your disagreeable work, 
Dickl’ 

’ Very well, don’t do it,’ he replied sullenly, throwing down 
his knife and fork. 

A scene of wrangling followed, without violence, but of the 
kind which is at once a cause and an effect of demoralisation. 
The old disagreements between them had been in another tone, 
at ail events on Richard’s side, for they had arisen from his 
earnest disapproval of frivolitieB and the like. Richard could 
no longer spc^ in that way. To lose the power of honest re¬ 
proof in consequence of a moral lapse is to anyvnan a wide- 
reaching calamity; to a man of Mutimer’s calibre it meant 
disaster of which the end could not be fore8e(ai. 

Of course Alioe yielded; her affection and Richard’s superior 
force always made it a foregone result that she should do so. 

* And you won’t come and see motha7 ’ she asked. 

* No. She’s bdiavmg foolish^.’ 

* It’s inrecioos daU at home, I omi tell yon. I can’t go on 
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much longer wiUiont friends of some kind. Tve a good mind 
to many Mr. Keener just for a change.’ 

Richm started up, with his fist on the table. 

* Do YOU mean to say he’s been tatking to you in that way ? * 
he cried an^y. 

Alice had spc^en with thoughtless petulance. She hastened 
eagerly to correct her error. 

* As if I meant itl Don’t be stupid, Dick. Of course he hasn’t 
said a word; 1 believe he’s engaged to somebody; I thought 
so from something he said a little while ago. The idea of me 
marrying a man Ime that! ’ 

He examined her closely, and Alice was not afraid of tell¬ 
tale cheeks. 

' Wdl, I can’t think you’d be such a fool. If 1 thought there 
was any danger of that. I’d soon stop it.’ 

* Would you, indeed! Why, that would be just the way to 
make me say I’d have him. You’d have known that if only 
you reskd novels.’ 

* Novels I ’ he exclaimed, with profound contempt. * Don’t 
go playing with that kind of thii^; it’s dangerous. At least 
you can wait a week or two longer. I’ve onfy let him see so 
much of you because I felt sure you’d got common sense.’ 

* Of course 1 have. But what’s to happen in a wreek or 
two? ’ 


* I should think you might come to Wanley for a little. We 
shall see. If mother had only ’Arry in the house, she might 
come back to her senses.’ 

* Shall I tell her you’ve been to London 7 ’ 

' You can if you like,’ he replied, with a show of indifference. 


Jane Vine was buried on Sunday afternoon, her sisters alone 
accompanying her to the grave. Alice had with difficulty 
obtained admission to her mother’s room, and it seemed to hw 
that the news she brought was received with little emotion. 
The old woman had an air of dogged weariness; she did not 
kxdr her daughter in the face, and spoke only in mono^Uables. 
Her face was yellow, her che^s like wrinkled parchment. 

Manor Park Cemetery lies in the remote Ea^ End, and gives 
sleeping-plaoes to the innabitants of a vast district. There Jane’s 
parents lay, not in a mye to themselves, but buried amidst 
the nameless dead, in that part of the ground reserved for thc»e 
who can purchase no more than a portion in the foss which is 
flUed when its occupants reach statutable distance from the 
surface. The xe^ns around were thm bring built utou for 
the first time; ^e familiar streets of pale, ttunp btiw were 
stretriung here and there, oontinning London, nmeh Ito the 
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Bpreading of a disease. F<Mreet is near a/b kand, and 

nearer the dreary expanse of Wsostead Flats. 

Not grief, but ohiu desolation makes this cemetery its abode, 
A oonntiy diurohyard tonehes the tenderest memories, and 
softens the heart with longing for the etwnal rest. The oeme* 
teries of wealthy London abound in dear and great associations, 
or at worst preach homilies which connect themselves with 
human dignity and pride. Here on the waste limits of that 
dread East, to wander among tombs is to to hand in hand with 
the stark and eveless emblem of mortahty; the spirit fails 
beneath the cold burden of ignoble destiny. Here lie those 
who were bom for toil; who, when toil has worn them to the 
uttermost, have but to yield their useless breath and pass into 
oblivion. For them is no day, only the brief twilight of a winter 
sky^ between the former and the latter night. For them no 
aspiration; for them no hope of memory in the dust; their 
veiy children are wearied into forgetfulness. Indistinguishable 
units in the vast throng that labours but to support life, the 
name of each, father, mother, child, is as a dumb for the 
warmth and love of which Fate so stinted them, ohe wind 
wails above their narrow tenements; the sandy soil, soaking in 
the^ rain as soon as it has fallen, is a symbol of the great world 
which absorbs their toil and straightway blots their being. 

It being Sunday afternoon the number of funerals was con¬ 
siderable; even to bury their desd the toilers cannot lose a day 
of the wage week. Around the chapel was a great collection 
of black vehicles with sham-tailed mortuary horses; sev^al of 
the families presc.'it must have left themselves bare in order to 
clothe a coffin in the way they deemed seemly. Emma an d her 
sister h^ made their own funeral garments, and the former, in 
consenting for the sake of poor Jane to receive the aid wMch 
Mutimer offered, had insistm through Alice that there should 
be no expenditure b^ond the strictly needfrd. Ihe carriage 
which conveyed her and Kate alone followed the hearse from 
Hoxton; it rattled along at a merry pace, for the way was 
lengthy, and a bitter wind urged men and horses to speed. 
The occupants of the box kept up a jesting colloquy. 

Impossible to read the burial service over each of the dead 
separately; time would not allow it. Emma arid Kate found 
themselveB crowded among a number of sobbing women, just 
in time to seat themselves before the service began. Nmther 
of them had moist ^ee; the elder looked about the chapel aith 
blank gaze, often shivering with cold; Emma's face was bent 
downwards, deadly pale, set in unchanging woe. A world had 
fal^ to pieces about her; she did not ^e ground upon 
which she trod; there seemed no way hrom amid the ruW. 
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8he had no stoong religions faith; a waO in the darkness was 
all the expression h» heart could attain to; in the present 
anguish she could not tarn her thoughts to that far visicm of a 
life hereafter. All day she had striven to realise that a box of 
wood contained all that was left of her sister. The voice of the 
clergyman struck her ear with meaningless monotony. Not 
immortality did she a^ for, but one more whisper m»m the 
Bps that could not speak, one throb of the heart she had striven 
BO despairingly to warm against her own. 

Kate was plucking at her arm, for the service was over, and 
unconsciously she was impeding people who wished to pass from 
the seats. With difficulty she rose and walked; the cold seemed 
to have checked the flow of her blood; she noticed the breath 
rising from her mouth, and wondered that she could have so 
much whilst those dear lips were breathless. Then she was 
being led over hard snow, towards a place where men stood, 
where there was new-turn^ earth, where a coffin lay upon the 
ground. She suffered the sound of more words which she could 
not follow, then heard the dull falling of clods upon hollow 
wood. A hand seemed to clutch her throat, she struggled con¬ 
vulsively and cried aloud. But the tears would not come. 

No memory of the return home dwelt afterwards in her 
mind. The white earth, the headstones sprinkled with snow, 
the vast grey sky over which darkness was already creeping, 
the wind and the clergyman’s voice joining in woful chant, 
these alone remained with her to mark the day. Between it 
and the days which then commenced lay formless void. 

On Tuesday morning Alice Mutimer came to the house. 
Mrs. day chanced to be from home; Emma received the visitor 
and led her down into the kitchen. 

* I am glad you have come,’ she said; ’ I wanted to see you 
to-day.’ 

’ Are you feeling better ? ’ Alice asked. She tried in vain 
to speak with the friendliness of past days; that could never 
be restored. Her advantages of person and dress were no help 
against the embarrassment caused in her by the simple dignity 
of the wronged and sorrowing girl. 

Emma, replied that she was better, then asked: 

* Have you come only to see me, or for something else? * 

* I wanted to know how you were; but I’ve brought you 
something as well.’ 

She to^ an envelope from within her muff. Emma shook 
her bead. 

* No, nothing more,’ she said, in a tone removed alike from 
resentmttit and from patihos. ’ 1 want you, please, to say that 
we can’t take anything after this.’ 
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* But whftt Aie you going to do, Emmaf * 

* To leave this house and live as we did before.* 

* Oh, but you oan*t do that! What does Kate say T ’ 

* I hav6n*t told her yet; I'm going to do so to-day.* 

* But she'll feel it vc^ hard with the ohildren.* 

The ohUdren were sitting together in a comer of the kitohm. 
Emma glanced at them, and saw that Bertie, the ^er, was 
listening with a surprised look. 

* Yes, l*m Bor^,’ she replied simply, * but we have no choice.,’ 

Alice had an impulse of fl^erosity. 

* Then take it from me/ she said. ’ You won’t mind that« 
You know 1 have plenty of my own. Live here and let one or 
two of the rooms, and I’ll lend you what you need till the 
business is doing well. Now you can't have anything to say 
against that? ’ 

Emma still shook her head. 

* The business will never help us. We must go back to the 
old work; we can always live on that. I can’t take anything 
fron^ou, Alice.’ 

* Well, 1 think it’s very unkind, Emma.’ 

‘ Perhaps so, but I can’t help it. It’s kind of you to offw, 
I feel that; but I’d rather work my fingers to the bone than 
touch one halfpenny now that I haven’t earned.’ 

Alice bridled slightly and urged no more. She left before 
Kate returned. 

In the course of the morning Emma strung herself to the 
effort of letting hi^r sister know the troe state of affairs. It 
was only what Kate had for a long time suspected, and she 
freely said as much, expressing her sentiments with fluent 
indignation. 

‘ & course I know you won’t hear of it,’ she said, ‘ but if I 
was in your place I|d make him smart. I’d ^ve him up and 
make mm pay, see if I wouldn’t. Trust him, he knows you’re 
too soft-hearted, and he takes advantage of you. It’s girls like 
you as encourages men to think they can do as they l&e. You’ve 
no right, you haven’t^ to let him off. I'd have him in the news¬ 
papers and show him up, see if I wouldn’t. And he shan’t 
have it quite so ea^ as he thinks neither; I’ll (fa about 
tell everybody as I know. Only let him come a-lecturin’ here¬ 
abouts, that’s all! ’ 

’ Kate,’ broke in the other, * if you do anything of toe hind, 
I don't know how I shall specflc to you again. It’s not you he’s 
harmed; you’ve no right to spread talk about me. It’s my 
affair, aim I must do as 1 think fit. It’s all over, and toeren 
no occasion fxx neitoer you nor me to speak qf him again. Pm 
going out this afternoon to find a room for us, and we shall be 
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no wone off than we was before. We’ve got to work, that’s all, 
and to earn our living like other womm (k>.’ 

Her sister stared incredulously. 

* You mean to say he’s stoppra sending money? ’ 

' I have refused to take it.’ 

’You’ve done whcU? Well, of all th e - — !* Comparisons 
failed her. ’And I’ve got to take these children back again 
into a hole like the last? Not me! You do as you like; 1 
suppose you know your own business. But if he doesn’t send 
the money as usual, I’ll find some way to make him, see if I 
don’t! You’re off jjrour bead, I think.’ 

Emma had anticipated this, and was prepared to bear the 
brunt of her sister’s anger. Kate was not originally blessed 
with much sweetness of disposition, and an unhappy marriage 
had mode her into a sour, nagging woman. But, in spite of 
her wretched temper and the low moral tone induced during 
her years of matrimony, she was not evil-natured, and her chi^ 
safeguard was affection for her sister Emma. This seldom 
declared itself, for she was of those unhappily constituted people 
who find nothing so hard as to betra}' the tenderness of which 
th^ are capable, and, as often as not, are driven by a miserable 
pOTversity to words and actions which seem quite inconsistent 
with such feeling. For Jane she had oared far less than for 
Emma, yet her grief at Jane's death was more than could be 
gathered from her demeanour. It had, in fact, resulted in a 
state of nervous irritableness; an outbreak of anger come to 
her as a relief, such as Emma had recently found in the shedding 
of tears. On her own account she felt strongly, but yet more 
on Emma’s; coarse methods of revenge naturally suggested 
themselves to her, and to be thwarted drove her to exasperation. 
When Emma persisted in steady opposition, exerting all the 
force of her character to subdue her sister’s ignoble purposes, 
Kate worked herself to fren^. For more than an hour her 
voice was audible in the street, as she poured forth torrents of 
furious reproach and menace; all the time Emma stood patioit 
and undaunted, her own angor often making terrible struggle 
for mastery, but ever finding itself subdued. For she, too, was 
of a passionate nature, but the treasures of sensibility which 
her heart enclosed consecrated all her being to nobto ends. One 
invaluable aid she had in a contest such as this—^her inabfiity 
to grow suUen. iU^teous anger might gleam in her eyes and 
quiver upon her lips, but the fire always burnt clear; it is 
smoulder that poisons the air. 

9ie knew her sister, pitied her, always made for her the 
gentlest allowances. It would have been easy to stuid aside, 
to disoiaim responsilHlity, and let Kate do aa we diose^ but the 
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easy ooune was never theone the ohoee when endurance promised 
beMer results. To rei^ to the uttermost, even to claim and 
exert the authority she derived from her suffering, was, she 
knew, the truest kindness to her sister. And in roe end she 
prevailed. Kate tore her passion to tatters, tiien suooumbed to 
exhau^on. But she did not fling out ci the room, and this 
Emma knew to be a hopeful sim. Tbe opportunity of strong, 
placid speech at len^ nresroted itself, ana Emma used it wciU. 
She did not succeed in eUoiting a promue, but when she declared 
her confidence in her sister’s better self, Kate made no retort, 
on^ sat in stubborn muteness. 

Li the afternoon Emma went forth to fulfil her intention of 
finding lodging. She avoided the neighbourhood in which she 
liad formmy lived, and after long search discovered what she 
wanted in a wofnl byway near Old Street. It was one room 
only, but largw than she had hoped to come upon; fortunately 
her own furniture had been preserved, and would now suffice. 

Kate ranained sullen, but proved by her actions that she 
had surrendered; she began to pack her possessions. Emma 
wrote to Alice, announcing that the house was tenantless; she 
took the note to Highbury herself, and left it at the door, 
together with the house key. The removal was effected after 
nightfall. 


CHAPTER XVII 

UovBiMXiTTS which appeal to the reason and virtue of humanity, 
and are consequently doomed to remain long in the speculative 
stagey prove their vitality by endurmg the tests of schism. A 
So^Ustic propaganda in times such as our own, an insistence 
upon the principles of Christianity in a modram Christian state, 
the advocacy of peace and good<w^ in £ui when falsehood is 
the foundation of the social structure, and internecine warfare is 
presupposed in every compact between man an4 man, might 
anticipate that the test would come soon, and be of a strin^nt 
nature. Accordingly it did not surprise Mr. Westlake when he 
discerned the beamings of commotion in the Union of whkh 
he represented the cultured and leading elements. A comrade 
named Boodhouse had of late bemi coming into prominenoe ty 
addressing himself in fiery eloqumioe to open-air meetup mid 
at length had taken upon himself to mote than hint that the 
movement was at a standst^ owing to the lukewarmness (in 
guise of {sractical moderation) of those to whom its guidanee 
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had been entrusted. The reports of Comrade Roodhouse^s 
leotnres were oi m nature that ntade it diflSoult for Mr. Westlake 
to print them in the * Fiery Cross; * one such report arrived at 
length, that of a meeting held on derkenwell Green on the 
first Sund^ of the new year, to which the editor refused ad¬ 
mission. ^e comrade who made it his business to pen notes 
of the new apostle's glowing words, had represented him as 
referring to the recognised leader in such very uncompromising 
terms, that to publish the report in the official columns would 
hare been stultifying. In the lecture in question Roodhonse 
declared his adherence to the principles of assassination; he 
pronounced them the ^le working principles; to deny to 
Socialists the right of assassination was to roo them of the very 
sinews of war Men who affected to be revolutionists, but were 
in reality nothing more than rose-water romancers, would of 
course object to anything which looked like business; they 
liked to sit in their comfortable studios and pen daintily worded 
articles, thus earning for themselves a humanitarian reputation 
at a very cheap rate. That would not do; d 6aa iJl such penny- 
a-liner pretence! Blood and iron! that must be the revolutlomsts' 
watchword. Was it not by blood and iron that the present 
damnable system was maintained? To arms, then—secretly, 
of course. Let tyrants be made to tremble upon their thrones 
in more countries than Russia. Let capitalists fear to walk in 
tihe daylight. Tliis only was the path of progress. 

It was thought by the judicious that Comrade Roodhouse 
would, if he repeated this oration, find himself the subject of 
a ratber ugly indictment. For the present, however, his words 
were ignored, save in the Socialist body. To them, of course, 
he had addressed himself, and doubtless he was willing to run 
a little risk for the sake of a most practical end, that of splitting 
the party, and thus establishing a sovereignty for himself; this 
done, he could in future be more guarded. His reports purposely 
sent * copy ’ to Mr. Westlake which could not be printed, and 
the rejection of the report was the signal for secession. Comrade 
Roodhouse printed at his own expense a considerable number 
of leaflets, and sowed them broadcast in the Socialist meeting- 
places. There were not wanting disaffected brethren, wlm 
perused these appeals with satisfaction. Schism flourished. 

Comrade Roo^ouse was of course a man of no meeuas, but he 
numbered among his followers two extremely serviceable men, 
one of them a practioal printer who carried on a small busmesa 
in Gamden Town; the other an oU merchant^ who» because hie 
{Hcofita had never exceeded a squalid two thousand a year* 
wjW Bre aa another oil merchant of hu acquaintance made at least 
twfee as much, was embittered against things in gennal, and 
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ready to asaiat any aabyeannoiiaiy moveniMit, yea, even nith 
coin d the realm, on the one condition that he should be allowed 
to insert articles of hia own compoeition in the new organ which 
it was proposed to establish, lliere was no difficulty in conoed* 
ing this tnfle, and the * Tocsin * was the result. The name was 
a suggestion of the oil merchant himself, and no bad name if 
Socialists at large could be supposed capable of understanding 
it; but the oil merchant was too important a man to be thwarted, 
and the argument which he supported his choice was incon¬ 
testable. * Isn't it our aim to educate the people? Very weQ, 
then let them begin by knowing what Tocsin means. I shouldn't 
know m 3 r 8 elf if I hadn't come across it in the newspaper and 
looked it up in the dictionary; so there you arel ’ 

And there was the ' Tocsin,' a weekly paper like the ' Fieiy 
Cross.' The first number appeared in the middle of February, 
so admirably prepared were the plans of Comrade Roodhouse. 
It appeared on Friday; the next Sunday promised to be a lively 
day at Commonwealth Hall and elsewhere. At the original 
he^-quarters of the Union addresses were promised from two 
leading men, Comrades Westlake and Mutimar. Comrade 
Roodhouse would in the morning address an assembly on 
Clerkenwell Green; in the evening his voice would summon 
adherents to the meeting-place in Hoxton which had been the 
scene of our friend Richard’s earliest triumphs. With few 
exceptions the Socialists of that r^on had gone over to the 
new man and the new paper. 

Richard arrived in town on the Saturday, and went to the 
house in Highbuiy, whither disagreeable business once more 
summoned mm. Alice, who, owing to her mother's resolute 
refusal to direct the household, had not as yet been able to 
spend more than a day or two with Richard and his wife, sent 
nothing but ill news to Wanley. Mrs. Mutimer seemed to be 
breaking down in health, and 'Airy was undisguisedly return¬ 
ing to evil ways. For the former, it was suspected—a looked 
door prevented certainty—^that she had of late kept her bed the 
greater part of the day; a servant who met her downstairs in 
&e early morning reported that she * looked very bad indeed.’ 
The case of the latter was as hard to dml with* 'Any had 
long ceased to attend his classes with any regularity, and he 
was once more asserting the freeman's right to immunity from 
day labour. Moreover, he claimed in practice the freeman's 
right to get drunk four nights out of the seven. No one knew 
wheooe he got his money; Richard purposely stinted him, but 
the provision was oseless. Mr. Keene deolam with lamenta- 
tioDS that his influenoe over 'Any was at an end; nay, the 
youth Jiad so far forgottmi gratitude as to frankly announce lus 
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intentioii of * kiuK^in* Keene^i ont ’ if he were foHher 
interfered witii. To the journahethls* lists'were indiepenaable; 
in no sense of the word did he poss^ too many of them; so 
it was clear that he most abdicate his tatorial ftmetions. AHce 
implored her brother to come and * do something.* 

Bkhard, though a married man of only six weeks* standing, 
had troubles altogether in excess of his satisfaotionB. Hungs 
were not as th^ should have been in that earthly paradise 
called New Wanley. It was not to be exited that the profits 
of that undortakin|; would be worth speaking of for some little 
time to come, but it was extremely desirable that it should pay 
its own expenses, and it began to be doubtful whethw even 
this moderate success was being achieved. Vfuious members of 
the directing committee had visited New Wanley recently, and 
Richard had talked to them in a somewhat discouraging tone; 
his fortune was not limitless, it had to be remembered; a con¬ 
siderable portion of old Mutimer’s money had lain in the vast 
^Iwick concern of which he was senior partner; the surviving 
members of the firm wore under no specified obligation to 
receive Richard himself as partner, and the product of the 
realised capital was a very different thing from the share in the 
profits which the old man had enjoyed. Other capital Richard 
had at his command, but already he was growing ohaiy of 
ei^croachments upon principal. He began to murmur inwardly 
that the entire fortune did not lie at disposal; willingly he 
would have allowed Alice a handsome portion; and as for * Any, 
the inheritance was clearly going to be his ruin. The practical 
difficulties at New Wanley were proving oonsid^ble; the afhur 
was viewed with hostility by ironmasters in general, and the 
results of such hostility were felt. But Richard was committed 
to his scheme; all his ambitions based themselves thereupon. 
And those ambitions grew daily. 

These greater troubles must to a certain extent solve them¬ 
selves, but in Highbury it was evidently time, as Alice said, to 
* do something.’ His mother’s obstinacy sUxxi m the way of 
almost every scheme that suggested itself. Richard was losing 
patience with the poor old woman, and suffered the more from 
his irritation because he would so gladly have behaved to her 
with filial kindness. One plan there was to which she might 
possibly agree, and even have pleasure in accepting it, but it 
was not easy to propose. The house in Wilton Square was still 
on hifl hands; upon the departure of Emma and her sister, a 
certain Mrs. Chattaway, ,a poor friend of old times, who some¬ 
how supported herself and a grandchild, had beon put into the 
hcMise as caretaker, for Richacd oonld not sell all the fundtoxe 
to wfai^ his mother was so attached, mid he had waited for her 
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Teiorn to reason before nltimstely deckling how to act in that 
matter. Gould he now ask the old woman to return to ^a 
Square, and, it m^ht be^ live there with Birs. Chattawayf In 
tliAt case both ’Arry and Alice would have to leave London. 

On Saturday aftemo<m he had a long talk with his sister. 
To Alice also it had oocurred that their mother's return to the 
old abode might be desirable. 

‘ And you may depend upon it, Dick,’ she said, ‘ she’ll never 
rest again tiU she does get back. 1 believe you’ve only got to 
speak of it, and she’ll go at once.’ 

’ She’ll think it unkind,’ Richard objected. * It looks as if 
we wanted to get her out of the way. Why on earth does she 
carry on like this 7 As if we hadn’t bother enough! ’ 

* Well, we can’t help what she thinks. I believe it’ll be for 
her own good. She’ll be comfortable with Mrs. Chattaway, and 
that’s more than she’ll ever be here. But what about ’Arrv 7 ’ 

‘ He’ll have to come to Wanley. I shall find him work ther^— 
1 wish I’d done so months ago.* 

There were no longer the objections to ’Arry’s appearance 
at Wanley that had exhted previous to Richard’s marriage: 
none the less the resolution was courageous, and proved the 
depth of Mutimer’s anxiety for his brother. Having got the 
old woman to Wilton Square, and Alice to the Manor, it would 
have been easy enough to bid Mr. Henry Mutimer betake him¬ 
self—whither his mind directed him. Richard could not adopt 
that rough-and-ready way out of his difficulty. Just as ho 
suffered in the thought that lie might be treating his mother 
unkindly, so he was oonstrained to undergo annoyances rather 
than abandon the nope of saving ’Arry from ultimate destruction. 

* Will he live at the Manor? ’ Alice asked uneasily. 

Richard mused; then a most happy idea struck him. 

*1 have it I He shall live with Rodman. The very thing 1 
Rodman’s the fellow to look after him. Yes; that’s what 
we’ll do.* 

' And I’m to live at the Manor 7 ’ 

‘ Of course.’ 

‘ You think Adela won’t mind? ’ 

’ Mind 7 How the deuce can she mind it 7 ’ 

As a matter of form Adela would of course be consulted, but 
Richard had no notion of 8nbmittm|[ practical arrangements in 
his own household to his wife’s decismu. 

’ Now we shall have to see mother,* he said. * How’s that to 
be managed? ’ 

* Will you go and speak at her door? ’ 

* l%at be hangedl Confound it, has she gone crazy? Just 
go up and say 1 want to see her.’ 
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‘ If 1 say UkAt» Fm quite sure she won’t come.' 

Rioham waxed in anger. 

* But she diaU oome! Go and say I want to see her« and that 
if she doesn’t come down I’ll force the door. There’ll hare 
to be an end to Uiis damned foolery. Fve got no time to spend 
humbug^g. It’s four o’clock, and 1 have letters to write baore 
dinner. her I must see her, and have done with it.* 

Alice went upstairs with small hope of suctm. She knocked 
twice before receiving an answer. 

* Mother, are you there? ’ 

’ What do you want? ’ came back in a voice of irritation. 

* Dick’s here, and wants to speak to you. Ho says he musf 




’ I’ve nothing to do with him,’ was the reply. 

‘ Will you see lum if he comes up here? ’ 

‘ No, I won’t.’ 

Alice went do\i'n and repeated this. After a moment’s hesita¬ 
tion Mu timer ascended the stairs by threes. He rapped loudly 
at the bedroom door. No answer was vouchsafed. 

’ Mother, vou must either open the door or oome downstairs,’ 
he cried with decision. ’ This has gone on long enough. Which 
wiU you do? ’ 

’ Fll do Yieither,’ was the angry reply. * What ri^ht have 
vou to order me about, I’d like to know? You mmd your 
busk'ess, and I’ll mind mine.’ 

* All right. Then I shall send for a man at once, and have 
the door forced.’ 

Mrs. Mutimor knew well the tone in which these words w^ 
spoken; more than once ere now it had been the preliminary 
of decided action. Already Richard had reached the head of 
the stairs, when he beard a k^ turn, and the bedroom door 
was thrown open with such violence that the walls shook. He 
approached the threshold and examined the interior. 

There -was only one noticeable change in the appearance of 
the bedroom since he had last seen it. The dressing-table was 
drawn near to the fire, and on it were a cup and saucer, a few 
plates, some knives, forks, and spoons, and a folded tablecloth. 
A kettle and a sauce]^ stood on the fender. Her bread and 
butter Mrs. Mutimer Kept in a drawer. All tiie appointinents 
of the chamber were as clean and orderly as could be. 

The sight of hu mother’s face all but stilled Richard’s anger; 
she was yellow and wasted; her hair seemed far more griailed 
than he remembered it. She stood as far from him as she could 
get, in an attitude not devoid of dignity, and lodced him stxai^t 
te deface. He closed the door. 

* Mother, I’ve not oome here to quarrel with you,* Mutimsr 
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b^an, hia voice much softened. * What's done is done, and 
there’s no helping it. I can understand you being angry at 
first, but there’s no sense in making enemies of os all in this 
way. It can’t go on any longer->neither for your sake nor 
ours. I want to talk reasonaluy, and to make some kind of 
arrangement’ 

* You want to get me out o’ the ’ouse. I’m ready to go, an’ 
dad to go. I’ve eamt my livin’ before now, an* I’m not so old 
but I can do it again. You always was one for talkin’, but 
the fewest words is best Them as talks most isn’t alius the 
most Btraightfor’ard.* 

' It isn’t that kind of talk that’ll do any good, mother. I 
tdl you again, I’m not going to use angry words. You know 
perfectly wdl I’ve never behaved badly to you, and I’m not 
going to b^in now. What I’ve got to say is that you’ve no 
right to go on like this. Whilst you’ve been shutting yourself 
up in this room, there’s Alice living by herself, which it isn’t 
right she should do; and there’s ’Arry going to the bad as fast 
as he can, and just because you won’t help to look after him. 
If you’ll only think of it in the right way, you’ll see that’s a 
good deal your doing. If 'Arry turns out a scamp and a black¬ 
guard, it’s you that ’ll bo greatly to blame for it. You might 
have helped to look after him. I always thought you’d more 
common sense. You may say what you like about mo, and I 
don’t care; but when you talk about working for your living, 

, you ought to remember that there’s work enough near at hand, 
if only you’d see to it.’ 

* I’ve nothing U do neither with you nor ’Arry nor Alice,’ 
answered the old woman stubbornly. ’ If ’Arry disgraces his 
name, he won’t be the first as has done it. I done my best to 
bring you all up honest, but that was a long time ago, and 
things has changed. You’re old enough to go your own ways, 
an’ your ways isn’t mine. I told you how it 'ud be, an’ the 
only mistake I made was cornin’ to live here at all. Now I 
can’t be left alone, an’ I’U go. You’ve no call to tell me a second 
time.* 

It was a long, miserable wrangle, lasting half an hour, before 
a possibDity of agreement present^ itself. RichaH at length 
ceased to recriminate, and allowed his mother to talk herself to 
satiety. He then said: 

* I’m thinking of giving up this house, mother. What I want 
to know is, whether it would please yon to go bock to the okl 
place again? I ask yon because I can think of no other way for 
patting you in comfort. You must say and think what yon like^ 
only just answer me the one question as 1 adr it—^that is, 
honestly and good-temperedly. I shall have to take ’Arry away 
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with me; I can*t let him go to the dogs without another trw 
to keep him straight. Alice *11 have to go with me too, at all 
events for a time. Whether we like it or not, she*!! have to 
accustom herself to new ways, and I see my way to helping her. 
I don*t know whether you*ve been told that Mrs. Oiattaw^*s 
been living in the house since the others went away, 
fumitttie*B just as you left it; I dare say you*d feel it like going 
home again.* 

* They’ve gone, have they ? * Mrs. Mutimer asked, as if un¬ 
willing to show the interest which this proposal had excited in 
her. 

‘ Yes, they went more than a month a^. We put Mrs. 
Chattaway in just to ke^ the place in order. I look on the 
house as yours. You might let Mrs. Chattaway stay tho'e still, 
perhaps; but that’s just as you please. You oughtn’t to live 
quite alone.* 

Mrs. Mutimer did not soften, but, after many words, Richard 
understood her to agree to what he pro^iosed. She had stood 
all through the dialogue; now at length she moved to a seat, 
and sank upon it with trembling limbs. Richard wished to go, 
but had a difficulty in leaving abruptly. Darkness had fallen 
whilst they talked; they only saw each other by the light of 
the fire. 

* Am 1 to come and see you or not, mother, when you get 
back to the old quarters ? * 

She did not reply. 

* You won’t tell me? ’ 

* You must come or stay away, as it suits you,’ she said, in 
a tone of indifference. 

* Very well, then I shall come, if it’s only to tell you about 
’Arry and Alice. And now will you let Alice come up and have 
some tea with you ? * 

There was no answer. 

*' Then I’ll teU her she may,’ be said kindly, and went from 
the room. 

He found Alice in the drawing-room, and persuaded her to 
go up. 

* Just take it as if there'd been nothing wrong,’ he said to 
his sister. * She’s had a wretched time of it, 1 can see that. 

some tea-cakes up with you, and talk about going back to 
tbe Square as if she’d proposed it herself. We mustn’t be hard 
with her just because she can’t change, poor old souL' 

Socialistio business took him awav during the evening. When 
he returned at deven o’clock, ’Arr^ had not yet come in. Sboi1i][y 
b^ore one there were sounds of ineffectaal effcnt at the fecmt- 
door latch. Mutimor, who happ^ed to be otossing the hdl» 
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heard them, and went to open the door. The reeult was that 
hia brother fdl forward at fuu length upon the mat. 

* Get up^ drunken beaatl * Biohwd ezolaimed angrily. 

* Beaat yourself/ was the hiooupped le^, r^peal^ sevtfal 
times whiiirt ’Any struggled to his feet Then, propping him- 
sdf against the door-post, the maligned you^ assumed the 
attitude of pugilism, inviting all and sunchry to come on and 
have their lights extinguished. Richard flung him into the 
hall and closed the door. 'Airy had again to struggle with 
gravitation. 

* Walk upstairs, if you can! * ordered his brother with con¬ 
temptuous severity. 

Alter much trouble *Arry was got to his room, thrust in, 
and the door slammed behind him. 

Richard was not disposed to argue with his brother this 
time. He waited in the dining-room next morning till the 
champion of liberty presented himself; then, scarcely looking 
at him, said with quiet determination: 

* Pack your clothes some time to-day. You’re going to Wanky 
to-morrow morning.’ 

* Not unless I choose,’ remarked ’Airy. 

* You look here,’ exclaimed the elder, with concentrated 
savageness which did credit to his powers of command. * What 
you choose has nothing to do with it, and that you’ll please to 
understand. At half-past nine to-morrow morning you’re ready 
for me in this room; hear that? 1*11 have an end to this kind 
of thing, or I’ll know the reason why. Speak a word of impudence 
to me and I’ll knock half your teeth out! ’ 

He was capable of doing it. ’Arry got to his morning meal 
in silence. 

In the course of the morning Mr. Keene called. Mutimer 
received him in the dining-room, and they smoked together. 
Their talk was of the meetings to be held in the evening. 

’ There’ll be nasty doings up there,' Keene remarked, indicat¬ 
ing with his head the gathering place of Comrade Roc^ouse’s 
acmerents. 

> * Of what kind 7 * Mutimer asked with indifference. 

’There’s disagreeable talk going about. Probably th^'U 
indulra in personalities a good deal’ « 

* Of course they wUl,’ assented the other after a short pause. 
* Westlake, eh? ’ 

’ Not only Westlake. There’s a more important man.* 

Mutimer could not redst a smile, though he was uneaty. 
Keene underatood the smile; it was always an encouragement 
to him. 

* What have they got hold of 7 ’ 
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* rm afraid tfaere*ll be references to the girl* 

* The girl? * Richard hesitated. * What girl? What do you 
know about any girl? * 

* It*s only the gossip l*ve heard. I thought it would be as 
wen if 1 went aTOUt among them last night Just to pick up 
hints, you know.* 

* They’re talking about that, are they? Well, let them. It 
isn’t hard to invent lies,’ 

* Just so,’ observed Mr. Keene sympathisingly. * Of course I 
know they’d twisted the affair.’ 

Mutimer glanced at him and smoked in silence. 

’ I think I’d better be there to-night,* the journalist con¬ 
tinued. * I shall be more useful there than at the hall.' 

’ As you like,’ said Mutimer lightly. 

The subject was not pursued. 

Though the occasion was of so much importance. Common¬ 
wealth Hall contained but a moderate audience when Mr. West- 
lake rose to deliver his addrras. The people who occupied the 
benches were obviously of a different stamp from those wont 
to assemble at the Hoxton meeting-place. There were perhaps 
a dozen artisans of intensely sober appearance, and the rest 
were men and women who certainly had never wrought with 
thmr hands. Near Mrs. Westlake sat several ladies, her personal 
firiends. Of the men other than artisans the majority were 
^oun^, and showed the countenance which bespeaks meritorious 
mtell^nce rather than ardour of heart or brain. Of enthusiasts 
in the true sense ncme could be discerned. It needed but a 
glance over this assembly to understand how very theoretical 
were the convictions that had brought its members together. 

Mr. Westlake’s address was interesting, very mteresting; he 
had prepared it with much care, and its hterary qualities were 
admi^ when subsequently it saw the light in one of the leading 
periodicals. Now and then he touched eloquence; the sincerity 
animating him was unmistakable, and the ideal he glorified 
was worthy of a noble mind. Not in anger did he speak of the 
schism from which the movement was suffering; even his sorrow 
was dominated by a gospel of ho^ Optimism of the most 
f^id kind glowed throujph his ^course; he ^ew almost 
lyrical in his anticipation of the good time coming. For to-night 
it seemed to him that encouragement should be the prevaiung 
note; it was alwajrs easy to see the dark side of thin^ l%eir 
worl^ he told his hearers, was but just beginning. They aimed 
at nothing less than a revolution, and revolutions were not 
brought about in a day. None of them would in the flesh behold 
the reign of justice; was that a reason why they shonld neglect 
the highest impulsra of their nature and sit oontented in the 
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shadow oi the world*8 mooniiiig? He spoke with peaaion of the 
millions disinherited before their birth, with infimte tendemeas 
oi those weak ones whom onr social ^tem condemns to a Ufe 
of torture, just because they ore weak. One loved the man for 
his great heart and for his ^t of moving speech. 

ffis wife sat, as she always did when listening intently, her 
body bent forward, one hand supporting her chin. Her ^es 
never quitted his face. 

To the second speaker it had fallen to handle in detail the 
differences of the hour. Mutimer’s exordium was not inspiriting 
after the rich-roUing periods with which Mr. Westlake had come 
to an end; his hard voice contrasted painfully with the other’s 
cultured tones. Richard was probably conscious of this, for he 
hesitated more than was his wont, seeing words which did not 
come naturally to him. However, he wanned to his work, and 
was soon giving his audience clearly to understand how he, 
Richard Mutimer, regarded the proceedings of Comrade Rood* 
house. Let us be practical—this was the burden of his exhorta* 
tion. We are Englishmen—and women—^not flighty, frothy 
foreigners. Besides, we have the blessings of free raeech, and 
with the tongue and pen we must be content to nght, other 
modes of warfare being barbarous. Those who in their inoon* 
siderate zeal had severed the Socialist body, were taking upon 
themselves a very grave res{xmnibility; not only had they 
troubled the movement internally, but they would doubtless 
succeed in giving it a bad name with many who were hitherto 
merely indifferent, and wlio might in time have been brought 
over. Let it be understood that in this hall the true doctrine 
w’as preached, and that the * Fieiy Cross ’ was the true oi^n 
of English Socialism as distinguished from foreign crazes. The 
strength of England had over been her sobriety; Englishmen 
did not fly at impossibilities like noisy children. He would not 
hesitate to say that the revolutionism preached in the news¬ 
paper called the * Tocsin ’ was dangerous, was immoral And 
so on. 

Richard was not at his best this evening. You might have 
seen Mia. Westlake abandon her attentive position, and lean 
back rathw wearily; you might have seen a covert smile on a 
few of the more intelligent faces. It was awkward*for Mutimer 
to be praising moderation in a movement directed against 
capital and this was not exactly the audience for eulogies of 
Great Britain at the expense of other countries. The iwplanBe 
when the orator seated himself was anything but hearty. Mohard 
knew it, and inwardly oursed Mr. Westlake for taking the wind 
out of his sails. 

Very different was tiie scene in the meeting-room beliind 
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the Goffee<Bhop. There, upon Comrade Roodhouae*8 harangue^ 
followed a debate more srarruig than any aa the reoordB of the 
Islington and Hoxton branch. The room waa thovoughly fuU; 
the roof rang with tempeatnoos acolamationa. MeBBra. Cowee 
and Cullen were in their glory; they roared with delight at 
each depreciatory epithet appUed to Mr. Westlake and his 
henchmen, and prompted the spedcers with words and phrases 
of a rich vernacular. If anytl^g, Comrade Boodhouse fell a 
little short of what was expected of him. His friends had come 
together prepared for gory mnguage, but tiie murderous instiga* 
tions of Clerkenwell Green were not repeated with the same 
crudity. The speaker dealt in negatives; not thus and thus 
was the social millennium to be brought about, it was open to 
his hearers to conceive the practical coursa For the rest, the 
heresiarch had a mighty flow of vituperative speech. Aspirates 
troubled him, so that for the most part he oast them away, 
and the syntax of his periods was often anacoluthic; but those 
matters were of no moment. 

Questions being called for, Mr. Cowes and Mr. Cullen of 
course started up simultaneously. The former gentleman got 
the ear of the meeting. With preliminary swaying of the hand, 
he looked round as one about to propound a question which 
would for ever establish his reputation for acumen. In his voice 
of quiet malice, with his frequent deliberate pauses, with the 
wonted emphasis on absurd pronunciations, he spoke somewhat 


thus;— 

‘ In the course of Ills address—^I shall say nothin' about its 
qualities, the time for discussion will come ]presently-^ur 
Comrade has said not a few 'ard things about certain individooalB 
who put themselves forward as penraotical Socialists- 

' Not 'ard enough 1 ’ roared a voice from the back of the room. 

Mr. Cowes turned his lank figure deliberately, and gazed for 
a moment m the quarter whence the interruption had come. 
Then he resumed. 

‘ I agree with that involuntary exclamation. Certainly, not 
'ard enough. And the question 1 wish to put to our Comrade 
is this: Is he, or is he not, aweer of certain scandalous doin's 
on the part of one of these said individooals, I might say actions 
which, from the Socialist point of view, amount to crimes? If 
our Comrade is aiveer of what I refer to, then it seems to me 
it was his dooty to distinctly mention it. If he was not aweer, 
then we in this neighbourhood shall be only too glad to enli|^ten 
Him- I disUnotly assert that a oertain ii^vidooal we aU have 
in our thou^ts has ^ved himself a txaitor to the cause of the 
people. Comrades wUl understand me. And that's the question 
1 wnfa to put.' 
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Mr. OowM had introdoeed the tubjeot whioh a oonaklerable 
number of those preset were bent on puldioly disousaing. 
it was that had ^t spread the story of Mutimer's matrimonial 
oonoems probably no one could have determined. It was not 
Dmiiel Dabbs» tliouf^ Daniel, partly from gmmine indignation, 
partly in consequence of slowly growing personal feding against 
the Mutimors, had certainly supplied Kiohard's enemies with 
corroboraUve detuls. Under ordinary circumstances Mutimer's 
change of fortune would have seemed to his old mates a sufficient 
explanation of his behaviour to Emma Vine; they oertamly 
would not have gone out of tlieir way to condemn him. But 
Richard was by this time vastly unpopular with most of those 
who had once glorified him. Envy had had time to grow, and 
was assisted by Richard’s avoidance of personal contact with 
his Hoxton friends. When they spoke of liim now it was with 
sneers and sarcasms. Some one had confidently asserted that 
the so-called Socialistic enterprise at Wanley was a mere pretence, 
that Mutimer was making money just like any other oapitaUst^ 
and the leaguers of Hoxton firmly believed this. They en¬ 
couraged one another to }K>sitivo hatred of the working man 
who had suddenly become wealthy; his name stank in their 
nostrils. This, in a great measure, explained Oomrode Rood- 
house’s success; personal feeling is almost always the spring 
of public action among the uneducated. In the excitement r)f 
the schism a few of the more energetic spirits had determined 
to drag Richard’s domestio concerns into publicity. Tliey 
sudden^ became aware that private morality was at the root 
of the general good they urged each other to righteous indigna¬ 
tion in a matt^ for which they did not really care two straws. 
Thus Mr. Cowes’s question was received with vociferous approval. 
Those present who did not understand the allusion were quickly 
enlightened by their neighbours. A crowd of Englishmen work¬ 
ing itself into "a moral rage is as glorious a spectacle as the world 
can show. Not one of ^ese men but heeurtily believed himself 
justified in reviling the traitor to his class, the betrayer of 
confidicg innocence. Remember, too, how it facilitates speech 
to have a concrete topic on which to enlarge; in this matter a 
West End drawing-room and the Hoxton cofiee-shop are akin. 
Regularity of proc^ure was at an end; question grSw to debate, 
and debate was riot. Mr. Cullen sucoe^^ Mr. Cowes and roared 
himself hoarse, defying the feeble potests of the chairman. He 
abandoned men allusion, ai^ rqjoaced the meeting by declaring 
names. His example was followed by those who suoomed him. 

little did Emma think, as she sat working, Sunday though 
it was, in her poor room, that her sorrows were being blared 
forth to a gross assembly in vmiomous acousatioii agunst the 
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man who had wronged her. We oan imagine that the knowledge 
wonld not greatlv kive soothed her. 

Oomnde Boo^ouse at length obtained a hearing. It waa 
his poKcj to deprecate these extreme pMsonaHties, arc in doing 
so he heaped on the enemy greater condemnation. There waa 
not a little art in the heresiaroh’s modes of speech; the lees 
obtuse appreciated him and bade him live for ever. 'Die secretary 
of the branch busily took notes. 

When the meeting had broken up into groups, a number of 
the more prominent Socialists surrounded Comrade Roodhouse 
on the platform. Their talk was still of Mutimer, of his shame¬ 
less hypocrisy, his greed, his infernal arrogance. Near at hand 
stood Mr. Keene; a word brought him into conversation with 
a neighbour. He began by repeating the prevalent abuse, then, 
perceiving that his hearer merely gave assent in general terms, 
he added:— 

* I shouldn’t wonder, though, if there was some reason we 
haven’t heard of—I mean, about the girl, you know.* 

* Think so f * said the other. 

* Well, I have heard it said—but then one doesn’t care to 
repeat such things.* 

* What’s that, eh T ’ put in another man, who had caught the 
words. 

* Oh, nothing. Only the girl’s made herself scarce. Dare say 
the fault wasn’t altogether on one side.’ 

And Mr. Keene winked meaningly. 

The hint spread among those on the platform. Daniel Dabbs 
happened to near it repeated in a gross form. 

* Who’s been a-sayin* that? ’ he roared. * Where have you 
got that from, eh ? ’ 

The source was already forgotten, but Daniel would not let 
the calumny take its way unoppo^. He harangued those 
about him with furious indignation. 

*lf any man’s got a word to say against Emma Vine, let 
him come an’ say it to me, that’s all! Now look ’ere, aU o’ you, 
1 know that girl, and I know that anyone as talks like that 
about her tells a damned lie.’ 

’ Most like it’s Mutimer himself as has set it goin’,’ obswved 
someone. 

In five minutes all who remained in the room were convinced 
that Mutimer had sent an agent to the meeting for the purpose 
of assailing Emma Vine’s good name. Mr. Kemie had already 
taken his departure, and no suspicions character was disoemfljle; 
a for the evening might have ended in a picturesque way. 

jBut Danid Dabbs went home to his brother’s pumo-hoi^ 
obtained note-paper and an envdope, and forthwith indited 
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s brief epistile he addreesed to the house in Hig^lnuy- 
It had no formal oommenoement^ and eoried with * Yoara^ eto.* 
Daniri demanded an asauianoe that his fcurmer friend had imt 
mstigated certain Tile accusations against Emma, and informed 
him that whaterw answer was received wouM be read aloud at 
next Sunday's meeting. 

The one not wholly ignoble incident in that evening's trans- 
acrions. 


CHAPTER XVIII 

In the partial reconciliation between Hrs. Mutimer and her 
children there was no tenderness on either side. The old con* 
ditions could not be restored, and the habits of the fanuly did 
not lend themselves to the polite hypocrisy which lubriositm the 
wheds of the refined worl^ There was to be a parting, and 
probably it would be for life. In Richard’s household his mo^er 
could never have a part, and when Alice married, doubtless 
the same social difficulty would present itself. It was not tiie 
future to which Mrs. Mutimer had looked forward, but, having 
said her say, she resigned herself and hardened her heart. At 
least she would die in the familiar home. 

Richard had supper with his sister on his return from Common* 
wealth Hall, and tneir plans were discussed m further detail. 

' I want you,’ he said, * to go to the Square with mother 
to-morrow, and to “tay there till Wednesday. You won’t mind 
doing that?' 

' I think she'd do every bit as well without me,' said Alice. 

' Never mind; 1 should like you to go. I’ll take 'Arry down 
to-morrow morning, thmi I’ll come and fetch you on Wednesday. 
You'll just see that everything’s comfortable in the house, and 
buy her a few presents, the kind of things she'd like.* 

' I don’t suppose she'll take anything.’ 

' Tiy, at all events. And don't mind her talk; it does no 
harm.' 

In the morning came the lettw from Daniel Dabbs. Richard 
read it without any feriing of surprise, still less with indigna¬ 
tion, at the calumny of which it complained. During the i^^t 
he had wondered uneasily what mi^t have occunm at the 
Ebzton meetii^ and the result was a revival of his ignoble 
anger against^nma. Had he not anxiety enough that she 
must briim him new trouUe when he believM that all relations 
betwee n mm and her were at an end? Doubtleis riie was posing 
M a martyr before all who knew anything of her story; why 
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had ehe refoBed his money, if not that her case mi^t seem 
all the harder T It were difficult to say idietha: he really belnred 
this; in a nature essentially ^oistic, there is often no line to 
be drawn between genuine oonviotbns and the irresponsibte 
charges of resentment. Mutimer had so persistently trained 
himself to regard Emma as in the wrong, that it was no wonder 
if he had lost the power of judging sandy in any matter con¬ 
nected with her. Her refusal to benefit % his generosity had 
aggravated him; actually, no doubt, because she thus deprived 
him of a defence against his conscience. 

He was not surprised that libellous rumours were afloat, 
simply because since his yesterday’s conv^sation with Keene 
the thought of justifying himself in some such way—should 
it really prove necessary—had several times occurred to him, 
suggostra probably by Keene’s own words. That the journalist 
had found means of doing him this service was very likelv 
indeed^ He remembered with satisfaction that no hint of such 
a thing had escaped his own lips. Still, he was uneasy. Keene 
might have fallen short of prudence, with the result diat Danid 
Dabbs might be in a position to trace this calumny to him, 
Mutimer. It would not to pleasant if the affair, thus represented, 
came to the ears of his friends, particularly of Mr. Westlake. 

He had just finished his breakfast, and was glancing over 
the newspaper in a dull and irritable mood, when Keene him- 
sdf arrived. Mutimer expected him. Alice quitted the dining¬ 
room when he lias announced, and 'Arry, who at the samo 
moment came in for breakfast, was bidden go about his business, 
and be ready to leave the house in half-an-hour. 

* What does this mean ? ’ Richard asked abruptly, handing 
the letter to his visitor. 

Keene perused Uie crabbed writing, and uttered sundry 
‘ .4h’8 ’ and ‘ Hum’s.’ 

* Do you know anything about it? ’ Mutimer continued, in 
>i tone between mere annoyance and serious indignation. 

‘ I think 1 had better tell you what took place last night,’ 
said the journalist, with side glances. He had never altog^er 
thrown off the d^erential manner when conversing with his 
patron, and at present he emphasised it. ' Those feUows can^ 
party feeling tro far; the proceedings were scandalous, it 
really was ^ough to make one feel that one mustn’t be ton 
scrupulous in trying to stop their mouths. If I’m not mistaken, 
an action for d^amation of character would lie against half-a- 
dozen of them.’ 

Mutimer was unfurtunatriy deficient in sense of humour. Hn 
oontinuedtosco^andmerttysaid: ‘Goon; whathappmiCKlT’ 

Mr. Keme allowed the evening’s proceedings to lose nothinig 
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in ku nairatioiL He was enooeesfal in exoith^ his hearer to 
wrath, bttt, to his oonstemation, it was forthwith tamed against 
himself. 

‘ And you tr^ to make things better by going about teDing 
what several of them would krow perfectly weU to be lies?” 
exdlaimed Mutimer, savagely. * Who the devil gave you authority 
to do so? ’ 

* My dear sir/ protested the journalist, * you have quite 
mistaken me. 1 did not mean to admit that 1 had told Ues. 
How could I for a moment suppose that a man of your character 
would sanction that kind of thing? Pooh, 1 hope 1 know you 
better! No, no; 1 merely in the course of conversation ventured 
to hint that, as you yourself had explained to me, there were 
reasons quite other than the vulgar mind would conceive for-- 
for the course you had pursued. To my own apprehension such 
reasons are abundant, and, 1 will ada, most conclusive. Tou 
have not endeavoured to explain them to me in detail; J trust 
you felt that 1 was not so dull of understanding as to be incapable 
of—of appreciatmg motives when sufficiently indioated. Situa¬ 
tions of this kind are never to be explained grossly; I mean, 
of course, in the case of men of intellect. 1 flatter *niy8elf that 
1 have come to know your nibng principles; and 1 will say that 
beyond a doubt your behaviour has been most honourable. 
Of course 1 was mistaken in trying to convey this to those I 
talked with last night; they misinterpreted me, and 1 might 
have expected it. We cannot give them the moral feelings which 

'they lack. But 1 am glad that the error has so quickly oome 
to light. A mere word from you, and such a delusion goes no 
farther. I r^et it extremely.’ 

Mutimer held the letter in his hand, and kept looking from 
it to the speaker. Keene’s subtleties were not very intelligible 
to liim, but, even with a shrewd suspicion that ho was being 
humbugged, he could not resist a sense of pleasure in hearing 
himself classed with the superior men whose actions are not to 
be explamed by the vulgar. Nay, he asked himself whether 
the d^ence was not in fact a just one. After all, was it not 
possible that his conduct had been praiseworthy ? He recovered 
the argument by which he had formerly tried to silence dis¬ 
agreeable inner voices; a man in his position owed to society 
to effect a union of classes, and private feeling must give way 
before the higher motive. He reflected for a moment when 
Keene ceased to speak. 

* What did you say 7 * he then asked, still bluntly, but with 
leas anger. * Just tell me the words, as far as you can remember.’ 

Keene was at no loss to recall inoffensive phrases; in another 
bng speedi, full of cajolery sufficiently aitw for the oorasion, 
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he repxeBented himself as having merely protested agakisfe 
misr^resentations obvioinly sharpened by maliee. 

* It is just possible that I made some reference to her chameUr* 
he admitted, speaking more slowly, and as if desirous tiiat no 
word should escape his hearer; " but it did not occur to me 
to guard against misunderstandmgs of the word. 1 might have 
remembered that it has such different meanings on t^e lips of 
educated and of uneducated men. You, of course, would never 
have missed my thoughts.* 

* If I might suggest,’ he added, when Mutimer kept silence, 
* I think, if you condescend to notice the letter at all, you 
should reply only in the most general terms. Who is this man 
Dabbs, 1 wonder, who has the impudence to write to you in 
this way ? * 

* Ob, one of the Hoxton Socialists, I suppose,* Mutimer 
answ'ered carelessly. ' I remember the name.* 

' A gross impertinence! By no means encourage them in 
thinking you owe explanations. Your position doesn’t allow 
anythmg of the kind.* 

‘All right,’ said Richard, his ill-humour gone; * I’ll see to it.* 

He was not able, after all, to catch the early train by which 
he had meant to take his brother to Wanley. He did not like 
to leave without some kind of good-bye to his mother, and 
Alice said that the old woman would not be ready to go l^fore 
eleven o’clock. After half an hour of restlessness he sat down 
to answer Daniel’s letter. Keene’s flattery had not been with¬ 
out its fruit. Front anger which had in it an element of appre¬ 
hension he passed to an arrogant self-confidence which character 
and circumstances were conspiring to make his habitual mood. 
It was a gross impertinence in Daniel to addr^ him thus. 
What was the use of wealdi if it did not exempt one from the 
''pettv laws binding on miserable hand-to-mouth toil^! He 
would have done with Emma Vine; his time was of too much 
value to the world to be consumed in wranglings about a work- 
girl. What if here and there someone believra the calumny? 
Would it do E mm a any harm 7 That was most unlikely. On 
the whole, the misunderstanding was useful; let it take its 
course. Men with lar|^ aims cannot afford to be scrupulous 
in small details. Was not New Wanley a sufiScimt b^ance 
against a piece of injustice, which, after all, was only one of 
muds? 

He wrote: 


* Dbab Sib,-*-! have received your letter, but it is impossible 
for me to spend time in refuting idle stories. What’s more^ I 
oamiot see that my private concerns are a fit subject for 
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ouasioii at a public mertang, as 1 understand they have bem 
made. You are at liberty to read this note when and where 
you please, and in that intention let me add that the cause of 
Socialism will not be advanced by attacks on the character of 
those most earnestly devoted to it. I remain, yours truly, 

* Richard Mutimbr.* 

It seemed to Richard that this was the v^ thing, alike in 
tone and phrasing. A week or two previously a oerti^ states¬ 
man bad written to the same effect in reply to oalumnioos 
statements, and Richard consciously made that letter his model. 
The statesman had probably bero sounder in his syntax, but 
his imitator had, no doubt, the advantage in otW points. 
Richard perused his composition several times, and sent it to 
the post. 

At eleven o’clock Mrs. Mutimer descended to the hall, ready 
for her journey. She would not enter any room. Her eldest 
son came out to meet her, and got rid of the servant who had 
fetched a cab. 

* Good-bye for the present, mother,* be said, giving his hand 
* 1 hope you’ll find everything just as you wish it.’ 

* If 1 don’t, 1 shan’t complain,’ was the cold reply. 

Tlie old woman had clad herself, since her retreat, in the 
garments of former days; and the truth must be told that they 
did not add to the dignity of her appearance. Probably no 
costume devisable could surpass in ignoble ugliness the attire 
t)f an English working-class widow when she appears in the 
streets. !]^e proximity of Alice, always becomingly clad, drew 
attention to the poor mother's plebeian guise. Richard, watch¬ 
ing her enter the oab, felt for the first time a distinct shame. 
His feelings might have done him more credit but for the repulse 
he had suffered. 

’Arry contented himself with standing at the front-room 
window, his hands in his pockets. 

Later in the same da^ Daniel Dabbs, who bad by chance 
been following the British workman’s practice and devoting 
Monday to recreation, entered an omnibus in which Mrs. Qav 
was riding. She had a heavy bundle on her lap, ahopwork which 
she was taking home. Daniel had already receive Mutimer’s 
reply, and was nursing a fit of anger. He seated himself by 
Kate’s side, and conversed with her. 

* Heard anything from him lately ? ’ he asked, with a motion 
of the head which rendered mention of names unnecessazy. 

* Not we,’ Kate replied bitterly, her eyes fixing themselves 
in seotn* 

* No loss,’ remarked Daniel, with an expression of disgust. 

22 $ H 



Demos 

* He’ll hear £rom me some day,* said the woman, ' ami in a 

as he won’t like.’ 

Ihe noise of the vehicle did not favour conversation. Danid 
waited till Kate got out, then he too descended, and walked 
along by her side. He did not offer to relieve hw of the bundle 
—in primitive societies woman is naturally the burden-bearer. 

’ I wouldn’t a’ thought it o’ Dick,’ he said, his head thrust 
forward, and his eyes turning doggedly from side to side. ’ They 
say as how too much money ain’t good for a man, but it’s changed 
him past all knowin’.’ 

* He always had a good deal too much to say for himself,* 
remarked Mrs. Clay, speaking with difficulty through her 
quickened breath, the bundle almost more than she could 
manage. 

* I wish just now as he’d say a bit more,’ said Daniel. ’ Now, 
see, here’s a letter I’ve just got from him. 1 wrote to him last 
night to let him know of things as was goin’ round at the lecture. 
There’s one or two of our men, you Imow, think he’d ought to 
be made to smart a bit for the way he’s treated Emma, and 
last night they up an’ spoke—^you should just a* ’eard them. 
Then someone set it goin’ as the fault wasn’t Dick’s at all. 
See what 1 mean ? 1 don’t know w^ho started that. I can’t think 
as he’d try to blacken a girl’s name just to excuse himself; 
that’s goin’ a bit too far.’ 

Mrs. Clay came to a standstill. 

’ He's been saying things of Emma ? ’ she cried. ’ Is that 
what you mean ? ’ 

‘ Well, see now. I couldn’t believe it, an’ I don’t rightly 
believe it yet. I’ll read you the answer as he’s sent me.’ 

Daniel gave forth the letter, getting rather lost amid its 
pretentious periods, with the eccentric pauses and intonation of 
an uneducated reaider. Standing in a busy thoroughfare, he 
and Kate almost blocked the pavement; impatient {^estxians 
pushed against them, and uttered maledictions. 

’ I suppose that’s Dick’s new way o’ sayin* he hadn’t nothin’ 
to do with it,’ Daniel commented at the end. ‘ Money seems 
always to bring long words with it somehow. It seems to me 
he’d ought to speak plainer.* 

* Who’s done it, if he didn’t? ’ Kate exclaimed, with shrill 
anger. ’ You don’t suppose there’s another man ’ud go about 
telhng coward lies? l^e mean wretch! Says things about my 
sister, does he? I’ll be even with that man yet, never you 
mind.’ 

’ Well, I can’t bdieve it o’ Dick,’ mattered Dabbs. * He 
says ’ere, you see, as he hasn’t time to contradict “ idle stories.” 

I suppose that means he didn’t start ’em.’ 
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' If he telk one lie, won't he tell another?' oried tiie woman. 
She was obliged to put down her bundle on a doorstep, and 
used the moment of relief to pour forth vigorous vitumration. 
Dick listened with an air half of approval, half doggedly doubtful. 
He was not altogether satisfied with himself. 

' Well, I must get off 'ome,' he said at length. ‘ It*s only 
right as you should know what's goin' on. There’s no one 
bdieves a word of it, and that you oan tell Emma. If 1 hear 
it repeated, you may be sure I’ll up an' say what I think. It 
won’t go no further if I oan stop it. Well, so longl Give my 
respects to your sister.’ 

Daniel waved his arm and made off across the street. Kate, 
clutching her bundle again, panted along by-^rays; reaching 
the house-door she rang a bell twice, and Emma Emitted her. 
They climbed together to an upper room, where Kate flung 
her burden on to the floor and began at once to relate with 
vehemence all that Daniel had told her. The calumny lost 
nothing in her repetition. After listening in surprise for a few 
moments, Emma turned away and quietly began to cut bread 
and butter for the children, who were having their tea. 

* Haven’t you got anything to say ? ’ cried her sister. ’ 1 
suppose he’ll be telling his foul lies aoout me next. Oh, he’s a 
good-’earted man, is Mutimer! Perha^ you’U believe me now. 
Are you going to let him talk what he likes about you ? ’ 

Since the abandonment of the house m Wilton Square, Kate 
had incessantly railed in this way; it was a joy to her to have 
discovered new mstter for invective. Emma’s persistent silence 
maddened her; even now not a word was to be got from the girl 

‘Can’t you speak?’ shrilled Mrs. Clay. ‘If you don’t do 
something, I let you know that I shall! I’m not going to stand 
this kind o* thing, don’t think it. If they talk ill of you they’ll 
do the same of me. It’s time that devil had something for 
himself. You might be made o’ stone! 1 only hope I may meet 
him in the streets, that’s all! I’ll show him up, see if I don’t] 
I’ll let all the people know what he is, the cur! I’ll do some¬ 
thing to make him give me in charge, and then I’ll tell it all 
out before the magistrates. I don’t care what comes. I’ll find 
home way of paying out that beast! ’ * 

Emma turned angrily. 

‘ Hold your tongue, Kate! If you go on like this day after 
day we shall have to part; I can’t put up with it, so there now! 
I've begged and prayed you to stop, and you don’t pf^ the 
least heed to me; 1 Ihink you might have more kmdness. Yoo’ll 
nevw make me say a sin^e wora about him, do what you will; 
I've told you that many a tinm, and I mean what I sav. Let 
him say what he likes and do what he likes. It’s nothing to 
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me, aod it doesn't concern you. You’ll drive me out of the 
house again, Uke vou did the other night. 1 can’t bear it. Do 
you understand, &ate7—I can’t bear it! ’ 

Her voice shook, and there were tears of uttermost shame 
and misery in her eyes. The children sitting at the table, thou^ 
accustomed to scenes of this kind, looked at the disputants 
with troubled faces, and at length the younger began to cry. 
Emma at once turned to the little one with smiles of re>assurance. 
Kate would have preferred to deal slaps, but contented herself 
with taking a cup of tea to the fireside, and sulking for half an 
hour. 

Emma unrolled the bundle of work, and soon the hum of 
the sewing-machine began, to continue late into the night. 


CHAPTER XIX 

You remember that one side of the valley m which stood New 
Wanley was clad with trees. Through this wood a public ^th 
made transverse ascent to the shoulder of the hill, a way uttle 
used save by Wanley ramblers in summer time. The section 
of the wood above the path was closed against trespassers; 
among the copses below anyone might freely wander. In places 
it was scarcely possible to make a way for fern, bramble and 
underwood, but elsewhere mossy tracks led one among hazels or 
under arches of foliage which made of the mid-day ^y a cool, 
golden shimmer. One such track, abruptly turning round a 
great rock over the face of which drooped the boughs of an ash, 
came upon a little sloping lawn, which started from a high 
liazel-covered bank. The bank itself was so shaped as to afford 
an easy seat, shaded even when the grass in front was all 
sunshine. 

Adela had long known this retreat, and had been accustomed 
to sit here with Letty, especially when she needed to exchange 
deep confidences with her friend. Once, just as they wrere 
bettling themselves upon the bank, th^ were startled by a 
movement among the leaves above, followed by the voice of 
someone addressing them with cheerful friendliness, and making 
retmest to be alloi^ to descend and join them. It was Hubert 
Eldon, just home for the long vacation. Once or twice subse¬ 
quently the girls had met Hubert on the same spot; there had 
mn a picnic here, too, in which Bilrs. Eldon and Mnu Waltham 
took pa^ But Adela always thought of the place aa peculiarly 
her own. To others it was only a delightfnliy seolud^ comer 
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of the wood, fresh and green; for her it had something intimately 
dear, as the haunt where she had first met her own self face to 
face and had heard the whispering of secrets as if by another 
voice to her tremulous heart. 

She sat here one morning in July, six months after her 
marriage. It was more than a year since she had seen the spot, 
and on reaching it to-day it seemed to her less beautiful than 
formerly; the leafage was to her eyes thinner and less warm 
of hue than in earlier years, the grass had a coarser look and 
did not clothe the soil so completely. An impulse had brought 
her hither, and her first sense on arriving had been one of dis¬ 
appointment. Was the change in her way of seeing T or had 
the retreat indeed suffered, perchance from the smoke of New 
Wanley? The disappointment was like that we experience in 
revisiting a place kept only in memory since childhood Adela 
had not travelled much in the past year, but her growth in 
experience had put great tracts between her and the aays when 
she came here to listen and wonder. It was indeed a memory 
of her childhood that led her into the wood. 

She had brought with her a German book on Socialism and 
a little German dictionary. At the advice of Mr. Westlake, ^ 
given some months ago on the occasion of a visit to the Manor,' 
she had applied herself diligently to this study. But it was 
not only with a view to using the time that she had selected 
these books this morning. In visiting a scene which would 
strongly revive the past, instinct—rather than conscious purpose 
—had bidden her keep firm hold upon the present. On experi¬ 
encing her disilhi^'ion a sense of trouble h^ almost led her to 
retrace her steps at once, but she overcame this, and, seating 
herself on the familiar bank, began to toil through hard sentences. 
Such moments of self-discipline were of daily occurrence in her 
life; she kept watch and ward over her feelings and found in 
efforts of the mind a short way out of inner conflicts which she 
durst not suffer to pass beyond the first stage. 

Near at hand there grew a silver birch. Hubert Eldon, on 
one of the occasions when he talked here with Adela and L^ty. 
had by chance let his ^es wander from Adela to the birch tree, 
and his fancy, just then active among tender images, su^ested 
a likeness between that graceful, gleaming stem with its deliwiely 
drooping foliage and the sweet-featured girl who stood before 
him with her head bowed in unconscious loveliness. As the 
silver birch among the trees of the wood, so was Adela among 
the men and women of fihe world. And to one looking upon 
her by chance such a comparison might stiU have occurnsd. 
But in face she was no longer what she had then been. Her 
eyebrows, formerly so smooth and smiling, now constantly 
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drew tbemselves together as if at a thought of pain or in some 
mental exertion. Her cheeks had none of their maMen colour. 
Her Ups were closed too firmly, and sometimes trembled like 
those of old persons who have raown much trouble. 

In spite of herself her attention flagged from the hard, dull 
book; the spirit of the place was too strong for her, and, as in 
Hammers gone by, she was lost in vision. But not with eyes 
like these had she been wont to dream on the green branches 
or on the sward that lay deep in sunlight. On her raised lids 
sat the heaviness of mourning; she seemed to strain her sight 
to somethmg very far off, something which withdrew itself from 
her desire, upon which her soul called and called in vain. Her 
cheeks show^ their thinness, her brow foretold the lines which 
would mark it when she grew old. It was a sob in her throat 
which called her back to consciousness, a sob which her lips, 
woll-tramed warders, would not aUow to pass. 

^e forced herself to the book again, and for some minutes 
plied her dictionary with feverish zeal Then there came over 
her countenance a strange gleam of joy, as if she triumphed in 
self-conquest. She smiled as she continued her work, clearly 
making a happiness of each mastered sentence. And, looking 
up with the smile still fixed, she found that her solitude was 
invaded. Letty Tew had just appeared round the rock which 
sheltered the green haven. 

' You here, Adela? * the girl exclaimed. * How strange! * 

* Why strange, Letty ? ’ 

* Oh, only because I bad a sort of feeling that perhaps 1 
might meet you. Not here, particularly,* she added, as if eager 
to explain herself, * but somewhere in the wood. The day is so 
fine; it tempts one to walk about.’ 

Letty did not approach her friend as she would have done 
when formerly they met here. Her manner was constrained, 
almost timid; it seemed an afterthought when she bent forward 
for the kiss. Since Adela’s marriage the intercourse between 
them had been comparatively slight. For the first three months 
th^ had seen each other only at long intervals, in part owing 
to ciroumstances. After the fortnight she spent in London at 
the time of her marriage, Adela had returned to Wankpr in 
for from her usual state of health; during the first da^ of 
February there had been a fear that she might fall gravely ilL 
Only in advanced spring had she begun to go b^ond the grounds 
of the Manor, and it was still unusual for her to do so except 
in her carriage. Letty had acquiesced in the altered relations; 
she suffered, and for various reasons, but did not endeavour to 
revive an intimacy which Adela seemed no longer to desiie. 
Visits to the Manor were from the first distressing to her; the 
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natural subjects of oonTersation w&n those which both avoidedr 
and to talk in the manner of mere acquaintances was B<»roe]y 
possible. Of course this state of thin^ led to remark. Mrs. 
Waltham was inclined to suspect some wrong feeling on Letty^s 
side, though of what nature it was hard to determine. AHtm, 
on the oth» hand, took his sister’s b^aviour ill, more es^iallj 
as he felt a distinct change in her manner to himself, was the 
girl going to be spoilt by the possession of wealth? What on 
earth did she mean by her reserve, her cold dignity ? Wasn’t 
Letty good enough for her now that she was lady of the Manor? 
Letty herself, when the subject was spoken of, pretended to 
recognise no change beyond what was to be expected. So far 
from being hurt, her love for Adela grew warmer during these 
months of seeming estrangement; her only trouble was that 
she could not go often and sit by her friend’s side—sit silentlv, 
hand holding hand. That would have been bettor than speech, 
which misled, or at best was inadequate. Meantime she supported 
herself with the hope that love might some day again render 
her worthy of Adela’s confidence. That her friend was far above 
her she hM fdways gladly confessed; she felt it more than ever 
now that she tried in vain to read Adela’s secret thoughts. The 
marriage was a mystery to her; to the last moment she had 
prayed that something might prevent it. Vet, now that Adela 
was Mrs. Mutimer, she conscientiously put away every thought 
of discontent, and only wondered what high motive hod dictated 
the choice and—^for such she know it must be—the sacrifice. 

* What are you reading 7 ’ Letty asked, sitting down on the 
bank at a little du.UApnoe. 

* It’s hardly to be called reading. 1 have to look out every 
other word. It’s a book by a man called Schaeffle, on the 
“ Social Question.” ’ 

‘ Oh yes,’ said the girl, hazarding a conjecture that the work 
had something to do with Socialism. * Of course that interests 
you.’ 

* I think I’m going to write a translation of it. My husband 
doesn’t read German, and this book is important.* 

‘ I suppose you ore quite a Socialist, Adela? ’ Letty inquired, 
in a«tone which seemra anxious to presuppose the affir^tive 
answer. She had never yet ventured to touch on the subject. 

' Yes, I am a Socialist,’ said Adela firmly. ‘ 1 am sure any¬ 
one will be who thinks about it, and really understands the 
need for Socialism. Does the woid still sound a littie dreadful 
to you? I remember so well when it did to me. It was only 
bettmse 1 knew nothing about it.’ 

' I don’t think I have that excuse,’ said the other. ' Alfred 
is constantly explaining. But, Adela—* 
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She paused, not quite daring to speak her thoughts. Adda 
smiled an encouragement. 

* 1 was going to say- I’m sure you won’t be offended. 

But you still go to church ? ’ 

* Oh yes, I go to church. You mustn’t think that everything 
Alfred insists upon belongs to Socialism. I believe that au 
Christians ought to be Socialists; I think it is part of our religion, 
if only we carry it out faithfully.’ 

‘ But does Mr. Wvvern think so ? ’ 

’Yes, he does; he does indeed. 1 talk with Mr. Wyvern 
frequently, and I never knew, before he showed me, how neces¬ 
sary it is for a Christian to be a Socialist.’ 

* You surprise me, Adcla Yet he doesn’t confess himself a 
Socialist.’ 

* Indeed, he does. When did you hear Mr. W 3 rvern preach 
a sermon without insisting on justice and unselfishness and 
love of our neighbour ? If wo try to be just and unselfish, and 
to love our neighbour as ourself, we help the cause of Socialism. 
Mr. Wyvern doesn’t deal with politics—it is not necessary he 
should. That is for men like my husband, who give their lives 
to the practical work. Mr. Wyvern confines himself to spiritual 
teaching. He would mjure his usefulness if he went beyond 
that.* 

Letty was awed by the exceeding change which showed itself 
not only in Adela’s wavs of thought, but in her very voice and 
manner of speaking. Tlie tone was so authoritative, so free from 
the diffidence which had formerly kept Adela from asserting 
strongly even her cherished faiths. She felt, too, that with 
the maiden hesitancy something else had gone, at all events 
in a great d^ee; something that it troubled her to miss; 
namely, that winning persuasiveness which had been one of 
the characteristics that mode Adela so entirely lovable. At 
present Mrs. Mutimer scarcely sought to persuade; she uttered 
her beliefs as indubitable. A competent observer might now 
and then have surmised that she felt it needful to remind herself 
of the creed she hod accepted. 

’ You were smiling when I first caught sight of you,’ Letty 
said, after reflecting for a moment. * Was it something in the 
bookT ’ 

Adela again smiled. 

’ No, something in myself,’ she replied with an air of confidence. 

’ Berause you ore happy, Adela ? ’ 

’ Yes, because 1 am happy.’ 

* How glad I am to hear that, dear! ’ Letty exclaimed, tor 
the fihst time allowing herself to use the affectionate word. 

* You win let me be gl^ with you? ’ 
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Her hands stole a little forward, but Adela did not notice 
it, for she was gazing straight b^ore her. with an agitated 
lo^. 

* Yes, I am very happy, I have found something to do in 
Ufe. I was afraid at first that I shouldn’t be able to give my 
husband any help in his work; I seemed useless. But I am 
learning, and I hope soon to be of real use, if only in little things. 
You know that I nave begun to give a tea to the children every 
Wednesday? They’re not in need of food and comforts, I’m 

g lad to say; nobody wants in New Wanley; but it’s nice to 
ring them together at the Manor, and teach them to behave 
gently to each other, and to sit properly at table, and things 
Oke that. Will you come and see them to-day ?' 

* I shall be very pleased.’ 

"To-day I’m going to begin something now. After tea we 
shall have a reading. Mr. Wyvem sent me a book this morning 
—“ Andersen’s Faixw Tales.” * 

* Oh, I’ve read them. Yes, that’ll do nicely. Read them 
” The Ugly Duckling,” Adela; it’s a beautiful story. I thought 
perhaps you were going to read something—something instruo- 
live, you know.’ 

Adela laughed. It was Adela’s laugh still, but not what it 
used to be. 

" No, I want to amuse them. They get enough instruction 
in school. I hope soon to give another evening to the older 
girls. 1 wonder whether you would like to come and help me 
then? ’ 

" If only you w'ruld let me! There is nothing I should like 
more than to do something for you.’ 

" But you mustn’t do it for me. It must be for the girls’ sake.’ 

* Yes, for theirs as well, but ever so much more for yours, 
dear. You can’t think how glad I am that you have asked me.’ 

Again the little hand was put forward, and this time Adela 
took it. But she did not soften as she once would have done. 
With eyes still far away, she talked for some minutes of the 
hopes with which her life was filled. Frequently she made 
mention of her husband, and always as one to whom it was a 
privil^e to devote herself. Her voice had little failings and 
uncertainties now and then, but this api)eared» to come of 
excessive feeling. 

Thev rose and walked from the wood together. 

' Alfred wants us to go to Malvern for a fortnight,’ Letty 
said, when they were near the gates of the Manor. * We were 
wondering whether you could come, Adela ? ’ 

* No, I can’t leave Wanley,’ was the reply. * My husband ’ 
—the never referred to Mutimer otherwise than by this name— 
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* spoke of the seaside the other day, but we decided not to go 
away at all. Thwe is so much to be done.’ 

When Adela went to the drawing-room just before luncheon, 
she found Alice Mutimer engaged with a novel. Reading novels 
had become an absorbing occupation with Alice. She took 
them to bed with her so as to read late, and lay late in the 
morning for the same reason. She must have been one of B£r. 
Mudie’s most dihgent subscribers. She had no taste for walking 
in the country, and could only occasionally be jiersuaded to 
take a drive. It was not surprising that her face had not quite 
the healthy colour of a year ago; there was negligence, too, in 
her dress, and she had grown addicted to recumb^t attitudes. 
Between her and Adela no semblance of friendship had yet 
arisen, though the latter frequently sought to substitute a 
nearer relation for superficial friendliness. Alice never exhibited 
anything short of good-wiU, but her first impressions were lasting: 
she suspected her sister-in-law of a desire to patronise, and was 
determined to allow nothing of the kind. With a more decided 
character, Alice’s prepossessions would certainly have made 
life at the Manor anyt^g but smooth; as it was, nothing ever 
occurred to make unpleasantness worth her while. Besides, 
when not buried m her novels, she gave herself up to absent- 
mindedness; Adela found conversation with her almost im¬ 
possible, for Alice would answer a remark w’lth a smilmg * Yes ’ 
or * No,’ and at once go off into dreamland, so that one hesitated 
to disturb her. 

‘ What tune is it ? ’ she inquired, when she became aware 
of Adela moving about the room. 

‘ All but lialf-past one.’ 

* Really ? 1 suppose I must go and get ready for lunch. What 
a pity we can’t do without meals! ’ 

* You should go out in the morning and get an appetite. 
Really, you ore getting very pale, Alice. I’m sure you re^ far 
too much.’ 

Adela had it on her lips to say * too many novels,’ but was 
afraid to administer a direct rebuke. 

* Oh, I like reading, and 1 don’t care a bit for going out.’ 

* What about 3 'our practising? ’ Adela asked, with a playful 
shake of the head. 

* Yes, I know it’s very n^lectful, but really it is such awful 
work.’ 

* And your French ? * 

* I’ll make a beginning to-morrow. At least, I think 1 wilL 
1 don’t neglect thi^ wmully, but it’s so awfully hard to retdly 
get at it v^en the tune comes.’ 

The luncheon-bell rang, and Alice, with a cry of dismay, sped 
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to her rooxDu She knew that her brother was to Innoh at home 
to-day, and Richard was terrible in the matter of punotoality. 

As soon as the meal was over Alice hastened back to her low 
chair in the drawing-room. Richard and his wife went together 
into the garden. 

* What do you think Rodman’s been advising me this morn¬ 
ing? ’ Mutimer said, spetdring with a cigar in Ms mouth. * It’s 
a queer idea; I don't quite know u^at to think of it. You 
know there'll be a general election some time next year, and 
he advises me to stand for Bdwick.* 

He did not look at his wife. Coming to a garden-seat, he 
put up one foot upon it, and brushed the cigar ash against the 
Wk. Adela sat down; she had not replied at once, and was 
thoughtful. 

‘As a Sociahst candidate?’ slie asked, when at length he 
turned his eyes to her. 

‘ WeU, 1 don't know. Radical rather, 1 should think. It 
would come to the same thing, of course, and there'd be no use 
in spoiling the thing for the sake of a name.’ 

Adela had a Japanese fan in her hand; she put it against 
her forehead, and still seemed to consider. 

‘ Do you think you could find time for Parliament? * 

* That has to be thought of, of course; but by then I should 
think we might arrange it. There's not much that Rodman 
can't see to.’ 

‘ You are inclined to think of it? ' 

Adela's tone to her husband was not one of tenderness, but 
of studious regat.' and deference. She very seldom turned her 
eyes to his, but there was humility in her Dent look. If ever he 
and she began to speak at the same time, she checked herself 
instantly, and Mutimer had no thought of dving her precedence, 
lliis behaviour in his wife struck him as altogether becoming. 

‘ 1 almost think 1 am,* ho replied. * I’ve a notion I could 
give them an idea or two at Westminster. It would be news to 
them to hear a man say what he really thinks.* 

Adela smiled faintly, but said nothing. 

‘ Would you like me to be in Parliament?' Richard adeed, 
putting down his foot and leaning back his head a little. 

‘ Certainly, if you feel that it is a step gained.** 

* That's just what I think it would be. Well, we must talk 
about it again. By-the-by, I've just had to send a fellow about 
his business.* 

* To discharge a man? ’ Adela asked, with pain. 

‘Yes. It's that man Rendal; I was talkipg about him the 
other day, yon remember. He's been getting drmok; rU warrant 
it's not &e first tima* 
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* And you really muat send him away ? Couldn’t you give 
him another chance? ’ 

* No. was impudent to me, and I can’t allow that. He’ll 
have to go.’ 

Bichat spoke with decision. When the fact of impudence 
was disclosea Adda felt that it was useless to plead. She looked 
at her fan and was sorrowful 

* So you are going to read to the youngsters to-day ? ’ Mutimer 
recommenced. 

*Yes; Mr. Wyvem has given me a book that will do very 
well indeed.’ 

*Oh, has he?’ said Richard doubtfully. ’ Is it a religious 
book ? That kind of thing won’t do, you know.’ 

’ No, it isn’t religious at all Only a book of fairy tales.* 

’ Fairy tales! ’ There was scorn in his way of repeating the 
words. ’ Couldn’t you find something useful ? A history book, 
you know, or about animals, or something of that kind. We 
mustn’t encourage them in idle reading. And that reminds me 
of Alice. You really must get her away from those novels. I 
can’t make out what’s come to the girl. She seems to be going 
off her head. Did you notice at lunch?—she didn’t seem to 
understand what I said to her. Do try and persuade her to 
practise, if nothing else.’ 

’ 1 am afraid to do more than just advise in a pleasant way,’ 
said Adela. 

* Well, I shall lose my temper with her before long.’ 

‘ How is Harry doing? * Adela asked, to pass over the difficult 
subject. 

’ He’s an idle scamp! If some one ’ud give him a good 
thrashing, that’s what Xe wants.’ 

’ Shall 1 ask him to dinner to-morrow? * 

’ You can if you like, of course,’ Richard replied with hesita¬ 
tion. ’ I shoul^’t have thought you cared much about having 
him.’ 

’ Oh, I am always very glad to have him. 1 have meant to 
ask you to let him dine with us oftenw. I am so afraid he 
should think we neglect him, and that would be sure to have a 
bad effect.’ 

Mu timer looked at her with satisfaction, and assented to 
her reasoning. 

’ But about the fairy tales,’ Adela said presently, when 
Richard had finished his cigar and was about to return to the 
works. ’ Do you seriously object to them? Of course I could 
find another book.’ 

* What do you think ? I am rather surprised that Wyvem 
suggested reading of that kind; he generally has good ideas.’ 
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*1 fancy he wished to give the children a better kind of 
amusem«it/ said Adela» wi& hesitation. 

* A better kind, eh? Well, do as you like. 1 dare say it*s 
DO great hwnn.* 

‘ But if you really- * 

* No, no; read the tales. I dare say thcj*^ irouldn't Ustra to 
a better book.* 

It was not very encouraging, but Adela ventured to abide 
by the vicar’s choice. She went to her own sitting-room and 
sought the story that Letty had spoken of. From * The Ugly 
Duckling* she was led on to the story of the mermaid, from 
that to the enchanted swans. The book had never been in hei* 
hands before, and the delight she received from it was of a kind 
quite new to her. She h^ to make an effort to close it and 
turn to her specified occupations. For Adela had so systema¬ 
tised her day that no minute’s margin was left for self-indulgence. 
Her reading was serious study. If ever she was tempted to 
throw open one of the volumes which Alice left about, a glance 
at the pages was enough to make her push it away as if it were 
impure. She had ren^ very few stories of any kind, and of 
late had felt a strong inclination towards such literature; the 
spectacle of Alice’s ^y-long absorption was enough to excite 
her cariosity, even if there had not existed other reasons. But 
these longings for a world of romance she crushed down as 
unworthy of a woman to whom hfe hod revealed its dread 
significances: and, though she but conjectured the matter and 
tone of the fiction Alice delighted in, instinctive fear would 
alone have restra’ned her from it. For pleasure in the ordinary 
sen^e she did not admit into her scheme of existence; the season 
for that had gone by. Henceforth she must think, and work, 
and pray. Therefore she had sot herself gladly to learn Gorman; 
it was a definite task to which such and such hours could be 
devoted, and the labour would strengthen her mind. Her 
Ignorance she represented as a groat marsh which by toil had 
to be filled up and converted into solid ground. She had gone 
through the library catalogue and made a list of books which 
seem^ needful to be read; and Mr. Wyvem had been of service 
in guiding her, as well as in lending volumes from his own 
shelves. The vicar, indeed, had surprised her by the zealous 
kindness with which he altered into all her plans; at first she 
had talked to him with apprehension, remembering that chance 
alone had prevented her from appealing to him to save her 
from this marriage. But Mr. Wyvern, with whose philosophy 
we have some acquaintance, exerted Idmself to make the best 
of the irremediable, and Adela already owed him much for his 
onobtmsive moral support. Even Mutimer was putting aside 
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his sospicions and beginning to believe that the oler^man 
would have openly encouraged Socialism had his position aUowed 
him to do ao. He was glad to see his wife immersed in grave 
historical and scientific reading; ho said to himself that in this 
way she would be delivered from her religious prejudices, and 
some day attain to ‘ free thought.* Adela as yet had no such 
end in view, but already she und^stood that her education, in 
the serious sense, was only now b^inning. As a girl, her fate 
had been that of girls in general; when she could write without 
orthographical errors, and could play by rote a few pieces of 
pianoforte music, her education had been pronounced com* 
pleted. In the profound moral revolution which her nature had 
recently undergone her intellect also shared; when the first 
numbing shock had spent itself, she felt the growth of an intel¬ 
lectual appetite formerly unknown. Resolutely setting herself 
to exalt hCT husband, she magnified his acquirements, and, as 
a duty, directed her mind to the things he deemed of importance. 
One of her impulses took the form of a hope which would have 
vastly amused Richard had he divined it. Adela secretly trusted 
that some day her knowledge might bo sufficient to dlow her 
to cope with her husband’s religious scepticism. It was significant 
that she could face in this way the great difficulty of her ufe; the 
stage at which it seemed sufficient to iterate creeds was already 
behind her. Probably Mr. Wyvern’s conversation was not 
without its effect in aiding her to these larger views, but she 
never spoke to him on the subject directly. Her native dignity 
developed itself with her womanhood, and one of the oharacter- 
isticB of the new Adela was a reserve which at times seemed to 
indicate coldness or even spiritual pride. 

The weather made it possible to spread the children’s tea in 
the open air. At four o’clock Letty came, and was quietly 
Imppy in being allowed to superintend one of the tables. Adeui> 
was already on affectionate terms with many of the little ones, 
though others regarded her with awe rather than ivarmth of 
confidence. This was strange, wlien wo remember how child¬ 
like she had formerly been with children. But herein, too, there 
was a change; she could not now have caught up I.<etty’8 little 
sister and trotted with her about the garden as she was used 
to do. She could no longer smile in the old simple, endearing 
wray; it took some time before a child got accustomed to her 
eyes and lips. Her movements, though graceful as ever, were 
subdued to matronly gravity; never again would Adela turn 
and run down the hill, as after that meeting with Hubert Mdon. 
But her sweetness was in the end irresistible to all who came 
within the circle of its magio. You saw its influence in Letty, 
whose eyes seemed nev«r at rest save when they w^ watohii^ 

238 



Demos 

Adela, who sprang to her side with delight if the faintest sign 
did but summon her. You saw its influence, moreover, when, 
the tea over, the children ranged themselves on the lawn to 
hear her read. After the first few sentences, everywhere was 
profoundest attention; the music of her sweetly modulated 
voice, the art which she learnt only from nature, so allied them- 
sdves with the beauty of the pages she read that from beginning 
to end not a movement interrupted her. 

Whilst she was reading a visitor presented himself at the 
Manor, and asked if Mrs. Mutimer was at home. The servant 
explained how and where Mrs. Mutimer was engaged, for the 
pa^ was held in a quarter of the garden hidden from the 
approach to the front door. 

* Is Miss Mutimer within? ’ was the vuitor’s next inquiry. 

Receiving an affirmative reply, ho begged that Miss Mutimer 

might be informed of Mr. Keene’s desire to see her. And Mr. 
Keene was led to the drawing-room. 

Alice was reposing on a couch; she did not trouble herself 
to rise when the visitor entered, but held a hand to him, at the 
same time scarcely suppressing a yawn. Novel reading has a 
tendency to produce this expression of weariness. Then she 
smiled, as one does in greeting an old acquaintance. 

* Who ever would have expected to see you! * she began, 
drawing away her hand when it seemed to her that Mr. Keene 
had detained it quite long enough. * Does Dick expect you ? ’ 

* Your brother does not expect me. Miss Mutimer,’ Keene 
replied. He invariably began conversation with her in a sevwely 
formed and respectful tone, and to-day there was melancholy 
in his voice. 

* You’ve just come on your own—because you thought you 
would? ’ 

* 1 have come because I could not help it. Miss Mutimor. It 
is more than a month since 1 hod the happiness of seeing you.* 

He stood by the couch, liis body bent in deference, his eyes 
regarding her with melancholy homage. 

‘ Mrs. Mutimer has a tea-party of children from New Wanley,* 
said Alice with a provoking smile. ^ Won’t you go and join 
them? She’s routing to them, I believe; no doubt it's something 
that would do you good.* 

* Of course 1 will go if you send me. I would go anywhere 
at your command.’ 

* 'Dien please do. Turn to the right when you get out into 
the garden.* 

Keene stood for an instant with his eyes on the ground, then 
sighed deeply—groaned, in fact—smote his breast, and marched 
towards the door like a soldior at drilL As soon as he had turned 
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his back Alice gathered herself from the couch, and, as soon as 
she stood upright, called to him. 

‘Mr. Keener 

He halted and faced round. 

‘ You needn't go unless you like, you know.* 

He almost ran towards her. 

* Just ring the bell, will you? 1 want some tea, and 1*11 give 
you a cup if you caro for it.* 

She took a seat, and indicated with a finger the place where 
he might repose. It was at a three yards* distance. Then they 
talked as th^ were wont to, with much coquetry on Alice’s 
side, and on Keene’s always humble submissiveness tempered 
with glances and sighs, lliey drank tea, and Keene used the 
opportunity of putting down his cup to take a nearer seat. 

‘ Miss Mutimer- ^ 

‘Yes?’ 

‘ Is there any hope for me? You remember you said I was 
to wait a month, and I’ve waited longer.’ 

* Yes, you have been very good,’ said Alice, smiling loftily. 

‘ Is there any hope for me? * he repeated, with an air ot 
encouragement. 

* Less than ever,’ was the girl’s reply, lightly given, indeed, 
but not to be mist^en for a jest. 

‘You mean that? Come, now, you don’t really mean that? 
Tliere must be, at all events, as much hope as before.* 

‘There isn’t. There never was so little hope. There’s no 
hope at all, not a wrap / ’ 

She pressed her lips and looked at him with a grave face. 
He too became grave, and in a changed way. 

' 1 am not to take this seriously ? ’ he ask^ with bated breath. 

‘ You are. There’s not one scrap of hope, and it’s better you 
should know it.’ 

‘ Then—there—there must be somebody else? ’ he groaned, 
his distress no longer humorous. 

Alice contmued to look him in the face for a moment, and 
at length nodded twice. 

‘ There is somebody else? ’ 

She nodded three times. 

‘ Then I’ll go. Good-bye, Miss Mutimer. Yes, I’ll go.’ 

He did not offer to sh^e hands, but bowed and moved away 
dqectedly. 

* But you’re not going back to London ? ’ Alice asked. 

‘Yes.’ 

‘You’d better not do that. They’ll know you’ve called. 
You’d far better stay and see Dick; don’t you think so? * 

He shook his head and still mov^ toward the door. 
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* Mr. Keene! * Alice raiaed her voice. * Please do as 1 tell 
vou. It isn’t my fault, and I don’t see why you should pay no 
heed to me all at once. Will you attend to me, Mr. Keene ? ’ 

' What do you wish me to do T * he asked, only half turnuis. 

' To go and see Mrs. Mutimer in the ga^en, and accept her 
invitation to dinnw.* 

* 1 haven’t got a dress-suit,* he groaned. 

' No matter. If you go away I’ll never speak to you again, 
and you know you wouldn’t like that.’ 

He gazed at her miserably—his face was one which lent itself 
to a miserable expression, and the venerable appearance of his 
frockcoat and light trousers filled in the picture of mishap 

* Have you been joking with me? ’ 

* No, I’ve been telling you the truth. But that’s no reason 
why you should break loose all at once. Please do as I tell you; 
go to the garden now and stop to dinner. ] am not accustomed 
to ask a thing twice.* 

She was almost Reriuus Keene smiled in a sickly way, l>owed, 
and went to do her bidding 


CHAl^ER XX 

Among the little girls who had received invitations to the tea- 
party were two named Rendal, the children of the man whose 
dismissal from I^ew Wanley had been announced by Mutimer. 
Adela w'as rather surprised to see them in the garden. They 
were eight and nine years old respectively, and she noticed 
that both had a troubled countenance, the elder showing signs 
of recent tears. She sought them nut particularly for kmd 
words during tea-time. After the reading she noticed them 
standing apart, talking to each other earnestly; she saw also 
that they frequently glanced at her. It occurred to her that 
they might wish to say something and had a difficulty in approach¬ 
ing. She went to them, and a question or two soon led the 
elder girl to disclose that she was indeed desirqus of speaking 
in private. Giving a hand to each, she drew them a little apart. 
Then both children began to cry, and the elder sobbed out a 
pitiful story. Their mother was wretchedly ill and had sent 
them to implore Mrs. Mutimer’s good word that the father 
might be allowed another chance. It was true he had got drunk 
—words sounded terrible to Adela from the young lips— 
but he vowed that henceforth he would touch no liquor. It 
was ruin to the family to be sent away; Rendal might not find 
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work for long enough; there would be nothing for it but to go 
to a Belwick slum as long as their money lasted, and thence 
to the workhouse. For it was well understood that no man 
who had worked at New Wanley need apply to the ordinary 
employers; they would have nothing to do with him. The 
mother would have come herself, but could not walk the distance. 

Adela was pierced with compassion. 

* I will do my best,* she said, as soon as she could trust her 
voice. ‘ I promise you I will do my best.* 

She could not say more, and the children evidently hoped 
she would have been able to grant their father’s pardon forth¬ 
with. They had to be content with Adela’s promise, which did 
not sound very cheerful, but meant more than th^ could 
understand. 

She could not do more than give such a promise, and even 
as she spoke there was a coldness about her heart. The cold¬ 
ness became a fear when she met her husband on his return 
from the works. Richard was not in the same good temper as 
at mid-day. He was annoyed to find Keene in the house—of 
late he had ^own to dislike the journalist very cordially—and 
he had heard that the Rendal children had been to the party, 
which enraged him. You remember he accused the man of 
impudence in addition to the offence of drunkenness. Rendal, 
fo(mshly joking in his cups, had urged as extenuation of his 
own weakness the well-known fact that *Arry Mutimer had 
been seen one evening unmistakably intoxicate in the street 
of Wanley village. Someone report^ these words to Richard, 
and from that moment it was all over with the Rendals. 

Adela, in her eagerness to plead, quite forgot (or perhaps 
she had never known) that with a certain order of men it is 
never wise to prefer a request immediately before dinner. She 
was eager, too, to speak at once; a fear, which she would not 
allow to become definite, drove her upon the undertaking with¬ 
out delay. Meeting Richard on the stairs she begged him to 
come to her room. 

* What is it? * he asked with small ceremony, as soon as the 
door closed behind him. 

She mastered her vcuoe, and spoke with a sweet cleamees of 
advocacy which sliould have moved his heart to proud and 
noble oWsonoe. Mutimer was not very accessible to such 
emotions. 

* lt*s like the fellow’s impertinence,* he said, * to send his 
children to you. I’m rather surprised you let them stay aftor 
what I had told you. Certainly I shaU not overlook it. The 
thing’s finiehed! it’s no good talking about it’ 

The fear had passed, but the coldness about her heart was 

242 



Demos 

more deadly. For a moment it seemed as if she could not bring 
herself to utter another word; she drew apart, she oould not 
raise her face, which was beautiful in marble pain. But there 
came a rush of such hot anguish as compelled her to speak 
agun. Something more than the fate of tlmt poor family was 
at stake. Is not the quality of mercy indispensable to true 
nobleness? Had she Toiced her very thought, Adela would 
have implored him to exalt hkoLsdf in her eyes, to do a good 
deed which cost him some little effort over himself. For she 
divined with cruel certainty that it was not the principle that 
made him unyielding. 

* Richard, are you sure that the man has offended before? ’ 

* Oh, of course he has. l*ve no doubt of it, I remember feel¬ 
ing uncertain when I admitted him first of all. 1 didn*t like 
ins look.’ 

* But you have not really had to complain of him before. 
Your suspicions may be groundless. And he has a good wife, 
1 feel sure of that. The children are very clean and nicety dressed. 
She will help him to avoid drink in future. It is impossible for 
him to fall again, now that he knows how dreadful the results 
will be to his wife and his little girls.’ 

‘ Pooh! What does he care about them? if I begin letting 
men off in that way, I shall be laughed at. There’s an end of 
my authority. Don’t bother your head about them. 1 must 
go and get ready for dinner.* 

An end of my authority. Yes, was it not the intelligence 
of her maiden heart returning to her? She had no pang from 
the mere refusal ol a request of hors; Richard had never affected 
tenderness—not what she understood as tenderness—and she 
did not expect it of him. The union between them had another 
basis. But the understanding of his motives was so terribly 
distinct in her! It had come all at once; it was like the exposure 
of something dreadful by the sudden ratsing of a veil. And 
had she not known what the veil covered? Yet for the poor 
people’s sake, for his own sake, she must try the woman’s 
argument. 

’ Do you refuse me, Richard ? 1 will be guarantee for him. 
1 promise you ho shall not offend again. Ho shall a{)ologise 
humbly to you for his-~-his words. You won’t really refuse me? ’ 

’What nonsense! How can you promise for him, Adela? 
Ask for something reasonable, and you may be sure I shan’t 
refuse you. The mllow has to go as a warning. It mustn’t be 
thought we’re only playing at making rules. 1 can’t talk any 
more; I shall keep dinner waiting.’ 

Pride helped her to show a smooth face through the evening, 
and in tiie night she conquered h^self anew. She expelled those 
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crying children from her mind: she hardened her heart against 
their coming misery. It was wrong to judge her husband so 
summarily; nay, she had not JudgM him, but had given ^y 
to a wicked impulse, without leaving herself a moment to view 
the case. Did he not understand better than she what measures 
were necessary to the success of his most difficult undertaking? 
And then was it certain that expulsion meant ruin to the Rondals 7 
Richard would insist on the letter of the regulations, just, as 
he said, for the example’s sake; but of course he would see 
that the man was put in the way of getting new employment 
and did not suffer m the meantime. In the morning she made 
atonement to her husband. 

’ 1 was wrong in annoying you yesterday,’ she said as she 
walked with him from the house to the garden gate. * In such 
things you are far better able to judge. You won’t let it trouble 
you?* 

It was a form of asceticLsm; Adela had a joy in humbling 
herself and crushing her rebel instincts. She even raised her 
eyes to interrogate him. On Richard’s face was an uneasy smile, 
a look of puzzled reflection. It gratified him intensely to hear 
such words, yet he could not hear them without the suspicions 
of a vulgar nature brought in contact with nobleness. 

* Well, yes,’ he repli^, * I think you wore a bit too hasty; 
you’re not practical, you see. It wants a practical man to 
manage those kind of things.’ 

The reply was not such as completes the blessedness of pure 
submission. Adela averted her eyes. Another woman would 
perchance have sought to assure herself that she was right in 
crediting him with private benevolence to the family ho was 
compelled to visit so severely. Such a question Adela could not 
ask. It would have been to betray doubt; she imagined a 
replying glance which would shame her. To love, to honour, 
to obey:—many times daily she repeated to herself that three* 
fold vow, and hitherto the first article bad most occupied her 
striving heart. But she most not neglect the second; perhaps 
it came first in natural order. 

At the gate Richard nodded to her kindly. 

’ Good-bye. Be a good girl.’ 

What was it that oaus^ a painful flatter at her heart as he 
spoke so? She did not answer. b\it watched him for a few 
moments as he walked away. 

Did he love her? The question which she had not asked 
herself for a long time came of that heart-tremor. She had 
been living so unnatural a life for a newly wedded womui, a 
life in which the inteUect and the moral faculties held morbid 
predominance. ‘ Be a good girl.’ How was it that the simple 
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phrase touched her to emotion quite different in kind from any¬ 
thing she had known since her marriage, more deeply than any 
enthusiasm, as with a comfort more sacred than any she had 
known in prayer? As she turned to go back to the house a 
dizziness affected her eyes, she had to stand still for a moment. 
Involuntarily she claspi^ her hands upon her bosom and looked 
away into the blue summer sky. Did he love her ? She had never 
ask^ him that, and all at once she felt a longing to hasten after 
him and utter the question. Would he know what she meant? 

Was it the instantaneous reward for having conscientiously 
striven to honour him? That there should be love on his side 
had not hitherto seemed of so much importance; i>robably she 
liad taken it for granted; she had been so preoccupied with her 
own duties. Yet now it had all at once become of moment 
that she should know. * Be a good girl* She repeated the words 
over and over again, and made much of them. Perhaps she had 
given him no opportunity, no encouragement, to say all ho felt; 
she knew him to be reserved in many things. 

As she entered the house the dizziness again troubled her. 
But it passed as before. 

Mr. Keene, who had stayed over-night, was waiting to take 
leave of her; the trap which would carry him to Agworth 
station had just driven up. Adela surprised the poor journalist 
by the warmth with which she shook his hand, and the kindness 
of her farewell. She was not deceived as to the motive of his 
visit, and just now she allowed herself to feel sympathy for 
him, though in truth she did not like the man. 

liiiB morning could not settle to her work. The dream¬ 
ing mood was upon her, and she apiieared rather to encourage 
it, seeking a quiet comer of the garden and watching for a 
whole hour the sun-dappled trunk of a great elm. At times 
her face seemed itself to be a source of light, so vivid were the 
thoughts that transformed it. Her eyes were moist once or 
twice, and then no dream of artist-soul ever embodied such 
passionate loveliness, such holy awe, as came to view upon her 
countenance. At lunch she was almost silent, but Alice, happen¬ 
ing to glance at her, experienced a surprise; she hod never semi 
Adela so beautiful and so calmly bright. 

After lunch she attired herself for walking, ana went to the 
village to see her mother. Lest Mrs. Waltham should be lonely, 
it h^ been arranged that Alfred should come home every 
evening, instead of once a week. Even thus, Adela had fre¬ 
quently reproached herself for neglecting her mother. Mrs. 
Waltham, however, enjc^ed much content. The material com¬ 
forts of hm life were oonsidmrably increased, and she had many 
things in anticipation. Adela's unsatisfaotoxy healtii rendmed 
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it advisable that the present year should pass in quietness, but 
Mrs. Waltham had made up her mind that before long thtfe 
should be a house m London, with the delights appertaining 
thereto. She did not feel herself at all too old to enjoy the 
outside view of a London season; more than that it would 
probably bo difficult to obtain just yet. To-day she was in 
excellent spirits, and welcomed her daughter exuberantly. 

* You haven't seen Letty yet? ’ she awed. * To-day, 1 mean.* 

‘ No. Has she some news for me ? ’ 

‘ Alfred has an excellent chance of promotion. That old 
Wilkinson is dead, and he thinks there's no doubt he'll get the 
place. It would be two hundred and fifty a year.* 

‘ That's good news, indeed.’ 

Of coarse it would mean Letty’s immediate marriage. Mrs. 
Waltham discussed the prospect in detail. No doubt the beet 
and simplest arrangement would be for the pair to live on in 
the same house. For the present, of course. Alfred was now 
firm on the commercial ladder, and in a few years his income 
would doubtless be considerable; then a dwelling of a very 
different kind could be found. With the wedding, too, she was 
occupying her thoughts. 

* Yours was not quite what it ought to have been, Adela. 
1 felt it at the time, but then things were done in such a hurry. 
Of course the church must be decorated. The breakfast you 
will no doubt arrange to have at the Manor. Letty ought to 
have a nice, a really nice trousseau; I know you will bo kind 
to her, my dear.' 

As Alice had done, Mrs. Waltham noticed before long that 
Adela was far bri^ter than usual. She remarked upon it. 

* You begin to bok really well, my love. It makes me happy 
to see you. How much we have to be thankful for! I’ve hM 
a letter this morning from poor Lizzie Henbane; 1 must show 
it you. They’re in such misery as never was. Her husband's 
business is all gone to nothing, and he is cruelly unkind to her. 
How thankful we ought to be! ’ 

* Surely not for poor Lizzie’s unhappiness! * said Adela, with 
a return of her maiden archness. 

* On our own account, my dear. We have had so mmdi to 
contend against. At one tune, just aftw your poor father's 
death, things looked very cheerless: 1 used to fret dreadfully 
on your account. But everything, you see, was for the best.’ 

Adda had something to say and could not find the fitting 
moment. She first drew her chair a little nearer to her mother. 

* Yes. mother, I am happv.’ she murmured. 

* Silfy ohikl 1 As if 1 dicm’t know best. It’s always the same, 
but you had the good sense to trust to my eap'rienoe.* 
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Adela slipped from her seat and put her arms about her 
mother. 

* What is it, dear? * 

The reply was whispered. Adela’s embrace grew closer; her 
face was hidden, and all at once she began to sob. 

* Love me, mother! Love me, dear mother! * 

Mrs. Waltham beamed with real tenderness. For half an hour 
they talked as mother and child alone can. Then Adela walked 
back to the Manor, still dreaming. She did not feel able to 
call and see Letty. 

There was an afternoon postal delivery at Wanley, and the 
postman had just left the Manor as Adela returned. Alice, 
who for a wonder had been walking in the garden, saw the 
man going away, and, thinking it possible there might be a 
letter for her, entered the house to look. Three letters lay on 
the hall table; two were for Richard, the other was addr^ed 
to Mrs. Mutimer. This envelope Alice examined curiously. 
Whose writing could that be? She certainly knew it; it was 
a singular hand, stiff, awkward, untrained. Why, it was the 
writing of Emma’s sister, Kate, Mrs. Clay. Not a doubt of it. 
Alice had received a note from Mrs. Clay at the time of Jane 
Vine’s death, and remembered comparing the hand with her 
own and blessing herself that at all events she wrote with an 
elegant slope, and not in that hideous upnght scrawl. Hie 
post-mark? Yes, it was London, E.C. But if Kate addressed 
a letter to Mrs. Mutimer it must be with smister design, a design 
not at all difficult to imagine. Alice had a temptation. To 
take this letter nid either open it herself or give it secretly 
to her brother? But the servant might somehow make it known 
that such a letter had arrived. 

‘ Anything for me, Alice ’ ’ 

It was Adela’s voice. She had approached unheard; Alice 
was so mtent upon her thoughts. 

* Yes, one letter.’ 

There was no help for it. Alice glanced at her sister-in-law, 
and strolled away again into the garden. 

Adela examin^ the envelope. She could not conjecture from 
whom the letter came; certainly from some illiterate person. 
Was it for her husband ? Was not the ‘ Mrs.’ ’’a mistwe for 
’ Mr.* or perhaps mere ill-writing that deceived the eye? No, 
the prefix was so very distinct She opened the mvelope where 
she stood. 

* Mrs. Mutimer, 1 dare say you don’t know me nor my name, 
but 1 write to you because I think it only right as you should 
know the truth about your husband, ana bemuse me and my 
sister can’t go on any longer as we are. My sister’s name is 
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Emma Vino. She was eng^ed to be married to Richard M. 
two years before he knew you, and to the last be put her off 
with make-believe and promises, though it was easy to see 
what was meant. And when our sister Jane was on her very 
death-bed, which she died not a week after he married you, and 
I know well as it was grief as killed her. And now we haven’t 
mt enough to eat for Emma and me and my two little children, 
ror I am a widow myself. But that isn’t all. Because he found 
that his friends in Hoxton was crying shame on him, he got it 
said as Emma had misbehaved herself, which was a cowardly 
lie, and all to protect himself. And now Emma is that ill she 
can’t work; it’s come upon her all at once, and what’s going 
to happen God knows. And his own mother cried shame on 
him, and wouldn’t live no longer in the big house m Highbury. 
He offered us money—I will say so much—but Emma was too 
proud, and wouldn’t hear of it. And then he went giving her 
a bad name. What do you think of your husband now, Mrs. 
Mutimer ? I don’t expect nothing, but it’s only right you should 
know. Emma wouldn’t take anything, not if she was dying of 
starvation, but I’ve got my children to think of. So that’s all 
I have to say, and I’m glad I’ve said it.—Yours truly, Kate 
Clay.’ 

Adela remained standing for a few moments when she had 
finished the letter, then went slowly to her room. 

Alice returned from the garden in a short time. In passing 
through the hall she look^ again at the two letters which 
remained. Neither of them had a sinister appearance; being 
addressed to the Manor they probably came from personal 
friends. She went to the drawing-room and glanced around 
for Adda, but the room was empty. Richard would not be 
home for an hour yet; she took up a novel and tried to pass 
the time so, but she had a difficulty in fixing her attention. In 
the end she once more left the house, and, after a turn or two 
on the lawn, strolled out of the gate. 

She met her brother a hundred yards along the road. The 
sight of her astonished him. 

* What’s up now. Princess ? ’ he exclaimed. * House on fire ? 
Novels run short? ’ 

‘ Something that I expect you won’t care to hear. Who do 
you think’s been writing to Adela ? Someone in London.’ 

Richard stayed his i^t, and looked at his sister with the 
eyes which suggested disagreeable possibilities. 

‘ Who do you mean ? ’ he asked briefly. ‘ Not mother T * 

The change in him was very sudden. He had been merry 
and smiling. 

' No; worse than that. She’s got a letter from Kate.* 
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* From Kate? Emma*B sister? * he asked in a low Toioe of 
surprise which would have been dismay had he not governed 
himsdf. 

^1 saw it on the hall table; 1 remember hw writing well 
enough. Just as I was looking at it Adela came in.* 

* Have you seen her since? * 

Alice shook her head. She had this way of saving words. 
Richard walked on. His first movement of alarm had passed, 
and now he affected to take the matter with indifference. Dar¬ 
ing the week immediately following his marriage he had been 
prepared for this very incident; the possibility had been one of 
the thin^ he faced with a certain recklessness. But impunity 
had set Ms mind at ease, and the news in the first instant struck 
him with a trepidation which a few minute.s* thought greatly 
allayed. By a mental process familiar enough he at first saw 
the occurrence as he had seen it in the earlier days of his tempta¬ 
tion, when his sense of honour yet gave him frequent trouole; 
he had to exert himself to recover his present standiioint. At 
length he smiled. 

*Jast like that woman,' he said, turning half an eye on 
Alice. 

* If she means trouble, you'll have it,* returned the girl 
sententiously. 

* Well, it's no doubt over by this time.' 

‘Over? Beginning, I should say,' remarked Alice, swinging 
her parasol at a bnttorfly. 

They finished their walk to the house in silence, and Richard 
went at once to .lis dressing-room. Here he sat down. After 
all, his mental disquiet was not roadOy to be dismissed; it even 
grew as he speculated and viewed likelihoods from all sides. 
Probably Kate had made a complete disclosure. How would it 
affect Adela 7 

You must not suppose that his behaviour in the case of the 
man Rendal had ar^ed disregard for Adela’s opinion of him. 
Richard was incapable of understanding how it struck his wife, 
that was all. If he reflected on the matter, no doubt he was 
very satisfied with himself, feeling that he hod displayed a manly 
resolution and consistency. But the present difficulty was grave. 
Whatever Adela might say, there could be no doubt as to her 
thought; she would henceforth—yes, despise him. That cut 
his thick skin to the quick; his nature was capable of smarting 
when thus assailed. For he had by no means lost his early 
reverence for Adela; nay, in a sense it had increased. His 
primitive ideas on woman had undergone a change since his 
marrii^e. Previously he had consido^ a wife in the light 
of property; inteOectual or moral independence he could not 
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attribute to her. But he had learnt that Adela was By no 
means his chattel. He still knew diffidence when he was in¬ 
clined to throw a joke at her, and could not take her hand 
without involuntary respect—a sensation which occasionally 
irritated him. A dim inkling of what was meant by woman’s 
strength and purity had crept into his mind; he knew-—in his 
heart he knew—that he was unworthy to touch her garment. 
And, to face the whole truth, he all but loved her; that was the 
meaning of his mingled sentiments with r^ard to her. A danger 
of losing her m the material sense would have taught him that 
better than he as yet knew it: the fear of losing her respect 
was not attributable solely to his restless egoism. He had 
wedded her in quite another frame of mind than that in which 
bo now found himself when he thought of her. He cared much 
for the high opmion of people in general; Adela was all but 
indispensable to him. When he said, ’ My wife,’ he must have 
been half-conscious that the word bore a significance different 
from that he had contemplated. On the lips of those among 
whom he hod grown up the word is desecrate, or for the most 
part so; it has contemptible, and ridiculous, and vile associa¬ 
tions, scarcely ever its true meaning. Formerly he would have 
laughed at the thought of standing m awe of his wife; nay, 
he could not have conceived the possibility of such a thing; 
it would have appeared unnatural, incompatible with the facts 
of wedded life. Yet he sat here and almost dreaded to enter 
her presence. 

A man of more culture might have thought: A woman 
cannot in her heart be revolted because another has been cast 
off for her. Mutimer could not reason so far. It would have 
been reasoning inapplicable to Adela, but from a certain point 
of view it might have served as a resource. Richard could only 
accept his instincts. 

But it was useless to postpone the interview; come of it 
what would, he must have it over and done with. He could 
not decide how to speak until he knew what the contmts of 
Kate’s letter were. He was nervously anxious to know. 

Adela sat in hor boudoir, with a book open on her lap. Aftor 
the first glance on his entering she kept her eyes down. He 
sauntered up and stood before her in an easy attitude. 

’ Who has been writing to you from London ? * he at once 
asked, abruptly in consequence of the effort to speak without 
constraint. 

Adela was not prepared for such a question. She remembered 
all at once that Alice had seen the letter as it lay on the table. 
Why had Alice spokoa to her brother about it? There could 
be only one explanation of that, and of his coming tiius directly. 
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She raised her eyes for a moment^ and a slight shook sewned 
to afFect her. 

She was unconscious how long she delayed her reply. 

*Oan*t you tell me?* Bichm said, with more roughness 
than he intended. He was suffering, and suffwing affect^ his 
temper. 

Adels drew the letter from her pocket and in silence handed 
it to him. He read it quidkly, and, before the end was reached, 
had promptly chosen his course. 

* What do you think of this ? ’ was his question, as he folded 
the letter and rolled it in his hand. He was smiling, and enjoyed 
complete self-command. 

* 1 cannot think,* fell from Adela*s lips. * T am waiting for 
your words.’ 

He noticed at length, now he was able to inspect her calmly, 
that she looked faint, pain-stricken. 

* Alice told me who had imtten to you,* Richard pursued, 
in his frankest tones. * It was well she saw the letter; you might 
have said nothing.* 

* That would have been very unjust to you,* said Adela in a 
low regular voice. * I could only have done that if—-if I had 
believ^ it.’ 

* You don’t altogether believe it, then ? * 

She looked at him with full eyes and made answer: 

‘ You ore my husband.* 

It echoed in his ears; not to many men does it fall to hetir 
those words so spoken. Another would have flung himself at 
her feet and pra~ed to her. Mutimer only felt a vast relief, 
mingled with gratitude. The man all but flattered himself that 
she had done him justice. 

* Well, you are quite right,’ he spoke. * It isn’t true, and if 
you knew this woman you would understand the whole affair. 
1 dare say you can gather a good deal from the way she writes. 
It’s true enough that I was engaged to her sister, but it vns 
broken off before I knew you, and for the reasons she says here. 
[*m not going to talk to you about things of that kind; I dare 
say vou wouldn’t care to hear them. Of course she says I made 
it an up. Do you think I’m the kind of man to do that? ’ 

Perhaps she did not know that she was gazing at him. The 
question interrupted her in a train of thought which was going 
on in her mind even while she listened. She was asking her¬ 
self why, when they were in London, he had objected to a 
meeting between her and his mother. He hod said his mother 
was a crotchety old woman who could not make up her mind 
to the changed circumstances, and was intensely prejudiced 
against women above her own class. Was that a very oon- 
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▼incing desoription ? She had accepted it at tiie time, but now,' 

after reding this letter-? But could any man specdc with 

that voice and that look, and lie? Her amtation grew intoler¬ 
able. Answer she must; could she. could she say * No * witii 
Ixuth ? Answer she mus^ for he waited. In the agony of striv¬ 
ing for voice there came upon her once more that duziness of 
the morning, but in a more severe form. She struggled, felt 
her breath fading, tried to rise, and fdl back unconscious. 

At the same time Alice was sitting in the drawing-room, in 
conversation with Mr. Willis Rodman. ’Arry having been 
invited for this evening, Rodman was asked with him, as had 
been the case before. VArry was at present amusing hjinaft lf in 
the stables, exchanging sentiments with the groom. Rodman 
sat near Alice, or rather he knelt upon a chair, so that at any 
moment he could assume a standing attitude before her. He 
talked in a low voice. 

* You’ll come out to-night? ’ 

* No, not to-night. You must speak to him to-night.* 

Rodman mused. 

‘ Why shouldn’t you ? ’ resumed the girl eagerly, in a tone 
as unlike that she used to Mr. Keene as well could be. She 
was in earnest; her eyes never moved from her companion’s 
face; her lips trembled. ‘ Why should you put it off? I can’t 
see why we keep it a secret. Dick can’t have a word to say 
against it; you know he can't. Toll him to-night after dinner. 
Do! dol’ 

Rodman frowned in thought. 

‘ He won’t like it’ 

‘ But why not? I believe he will. He will, he shall, he must! 
I’m not to depend on him, surely ? ’ 

‘ A day or two more, Alice.’ 

‘ 1 can’t keep up the shamming I ’ she exclaimed. ‘ Adela 
suspects, r feel sure. Whenever you come in I feel that hot and 
red.’ She laughed and blushed. * If you won’t do as 1 tell yon. 
I’ll give you up, I will indeed I ’ 

Rodman stroked his moustache, smiling. 

* You will, will you ? ’ 

‘ See if I don’t To-night! It must be to-night! Shall 1 call 
you a pretty name? Its only because I comdn’t be^ to be 
round out before you teU him.’ 

He still stroked his moustache. His handsome face was half 
amused, half troubled. At last he said: 

* Very well; to-night’ 

Shortly after, Mutimer came into the room. 

’ Adela isn’t up to the mark,’ he said to Alice. ’ She’d better 
have dinner by herself, 1 think; but she’ll join us afterwards.* 
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Brother and aiater ezobonged looks. 

* Oh, it*8 only a headache or something of the kind,* he con* 
Unued. * lt*ll Ito all right soon.* 

And he began to ta& with Rodman cheerfully, so that Alice 
felt it must really be all right. She drew aside and looked into 
a novel 

Adela did appear aftm* dinner, very pale and silent, but with 
a smile on her face. There had bem no further conversation 
between her and her husband. She talked a little with 'Arry, 
in her usual gentle way, then asked to bo allowed to say good¬ 
night. *Arry at the same time took his leave, having been 
privately biaden to do so by his sister. He was glad enough 
to get away; in the drawing-room his limbs soon began to 
ache, from inability to sit at his ease. 

Then Alice withdrew, and the men were left alone. 

Adela did not go to bed. She suffered from the closeness of 
the evening and sat by her open windows, trying to read a 
chapter in the New Testament. About eleven o’clock she hod 
a great desire to walk upon the garden grass for a few minutes 
b^ore undressing; perhaps it might help her to the sleep she 
so longed for yet feared she would not obtain. The desire became 
so strong that she yielded to it, passed quietly downstairs, and 
out into the still night. She diluted her steps to her favourite 
remote comer. There was but little moonlight, and scarcely a 
star was visible. When she neared the laburnums behind which she 


often sat or walked, her ear caught the sound of voices. Th<^ came 
nearer, on the other side of the trees. The first word which she 



* You are not twenty-one,’ replied Richard in an annoyed 
voice. ‘ I shall do everything 1 can to put it off till you are of 
age. Rodman is a good enough fellow in his place; but it isn’t 
to see why he’s talked you over in this way.’ 

’He hasn’t talked me over!’ cried Alice, passionately. ’I 
needn’t have listened if 1 hadn’t liked.’ 


’ You’re a foolish girl, and you want someone, to look after 
you. If you’ll only wait you can make a good marriage. This 
wovUd be a bad one, in every sense.’ 

* I shall many him.* 

’ And I shall prevent it. It’s for your own sake, Alice.* 

’ If you try to prevent it—I’ll tell Adela everything about 
JBmma! I’ll tell her the whole plain truth, and I’ll prove it to 
her. So hinder me if you dare! ’ 

AUoe hastened away. 
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CHAPTER XXI 

ly the month of September Mr. Wyvem was called upon to 
unite in holy matrimony two ^rs in whom we are interested. 
Alice Mutimer became Mrs. Willis Rodman, and Alfred Waltham 
took home a bride who suited him exactly, seeing that she was 
never so hi^py as when submitting herself to a stronger will. 
Alfred and Letty ran away and hid themselves in South Wales. 
Mr. and Mrs. Rodman fled to the Continent. 

Half Alice’s fortune was settled upon herself, her brother 
and Alfred Waltham being trustees. This was all Mutimer 
could do. He disliked the marriage intensely, and not only 
because he hod set his heart on a far better match for Alice; 
he had no real confidence in Rodman. Though the latter's 
extreme usefulness and personal tact had from the first led 
Richard to admit him to terms of intimacy, time did not favour 
the friendship. Mutimer, growing daily more ambitious and 
more punctilious in his intercourse with all whom, uotwith< 
standi^ his principles, he deemed inferiors from the social 
point ox view, often regretted keenly that he had allowed any 
relation between himself and Rodman more than that of master 
and man. Experience taught him how easily he might have 
made the most of Rodman without granting liim a single favour. 
The first suggestion of the marriage enraged him; in the con¬ 
versation with Rodman, which took place, moreover, at an 
unfavourable moment, ho lost his temper and flung out very 
broad hints indeed os to the suitor’s motives. R^man was 
calm; life had instructed him in the advantages of a curbed 
tongue; but there was heightened colour on his face, and his 
demeanour much resembled that of a proud man who cares 
little to justify himself, but will assuredly never forget an insult. 
It was one of the peculiarities of this gentleman that his exterior 
was most impressive when the inner man was most busy with 
ignoble or venomous thoughts. 

But for Alice’s sake Mutimer could not persist in his hostility. 
Alice had a weapon which he durst not defy, and, the marria^ 
being inevitable, he strove hard to see it in a more agreeaUe 
lights even tried to convince himself that his prejudice against 
Rodman was groundless. He loved his sister, and for her alone 
would put up with tiliin09 otherwise intolerable. It was a new 
exaspmation when he mscovered that Rodman could not be 
persuaded to continue his work at New Wanley. AU induce- 
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meats proved vain. Richard had hoped that at least one ad* 
vantage m%ht come of the marriage, that Rodman would 
devote capital to the works; but Rodman’s Socialism cooled 
strangely rrom the day when his ends were secured. He purpoMd 
living in London, and Alice was delighted to encourage him, 
The ml had visions of a life such as the heroines of certain 
noveb rejoice in. For a wonder, her husband was indispensable 
to the brightness of that future. Rodman had inspired her 
with an infatuation. Their relations once declared, she grudged 
him every moment he spent away from her. It was strangely 
l&e true passion, the dinerenoe oi^y marked by an extravagant 
selfishness. She thought of no one, cared for no one, but herself, 
Rodman having become part of that self. With him she was 
imperiously slavish; her tenderness was a kind of greed; she 
did not pretend to forgive her brother for his threatened opposi¬ 
tion, and, having got hold of the idea that Adela took part 
against Rodman, she hated her and would not be alone in her 
company for a moment. On her marriage day she refused 
Adeia’s offered kiss and did her best to lot everyone see how 
delighted she was to leave them behind. 

The autumn was a time of physical suffering for Adela. 
Formerly she had sought to escape her mother’s attentiomi, 
now she accepted them with thankfulness. Mrs. Waltham had 
grave fears for her daughter; doctors suspected some organic 
disease, one summoned from London going so far os to hint at 
a weakness of the chest. Early in November it was decided to 
go south for the winter, and Exmouth was chosen, chiefly 
because Mrs, We tlake was sjiending a month there. Mr. West- 
lake, whose interest in Adela had grown with each visit he 
paid to the Manor, himself suggested the plan. Mrs. Waltham 
and Adela left Wanl^ together; Mutimer promised visits as 
often as be could manage to get away. Since Rodman’s de¬ 
parture Richard found himself overwhelmed with work. None 
the less he resolutely pursued the idea of canvassing Bolwick at 
the coming general election. Opposition, from whomsoever it 
came, aggravated him. He was more than ever troubled about 
the prospects of New Wanley; there even loomed before his 
mmd a possible abandonment of the undertaking. He had 
never contemplated the sacrifice of his fortune, and though 
anything of that kind was still very far off, it was daily more 
difficult for him to face with equanimity oven moderate losses. 
Money had fostered mubition, and ambition full grown had 
more need than ever of its nurse. New Wanley was no longa 
an end in itself, but a stepping-stone. You must come to your 
own conclusions in judging the value of Mutimer’s social zoU; 
the ^ts of his life up to this time are before you, and you will 
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not foxget how complex a matter is the mind of a strong man 
with whom circumstances have dealt so strangely. His was 
assuredly not the vulgar self-seeking of the gilded bourgeois 
who covets an after-dinner sleep on Parliamentary benches. 
His ignorance of the machinery of government was profound; 
thou^ he spoke scornfully of Parliament and its members, he 
had no conception of those powers of dulness and respectability 
which seize upon the best men if folly lures them within the 
precincts of St. Stephen’s. He thought, poor fellow 1 that he 
could rise in his place and thunder forth his indignant eloquence 
as he did in Commonwealth Hall and elsewhere; he imagined 
a conscience-stricken House, he dreamed of passionate debates 
on a Bill which really had the good of the people for its sole 
object. Such Bill would of course bear his name; shall we 
condemn him for that? 

Adela was at Exmoutb, drinking the mild air, wondering 
whether there was in truth a life to come, and, if so, whether 
it was a life wherein Love and Duty were at one. A year ago 
such thoughts could not have enteim her mind. But she had 
spent several weeks in close companionship with Stella West- 
lake, and Stella’s influence was subtle. Mrs. Westlake had 
come here to regain strength after a confinement; the fact drew 
her near to Adela, whose time for giving birth to a child was 
not far off. 

Adela at first regarded this friend with much the same feel¬ 
ing of awe os mingled with Letty’s affection for Adela herself. 
Stella Westlake was not only possessed of intellectual riches 
which Adela had had no opportunity of gaining; her character 
was so full of imaginative force, of dreamy splendours, that it 
addressed itself to a mind like Adela’s with magic irresistible 
and permanent No rules of the polite world applied to Stella; 
she spoke and acted with an independence so spontaneous that 
it did not suggest conscious opposition to the received ways of 
thought to which ordinary women are confined, but rather a 
complete ignorance of them. Adela felt herself startled, but 
never shocked, even when the originality went most oountw to 
her own prejudices; it was as though she had drunk a drsu^t 
of most unexpected flavour, the effect of which was to set her 
nerves delightfully trembling, and moke her long to taste it 
again. It was not an occasional eftect, the result of an effort on 
Stella’s part to surprise or charm; the commonest words had 
novel meanings when uttered in h^ voice; a profound sincerity 
seemed to inspire every lightest question or remark. Her presence 
was agitating: she had but to enter the room and sit in silence, 
and Adela forthwith was raised from the depression of her 
broodmgs to a vividnesB of being, an imaginative energy, such 
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as she had never known. Adela doubted for some time whether 
Stella regarded her with affection; the little demonatiatione 
in which women are wont to indulge were incompatible with 
that grave dreaminess, and Stella seemed to avoid even the 
common phrases of friendship. But one day, when Adda had 
not been well enough to rise, and as she lay on the borderland 
of sleeping and waMng, she half dreamt, half knew, that a face 
bent over her, and that lips were pressed against her own; and 
such a thrill stinck through her that, though now fully conscious, 
she had not power to stir, but lay as in the moment of some 
rapturous death. For when the presence entered into her dream, 
when the warmth melted upon her lips, she imagined it the 
kiss which might once have come to her but now was lost for 
ever. It was pain to open her ^es, but when she did so, and 
met Stella’s silent gaze, she knew that love was offered her, 
a love of which it was needless to speak. 

li^. Waltham was rather afraid of Stella; privately she 
doubted whether the poor thing was altogether in her perfect 
mind. When the visitor came the mother generally found 
occupation or amusement elsewhere, conversation with Stella 
was so extremely difficult. Mr. Westlake was also at Exmouth, 
but much engaged in literary work. There was, too, an artist 
and his family, with whom the Westlakes were acquainted, 
their name Boscobel. Mrs. Boscobel was a woman of the world, 
five-and-thirty, charming, intelligent; she read little, but was 
full of interest in literary and artistic matters, and talked as 
only a woman can who has long associated with men of brains. 
To her Adela was interesting, personally and still more as an 
illustration of a social experiment. 

* How young she is!' was her remark to Mr. Westlake shortly 
after ma^g Adela’s acquaintance. * It will amuse you, the 
thought I had; I really must tell it you. She realises my 
idea of a virgin mother. Haven’t you felt anything of the 
kind?’ 

Mr. Westlake smiled. 

* Yes, 1 understand. Stella said something evidently trace¬ 

able to the same impression; her voice, she said, is full of 
forgiveness.* . 

* Excellent] And has she much to forgive, do you think ? * 

* I hope not.* 

* Yet she is not exactly happy, I imagine? ’ 

Mr. Westlake did not care to discuss the subject. The lady 
had recourse to SteUa for some account of Mr. Mutimer. 

* He is a strong man,* Stella said in a tone which betrayed 
the Socialist’s enthusiasm. *He stands for earth-subduing 
encfgy. I imagine him at a forge, beating fire out of iron.* 
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* H'm! That’s not quite tlie same thing as imagining him 
that beautiful child’s husband. No education, I suppose? * 

’Sufficient. With more, he would no longer fill the place 
he does. He can speak eloquently; he is the true voice of the 
millions who cannot speak their own thoughts. If he were 
more intellectual he would become commonplace; I hope he 
will never see further than he does now. Isn’t a perfect type 
more precious than a man who is neither one thing nor another ? ’ 

’ Artistically speaking, by all means.’ 

’ In his case 1 don’t mean it artistically. He is doing a great 
work.’ 

’ A friend of mine-<-you don’t know Hubert Eldon, I think T— 
tells me ho has ruined one of the loveliest valleys in England.’ 

* Yes, 1 dare say he has done that. It is an essential part of 
lus protest against social wrong. The earth renews itself, but 
a dead man or woman who has lived without joy can never be 
recompensed.’ 

’ She, of course, is strongly of the same opinion ? ’ 

‘ Adola is a Socialist.’ 

Mrs. Boscobel laughed rather satirically. 

* I doubt it! ’ 

Stella, when she went to sit with Adela, either at home or 
by the sea>shore, often carried a book in her hand, and at 
Adela’s request she road aloud. In this way Adela first came 
to know what was meant by literature, as distinguished from 
works of learning. Tlie verse of Shelley and the prose of Landor 
fell upon her ears; it was as though she had hitherto lived in 
deafness. ' Sometimes she had to beg the reader to pause for 
that day; her heart and mind seem^ overfull; she could not 
even speak of these new things, but felt the ne^ of lying back 
in twilight to marvel and repeat melodies. 

Mrs. Boscobel happened to approach them once whilst this 
reading was going on. 

‘ You are ^ucating her? ’ she said to Stella afterwards. 

’ Perhaps—^a little,’ Stella replied absently. 

’ Isn’t it just a trifle dangerous ? ’ suggested the understanding 
lady. 

* Dangerous ? How ? * 

’ The wife of the man who makes sparks fly out of iron ? 
The man who is on no account to learn anything? ’ 

Stella shook her head, saying, ’ You don’t know her.’ 

* I should much like to,’ was Mrs. Boscobel’s smiling rejoinder. 

In Stella’s company it did not seem very likely that Adela 

would lose her social enthusiasm, yet danger there was, and 
that precisely on account of Mm. Westlake’s idealist tendencies. 
When she spoke of the toiling multitude, she saw them in a 
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kind of exalted vision; she beheld them glorioas in their woe, 
ennobled b^ the tymnny under which they groaned. She had 
seen little if anything of the representative proletarian, and 
perchance even if she had the momentary impression would have 
faded in the light of her burning soul. Now Adela was in the 
very best position for understanding those faults of the working 
claw which are ineradicable in any one generation. She knew 
ha husband, knew him better than ever now that she regarded 
him from^ a distance; she knew *Arry Mutimer; and now she 
was getting to appreciate with a thoroughness impossible 
hitherto, the monstoous gulf between men of that kind and 
cultured human beings. She had, too, studied the children 
and the women of New Wanley, and the results of such study 
were arranging themselves in her mind. AU unconsciously, 
Stella Westlake was cooling Adela’s zeal with every fervid 
word she utter^; Adela at times with difficulty restrained 
herself from crying, * But it is a mistake! They have not these 
feelings you attribute to them. Such suffering as you picture 
them enduring comes only of the poetry-fed soul at issue with 
fate.* She could not as yet have so expressed horseU, but the 
knowledge was growing within her. For Adela was not by 
nature a social enthusiast. When her heart leapt at Stella^ 
chant, it wm not in truth through contagion of sympathy, but 
in admiration and love of the noble woman who coula thus 
th i n k and speak. Adelfi^and who will not be thankful for itt 
—^was, before all things, feminine; her true enthusiasms were 
personal. It wc^ a necessity of her nature to love a human 
beii^, this or that one, not a crowd. She had been starving, 
killing the self which was her value. This home on the Devon 
coast received her like an earthly paradise; looking back on 
New Wanley, she saw it murky and lurid; it was hard to believe 
that the sun ever shone there. But for the most part, she tried 
to keep it altogether from her mind, tried to dissociate her 
husband from his public tasks, and to remember him as the 
man with whom her life was irrevocably bound up. When 
delight in Stella’s poetry was followed by fear, she strengthened 
herself by thought of the child she bore beneath her heart; 
for that child’s sake she would accept the beautiful things 
offered to her, some day to bring them as rich gifts to the young 
life. Her own lot was fixed; she might not muse upon it, she 
durst not consider it too deeply. There were things in the past 
which she had determined, if by any means it were posi^le^ 
utterly to forget. For the future, there was her ohUd. 

Mutimer came to Exmouth when she had been there three 
wee^ and he stayed four days. Mrs. Boscobd had an oppor¬ 
tunity of making his aoquaintanoe. 
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* Who cootrired UiAt marri^e? ’ she asked of Mr. Westlake 
sabsequently. * Our lady mother, presumably.* 

*1 have no reason to think it was not well done^' replied 
Mr. Westlake with reserve. 

* Most skilfully done, no doubt,* rejoined the lady. 

But at the end of the year, the WesUakes returned to London, 
the Boscobels shortly after. Mrs. Waltham and her daughter 
had made no other close connections, and Adela's health alone 
allowed of her leaving the house for a short drive on sunny 
days. At the end of Februaiy the child was bom prematurely; 
it entered the world only to leave it arain. For a week they 
believed that Adela would die. Scarcdy was she pronounced 
out of danger by the end of Much. But after that she recovered 
strength. 

May saw her at Wanley once more. She had become im¬ 
patient to return. The Parliamentary elections were very near at 
hand, and Mutimer almost lived in Bel wick; it seemed to Adela 
that duty required her to be near him, as well as to supply his 
absence irom New Wanl^ as much as was possible. She was still 
only the ghost of her former self, but disease no longer threatened 
her, and activity alone could completely restore her health. 
She was anxious to recommence her studies, to resume her 
readings to the children; and she desired to see Mr. Wyvem. 
She understood by this time why he had chosen Andersen’s 
Tales for her readings; of many o^er things which he had said, 
causing her doubt, the meaning was now clear enough to her. 
She had so much to talk of with the vicar, so many questionH 
to put to him, not a few of a kind that would—she thought— 
surprise and trouble him. None the less, they must be asked 
and answered. Part of her desire to see him again was merely 
the result of her longing for the society of well-rc^ and thought¬ 
ful people. She knew that he would appear to her in a different 
light from formerly; she would be far better able to understand 
him. 

She began by seeking his opinion of her husband’s chances 
in Belwick. Mr. Wyvem shook his head and said frankly that 
he thought there was no clumce at all. Mutimer was looked 
upon in the borough as a mischievous interloper, who came to 
make disunion in ^e Radical party. The son of a lord and an 
ironmaster of great influenoe were the serious candidates. Had 
he seen fit, Mr. Wyvem could have mentioned not a few livety 
incidents in the course of the mlitical warfare; such, for instance, 
as the appearance of a neat little pamphlet which purported to 
give a full and complete account of Mutimer’s lue. In tiiis 
pamphlet nothing untrue was set down, nor did it contain any¬ 
thing like^ to render its publisher amenable to the law of libm; 
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but the writer, a gentleman closely oonneoted with Gomiade 
Roodhouse, mo^ skilfully managed to convey tiie worst possible 
impression throughout. Nor did the vicar hesitate to eipren 
his regret that Mutimer should be seeking election at all. Adda 
fdt with him. 

She found Richard in a strange state of chronic excitement. 
On whatever subject he spoke it was with the same nervous 
irritation, and the slightest annoyance set him fuming. TV> 
her he paid very little attention, and for the most part seemed 
disinclined to converse with her; Adda found it necessary to 
keep silence on mlitical matters; once or twice he replied to 
her questions wim a rough impatience which kept her miserable 
throughout the day, so much had it revealed of the working 
man. As the election day approached she suffered from a sink¬ 
ing of the heart, almost a bodily fear; a fear the same in kind as 
that of the wretched woman who anticmates the return of a 
brute-husband late on Saturday night, ^e same in kind; no 
reasoning would overcome it. She worked hard all day long, 
that at night she might fall on deep sleep. Again she hod taken 
up her hard German books, and was also busy with French 
histories of revolution, which did indeed fascinate her, though, 
as she half perceived, solely by the dramatic quality of the 
stories they told. And at length the morning of her fear had 
come. 

When he left home Mutimer bade her not expect him tiU 
the following day. She spent the hours in loneliness and misery. 
Mr. Wyvern calW, but even him she begged through a servant 
to excuse her; her mother likewise came, and her she talked 
with for a few minutes, then pleaded headache. At nine o^clook 
in the evening she wont to her bedroom. She had a soporific 
at hand, remaining from the time of her illness, and in dread of 
a sleepless night she had recourse to it. 

It seemed to her that she had slept a very long time when 
a great and persistent noise awoke her. It was someone knock¬ 
ing at her door, even, as she at length became aware, turning 
the handle and shaking it. Being alone, she had lock^ herseU 
in. She sprang from 1^, put on her d^sing-gown, and went 
to the door. Then came her husband's voice, impatiently calling 
her name. She admitted him. 

Through the white blind the morning twilight just made 
objects visible in the room; Adela afterwards remembwed 
noticing the drowsy pipe of a bird near the window. Mutimer 
came in, and, without dosing the door, began to demand angrify 
why she had locked him out. Only now she quite shook off 
her sleep, and could perceive that there was sometiiing unusual 
in his manner. He smelt strongly of tobacco, and, as she fancied, 
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of apirits; but it waa hia ataggeriag aa he moved to draw up 
the blind that made her aware of his condition. She found after- 
warda that he had driven all the way from Belwiok, and the 
marvel was that he had aocompliahed such a feat; probably 
his horse deserved moat of the credit. When he had pulled the 
blind up, he tamed, propped himself against the dressing-table, 
and gaz^ at her wi^ terribly lack-lustre eyes. Then she saw 
the expression of his face change; there came upon it a smile 
such as she had never seen or imagined, a hideous smile that 
made her blood cold. Without speaking, he threw himself 
forward and came towards her. For an instant she was powerless, 
paralysed with terror; but happily she found utterance for a 
cry, and that released her limbs. Before he could reach her, 
she had darted out of the room, and fled to another chamber, 
that which Alice had formerly occupied, where she locked her¬ 
self against him. To her surprise he ^d not discover her retreat; 
she heard him moving about the passages, stumbling here and 
there, then he seemed to return to his bedroom. She wrapped 
herself in a counterpane, and sat in a chair till it was full 
morning. 

He was absent for a week after that. Of course his poUing 
at the election had been ridiculously small compared with that 
of the other candidates. When he returned he went about his 
ordinary occupations; he was seemingly not in his usual health, 
but the constant irritableness hod left him. Adela tried to 
bear herself as though nothing unwonted had come to pass, but 
Mutimcr scarcely spoke when at home; if he addressed her 
it was in a quick, off-hand way, and without looking at her. 
Adela again lived almost alone. Her mother and Letty under¬ 
stood that she preferred this. Letty had many occupations; 
before long she hoped to welcome her first child. The children 
of New Wanley still came once a week to the Manor; Adela 
endeavoured to amuse them, to make them thoughtful, but it 
had become a hard, hard task. Only with Mr. Wyvem did she 
occasionally speak without constraint, though not of course 
without reserve; speech of that kind she feared would never 
again be {lossible to her. Still she felt that the vicar saw far 
into her life. On some topics she was more open than she had 
hitherto ventured to be; a boldness, almost a carelessness, for 
which she herself could not account, possessed her at such times. 

Late in June slio received from Stella Westlake a pressing 
invitation to come and spend a fortnight in London. It was 
like sunshine to her heart; almost without hesitation she re¬ 
solved to accept it. Her husband offered no objection, seemed 
to treat the proposal with indifference. Later in the day he 
said: 
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* If you have time, you might perhaps give Alice a oaH* 

* I shall do that as soon as ever 1 oan.* 

He had somethii^ else to say. 

* Perhaps Mrs. Westlake might ask her to oome, whilst you 
are there.^ 

* Very likely, I think,* Adela replied, with an attempt at 
oonfidenoe. 

It was only her second visit to London: the first had been 
in winter time, and under conditions which had not allowed 
her to attend to anything she saw. But for Stella’s presence 
there she would have feared London; her memory of it was like 
that of an ill dream long past; her mind only reverted to it in 
darkest hours, and then she shuddered. But now she thought 
only of Stella; Stella was light and joy, a fountain of magic 
waters. Her arrival at the house in Avenue Road was one of 
the most blissful moments she had ever known. The servant 
led her upstairs to a small room, where the veiled sun mode 
warmth on rich hangings, on beautiful furniture, on books and 
pictures, on ferns and flowers. The goddess of this sanctuary 
was alone; as the door opened the notes of a zither trembled 
into silence, and Adela saw a light-robed loveliness rise and 
stand before her. Stella took both her hands very gently, then 
looked into her face with eyes which seemed to new from 
some high vision, then drew her within the paradise of an 
embrace. The kiss was once more like that first touch of lips 
which had come to Adela on the verge of sleep; she quiverM 
through her frame. 

Mr. Westlake ^h^rtly ioined them, and spoke with an extreme 
kindness which completed Adela’s sense of being at home. No 
one disturbed them through the evening; Adela went to bed 
early and slept without a dream. 

Stella and her husband talked of her in the night. Mr. West- 
lake had, at the time of the election, heard for the first time 
the story of MuUmer and the obscure work-girl in Hoxton, and 
had taken some trouble to investigate it. It had not reached 
his ears when the Hoxton Socialists made it a subject of publio 
discussion; Comrade Boodhouse had inserted only a very 
general report of the proceedings in his paper the * Tocsin,* 
and even this Mr. Westlake had not seen. Bu^ a copy of the 
pamphlet which circulated in Belwick came into his hands, and 
when he began to talk on the subject with an intimate friend, 
who, without being a Socialist, amused himself with following 
the movement closely, he heard more than he liked. To Stella 
he said nothing of all this. His own ultimate judgment was 
that you cannot expect men to be perfect, and that great causes 
have often been served by very inmfferent characters. 
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*She looks shockingly ill,*’ he began to-night whoi alone 
with Stella. * Wasn’t there something said about oonsumption 
when she was at Exmouth ? Has she any cough T ’ 

* No, I don’t think it is that,’ Stella answer^ 

’ She seems glad to be with you.’ 

‘ ^ad, I think.’ 

* Did the loss of her child affect her deeply? * 

‘ 1 cannot say. She has never spoken of it.* 

‘Poor child!’ 

Stella mode no reply to the exclamation. 

Hie next day Adela went to call on Mrs. Rodman. It was 
a house in Bayswater, not large, but richly furnished. Adela 
chose a morning hour, hoping to find her sister-in-law alone, but 
in this she was disappointed. Four visitors were in the drawing¬ 
room, three ladies and a man of horsey appearance, who talkra 
loudly as he leaned back with his legs crossed, a walking-stick 
held over his knee, his hat on the ground before him. The 
ladies were all apparently middle-aged; one of them had a great 
quantity of astonishingly yellow hair, and the others made up 
for deficiency in that respect with toilets in very striking taste. 
The subject under discussion was a recent murder. The gentle¬ 
man had the happiness of being personally acquainted with 
the murderer, at all events had ^equently met him at certain 
resorts of the male population. When Mrs. Rodman had briefly 
welcomed Adela, the discuBaion continued. Its tone was vulgar, 
but perhaps not more so than the average tone among middle- 
olass people who are on familiar terms with each other. The 
gentleman, still leading the conversation, kept his eyes fixed 
on Adela, greatly to her discomfort. 

In less than half an hour these four took their departure. 

’So Dick came a cropper!’ was Alice’s first remark, when 
alone with her sister-in-law. 

Adela tried in vain to understand. 

* At the election, you know. I don’t see what he wanted to 
go making himself so ridiculous. Is he much cut up? ’ 

’ I don’t think it troubles him much,’ Adela said; * he really 
had no expectation of being elected. It was just to draw attention 
to Socialism.’ 

* Of course he’llput it in that way. But I’d no idea you 
were in London. Where are you living ? * 

Alice had suffered, had suffered d^tinctly, in her maimers, 
and probably in her character. It was not oidy that she affected 
a fastness of tone, and betrayed an iU-bred pleasure in receiving 
Adda in her fine drawing-room; her face no longer expressed 
the idle good-nature which used to make it pleasant to con¬ 
template, it was thinner, less wholesome in colour, rather acid 
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about the lips. Hor mannw was hurried, she seemed to be tiying 
in a whirl of frivolous excitements. Her taste in dress had 
deteriorated; she wore a lot of jewellery of a common kind, 
and her headgear was fantastic. 

* We have a few friends to-morrow night.* she said when the 
conversation had with difficulty dragged itself over ten minutes. 
* Will you come to dinner! I’m sure Willis will be very glad 
to see you.* 

Adeia heard the invitation with distress. Fortunately it was 
given in a way which all but presupposed refusal. 

*I am afraid 1 cannot.' she answered. *My health is not 
good; 1 never see people. Thank you very much.* 

* Oh. of course 1 wouldn't put you out.* said Alice, inspecting 
her relative's face curiously. And she added, rather more in 
hor old voice. ' I’m sorry you lost your baby. I believe you're 
fond of children? 1 don’t care anything about them myself; 
1 hope I shan’t have any.’ 

Adeia could not make any reply; she shook hands with Alice 
and took her leave, only breathing freely when once more in 
the street. All the way back to St. ih)hn’s Wood she was afflicted 
by the thought that it would be in^ssible to advise a meeting 
b^ween Stella and Mrs. Rodman. Yet she had promised Richard 
to do so. Once more she found herself sundered from him in 
sympathies. Affection between Alice and her there could be 
none, yet Alice was tiie one person in the world whom Richard 
held greatly dear. 

The enchanted life of those first weeks at Exmouth was now 
resumed. The golden mornings passed with poetry and music; 
in the afternoon visits were paid to museums and galleries, or 
to the studios of artists who were Mrs. Westlake’s friends, and 
who. as Adeia was pleased to see. always received Stella with 
reverential homage. The evening, save when a concert called 
them forth, was generally a time of peaceful reading and talk' 
ing, the presence of friends making no difference in the simple 
arrangements of the home. If a man came to dine at this house, 
it was greatly preferred that he should not present himself in 
the costume of a waiter, and only those came who were suffi¬ 
ciently intimate with the Westlakes to know their habits. One 
evening weekly saw a purely Socialist gathering; three or four 
artisans were always among the guests. On that occasion Adeia 
was sorely tempted to plead a headache, but for several reasons 
she resistra. It was a trial to her, for she was naturally expected 
to talk a good deal with the visitors, several of whom she her¬ 
self had entertained at Wanley. Watching Stella, she had a 
feding which she could not quite explain or justify; she was 
pained to see her goddess in this company, and felt indignant 
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with some of tiie men who seemed to make themselTes too much 
at their ease. There was no talk of poetry. 

Among the studios to which Stella took her was that of 
lir. Boscobel. Mrs. Boscobel made much of them, and insisted 
on Adela’s coming to dine with her. An evening was appointed. 
Adela felt reproofs of conscience, remembering the excuse she 
had offered to Alice, but in this case it was impossible to decline. 
Stella assured her that the party would be small, and would be 
sure to comprise none but really interesting people. It was so, 
in fact. Two men whom, on arriving, they found in the drawing¬ 
room Adela knew by fame, and the next to enter was a lady 
whose singing she had heard with rapture at a concert on the 
evening before. She was talking with this lady when a new 
announcement fell upon her ear, a name which caused her to 
start and gaze towards the door. Impossible for her to guard 
against this display of emotion; the name she heard so dis¬ 
tinctly seemed an unreal utterance, a fancy of her brain, or else 
it belonged to another than the one she knew. But there was 
no such illusion; he whom she saw enter was assuredly Hubert 
Eldon. 

A few hot seconds only seemed to intervene before she was 
called upon to acknowledge him, for Mrs. Boscobel was presenting 
him to her. 

* I have bad the pleasure of meeting Mrs. Mutimer before,* 
Hubert said as soon as ho saw that Adela m voice and look 
recognised their acquaintance. 

Mrs. Boscobel was evidently surprised. She herself had 
met Hubert at the house of an artist in Rome more than a year 
ago, but the details of his life were unknown to her. Subse¬ 
quently, in London, she happened once to get on the subject of 
^cialism witli him, and told him, as an mteresting story, what 
she beard from the Westlakes about Richard Mutimer. Hubert 
admitted knowledge of the facts, and made the remark about 
the valley of Wanley which Mrs. Boscobel repeated at Exmouth, 
but he revealed nothing more. Having no marriageable daughter, 
Mrs. Boscobel was under no necessity of searching into his 
antecedents. He was one of ten or a dozen young men of possible 
future whom she liked to have about her. 

Hubert seated himself by Adela, and there was a moment of 
inevitable silence. 

* I saw you os soon as I got into the room,’ he said, in the 
desperate necessity for speech of some kind. * I thought I 
must have been mistaken; I was so unprepared to meet you 
here.* 

Adela replied that she was staying with Mrs. Westlake. 

* 1 don’t know her,’ said Hnl>^, " and am very anxious to. 
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BofloobeFs portrait of her—aaw it in the studio just before il 
went away—^was a wonderful thing.* 

This was necessarily said in a low tone; it seemed to establish 
confidence between them. 

Adela experiraoed a sudden and strange calm; in a world 
so entirely new to her, was it not to be expected that things 
would happen of which she had never dreamt? The tremor 
with which she had faced this her first evening in general society 
had allayed itself almost as soon as she enters the room, giving 
place to a kind of pleasure for which she was not at all prepared, 
a pleasure inconsistent with the mood which governed her life. 
Perhaps, had she been brought into this world in those sunny 
days before her marriage, just such pleasure as this, only in a 
more pronounced degree, would have awoke in her and have 
been fearlessly indulged. The first shock of the meeting with 
Hubert having passed, she was surprised at her self-control, at 
the ease with which she found she could converse. Hubert took 
her down to dinner; on the stairs he twice turned to look at 
her face, yet she felt sure that her hand had betrayed no anta- 
tion as it lay on his arm. At table he talked freely; did he 
know—she asked herself—that this would relieve her? And 
his conversation was altogether unlike what it had been two 
years and a half ago—so long it was since she had talked with 
him under ordinary conditions. There was still animation, and 
the note of intellectual impatience was touched occasionally, 
but the world had ripened him, bis judgments were based on 
sounder knowledge, he was more polish^, more considerate-— 
* gentler,* Adela afterwards said to herself. And decidedly he 
hM gained in peisonal appearance; a good deal of the bright, 
eager boy had remained with him in his days of storm and 
stress, but now his features had the repose of maturity and 
their refinement had fixed itself in lines of strength. 

He talked solely of the present, discussed with her the season*8 
pictures, the books, the idle business of the town. At length 
she found herself able to meet his glance without fear, evmi 
to try and read its character. She thought of the day whim 
her mother told her of his wickedness. Since then she had 
made acquaintance with wickedness in various forms, and now 
she marvelled at the way in which she had r<^arded him. * I 
was a child, a child,* she repeated to herself. Thinking thus, 
she lost none of his words. He spoke of the things which 
interested her most deeply; how muen be could teach hm, were 
such teaching possible! 

At last she ventured upon a personal question. 

* How is Mrs. Eldon? * 

She thought he looked at her gratefully; certainly there was 
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ft deep kindneas in his eyes, a look which was one of the new 
tihings she noted in him. 

* Very much as when yon knew hw,’ he replied. * Weaker, 
1 fear. I have just spent a few days at Agworm.* 

Donbtless he had often been at Agwor^; perchance he was 
there, so close by, in some of the worst hours of her misery. 

When the ladies withdrew Mrs. Boscobel seated herself by 
Adela for a moment. 

* So you really knew Mr. Eldon ? ’ 

*Ye8, but it is some time since I saw him,’ Adela replied 
simply, smiling in the joy of being so entirely mistress of herselt 

*You were talking pictures, I heard. You can trust him 
there; his criticism is admirable. You know he did the Grosvenor 
for the-Y ’ 

She mentioned a weekly paper. 

* There are so many things I don’t know,’ Adela replied 
laughingly, " and that is one of them.’ 

Hubert shortly after had his wish in being presented to 
Mrs. Westlake. Adela observed them as they talked together. 
Gladness she could hardly bear possessed her when she saw on 
Stella’s face the expression of interest which not everyone could 
call forth. She did not ask why she was so glad; for this one 
evening it might be allowed her to rest and forget and enjoy. 

There was singing, and the sweetest of the songs went home 
with her and lived in her heart all through a night which was 
too voiceful for sleep. Might she think of him henceforth as a 
friend? Would she meet him again before her return to—to 
the darkness of that ravaged valley? Her mood was a strange 
one; conscience gave her no trouble, appeared suspended. 
And why should conscience have interfered with her ? Her happi¬ 
ness was as apart from past and future as if by some magic 
she had been granted an mtermexzo of life wholly distinct from 
her real one. These people with whom she found living so 
pleasant did not really enter her existence; it was as though 
she played parts to give her pleasure; she merely looked on 
for the permitted hour. 

But Stella was real, real as that glorious star whose name 
she knew not, the brightest she could see from her chamber 
window. To Stella her soul clung with passion and worship. 
Stella’s kiss had power to make her all but faint with ecsta^; 
it was the kiss which woke her from her dream, the kiss which 
Nirould for ever be to her a terror and a mystery. 
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CHAPTEB XXn 

Her wakinff after a short moioing sleep was dark and teoubled. 
The taste of last night’s happiness was we ashes on her tonrae; 
fearing to face the da^ligh^ she lay with lids heavily closed on 
a brain which ached m its endeavour to resume the sensations 
of a few hours ago. The ima^ of those with whom she had 
talked so cheerfuUy either eluded her memory, or flitted before 
her unexpectedly, mopping and mowing, so that her heart was 
revolted. It is in wal^gs such as these that Time finds hk 
opportunity to harry vouth; every such unwinds from about 
us one of the veils of illusion, bringing our eyes so much nearer 
to the horrid truth of things. Adela shrank from the need 
of rising; she would have abandoned herself to voiceless desola¬ 
tion, have lain still and dark whilst the current of misery swept 
over her, deeper and deeper. When she viewed her face, its 
ring-eyed pallor fascinated her with incredulity. Had she looked 
at aU like that whilst Hubert Eldon and the others were talking 
to her 7 What did they secretly think of her 7 The others might 
attribute to her many more years than she had really seen; 
but Hubert knew her age. Perhaps that was why he glanced 
at her twice or thrice on the stairs. 

For the first time she wished not to be alone with Stella, 
fearing lest the 'conversation should turn on Hubert. Yet, when 
they had sat together for neorlv on hour, and Stella h^ not 
named him, she began to suffer from a besieging desire to speak 
of him, a recurrent impulse to allude to him, however distantly, 
so that her companion might be led to the subject. The impulw 
grew to a torment, more intolerable each time she resisti^ 
And at last she found herself uttering the name involuntarily, 
overcome by something stronger than her dread. 

* 1 was surprised to meet Mr. Eldon.* 

* Did you know him 7 * Stella asked simply. 

‘ He used to live at Wanley Manor.* 

Stella seemed to revive memories. • 

* Oh, that was how I knew the name. Mr. Westlake told me 
of him, at the time when the Manor passed to Mr. Mutimer.* 

Her husband was from home, so had not been at the Boscobels* 
last evening. 

Adela could rest now that she had spoken. She was searchizig 
for a means of leading the conversation into another channel, 
iriien Stella continued,— 
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* You knew him formerly? * 

* Yes, when he still lived at Wanley. I have not met him 
■ince he wmit away.* 

Stella mused. 

* I suppose he came to live in London? * 

* I understood so.* 

At length Adela succeeded in speaking of something dse. 
Mental excitement had set her bloro flowing more quickly, as 
though an obstruction were removed. Before long the unreason* 
ing hgbtness of heart began to take possession of her again. 
It was strangely painful. To one whom suffering has driven 
upon self-study the predominance of a mere mood is always 
more or less a troublesome m3rsteTy; in Adela*s case it was 
becoming a source of fear. She seemed to be losing self-control; 
in looking back on last evening she doubted whether her own 
udll bad been at all operative in the state of calm enjoyment 
to which she had attained. Was it physical weakness which 
put her thus at the mercy of the moment’s influences ? 

There came a letter from Mutimer to-day; in it he mentioned 
Alice and reminded Adela of her promise. This revived a trouble 
which had fallen out of activity for a day or two. She could 
not come to any decision. When at Alice’s house she had not 
even suggested a return visit; at the moment it had seemed 
so out of the question for Alice to meet Mrs. Westlake. In any 
case, was it worth while exposing Stella to the difficulties of 
such a meeting when it could not possibly lead to anytiiing 
further? One reason against it Adela was ashamed to dweU 
upon, yet it weighed strongly with her: she was so jealous of 
her friend’s love, so fearful of losing anything in Stella’s estima¬ 
tion, that she shrank from the danger of becoming associated 
with Mrs. Rodman in Stella’s mind. CSould she speak freely of 
Alice 7 Mutimer’s affectionate solicitude was honourable to him, 
and might veil much that was disagreeable in Alice. But the 
intimacy between Adela and Mrs. Westlsdce was not yet of the 
kind which permits a free disclosure of troubles to which, ri^tly 
or wrongly, there attaches a sense of shame. Such troubles are 
always the last to be spoken of between friends; friendship 
must be indeed far-reaching before it includes them within ito 
scope. They were still but learning to know each other, and 
that more from silent observation, &om the sympathy of looks, 
from touchings of hands and lips, than by means of direct 
examination or avowal. The more she strove with her difficulty, 
the less able Adela felt herself to ask Mrs. Rodman to come or 
to mention her to Stella. The trouble spoilt her enjoyment of 
a concert that evening, and kept her restless in the night; for, 
though seemingly a small matter, it had vital connection with 
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the core of her life’s problem; it forced her relentlessly to a 
ooDBoionsness of many things from which she had taught henidf 
to avert hm eyes. 

Another thing there was which caused her anxious debate 
—a project whi^ had been in her mind for nearly a year. You 
will not imagine that Adela had forgotten the ietior from Mrs. 
Clay. The knowledge it brought her made the turning-point 
of her life. No W'ozd on the subject passed between her and 
Mutimer after the conversation which ended in her fainting-fit. 
The letter he retained, and the course he had chosen made it 
advisable that he should pay no heed to its request for assist¬ 
ance. Adela remembered the address of the writer, and made a 
note of it, but it was impossible to reply. Her state of mind after 
overhearing the conversation between Richard and his sister was 
such that she durst not even take the st^ of privately sending 
money, lest her husband should hear of it and it should lead to 
further question. She fdt that, hard as it was to live with that 
secret, to hear Mutimer repeat his calumnies would involve 
her in yet worse anguish, leading perhaps to terrible things; 
for. on her return to the house that night, she suffered a revela¬ 
tion of herself, which held her almost mute for the following 
days. In her heart there fought passions of which she hod not 
known herself capable; above all a scorn so fierce, that had she 
but opened her lips it must have uttered itself. That she lived 
down by the aid of many strange expedients; but she formed a 
purpose, which seemed indeed nothirm less than a duty, to use 
the opportunity of her first visit to London to seek for means 
of helping Emn Vine and her sister. Her long illness had 
not weakened this resolve; but now that she was in London 
the difficulties of carrying it out proved insuperable. She had 
always imagined herself procuring the services of some agents 
but what agent was at hand? She might go herself to the 
address she had noted, but it was to incur a danger too great 
even for the end in view. If Mutimer heard of such a visit— 
and she had no means of assuring herself that communication 
between him and those people did not still exist—^how wouhl 
it affect him ? 

Adela’s position would not suffer the risk of ever so slight 
a difference between herself and her husband. ^She had come 
to fear lum, and now there was growing in her a yet graver 
fear of herself. 

The condition of her health favoured remissness and post¬ 
ponement. An hour of mental agitation left her with heac^he 
and a sense of bodily feebleness. Emma Vine she felt in the 
end obliged to dismiss from bar thoughts; the difficulty oon- 
oeming Mce she put off from day to day. 
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The second week of her visit; was just ending, and the return 
to Wanl^ was in view, when, on entwing the drawing-room in 
the afternoon, she found Hul^rt Eldon sitting there with BIrs. 
Westlake. If it had been possible to draw back her foot and 
escape unnoticed! But she was observed; Hubert had already 
risen. Adela fancied that SteUa was closely observing h»: it 
was not so in reality, but the persuasion wrung her heart to 
courage. Hubert, who did make narrow observance of her face, 
was struck with the cold dignity of her smile. In speaking to 
him she was much less friendly than at the Boscobels’. He 
thought he understood, and was in a measure right. A casual 
meetmg in the world was one thing; a visit which might be 
supposed half intended to herself call^ for another demeanour. 
He addressed a few remarks to her, then pursued his conversa¬ 
tion with Mrs. Westlake. Adela had time to consider his way 
of speaking; it was entirely natural, that of a polished man who 
has the habit of society, and takes pleasure in it. With utter 
inconsistency she felt pain that he could be so at his ease in her 
presence. In all likelihood he had come with no other end save 
that of continuing his acquaintance with Mrs. Westlake. As 
Elbe listened to his voice, once more an inexplicable and uncon¬ 
trollable mood possessed her—a mood of petulance, of impatience 
with him and with herself; with him for almost ignoring her 
presence, with herself for the distant way in which she had met 
iiim. An insensate rebellion against circumstances encouraged 
her to feel hurt; by a mystery of the mind intervening time 
was cancelled, and it seemed unnatural, hard to bear, that 
Hubert should by preference address another than herself. An 
impulse similar to that which had forced her to speak his name 
in conversation with Stella now constrained her to break silence, 
to say something which would require a reply. Her feeling 
became a sort of self-pity; he regarded her as beneath his notice, 
he wished her to see that his indifference was absolute; why 
should he treat her so cruelly ? 

She added a few words to a remark Mrs. Westlake made, 
and, the moment she had spoken, was sensible that her tone had 
been strangely impulsive. Stella glanced at her. Hubert, too, 
turned his eyes, smiled, and made some reply; she had no under¬ 
standing of what he said. Had not force failed her she would 
have risen and left the room. Her heart sank in yet crueller 
humiliation; she believed there were tears in her eyes, yet had 
no power to check them. He was still addressing Mrs. West- 
lidre; horself he deemed incapable of appreciating what he saki 
Perhaps he even—the thou^t made clanging in her ears, Iffre 
a rode bell—perhaps he even regarded her as a social inferior 
ginoe her marriage. It was almost hysteria, to such a pitch of 
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anreason was she wrought. Her second self looked on, angoidied, 
heMeBs. Ube voices in the room grew distant and oonf^ed. 
^en the door was opened and ^e servant announced— 

‘ Mr. Mutimer.* 

It saved her. She saw her husband enter, and an ice-cold 
breath made frigid her throbbing veins. She fixed her ^es 
upon him, and could not remove them; they followed him from 
the door to where Stella stood to receive him. She saw that he 


almost paused on recognising Eldon, that his brows contracted, 
that involuntarily he looked at her. 

*Yon know Mr. Eldon,’ Stella said, perhaps in not quite 
her ordinary voice, for the meeting could in no case be a very 


happy one. 
‘Oh yes. 


‘Dh yes,’ replied Mutimer, scarcely looking at Hubert, and 
making an idle effort at a bow. 

Hul^rt did not reseat himself. He took leave of Stella 


cordially; to Adela he inclined himself at respectful distance. 

Mrs. Westlake supplied conversation. Adela, leaving her 
former chair, took a seat by her friend’s side, but could not as 
yet trust her voice. Presently her husband addressed her; it 
was for the first time; he had not even given his hand. 

‘ Alice is very anxious that you should dine with her before 
you go home. Do you think Mrs. Westlake could spare you 
this evening? ’ 

And, on Stella’s looking an inquiry, he added: 

‘ My sister, Mrs. Rodman. I ^n’t think you know her? ’ 

Adela had no choice but to procure her hostess’s assent to 
this arrangement. 

* I’ll can for you at seven o’clock,’ Mutimer said. 

Adela knew that he was commanding himseU; his tone was 
not quite discourteous, but he had none of the geniid satisfac¬ 
tion which he ordinary showed in the company of refined 
people. She attributed his displeasure to her neglect of Alice. 
But it did not affect her as it had been wont to; she was dis¬ 


posed to resent it. 

The time between his departure and seven o’clock she spent 
by herself, unoccupied, sitting as if tired. She put off the neces¬ 
sary changing of garments tiU there was scarcely time for it. 
Whsa at length she was summoned she went down with flushed 
face. 


* I feel as if 1 were going to have a fever,* she said to Stella 
in the drawing-room. She could not help uttering the words, 
but laughed immediately. 

* Tour hand is really very hot,’ Stella replied. 

Mutimer had a cab at the door, and was waiting in the 
haU. 
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* You're a long time,* was his greeting, with more impatiecoe 
than he had ever used to her. 

When they were together in the hansom: 

‘Why did you refuse Alice's invitation before?’ he asked, 
with displeasure. 

* 1 didn’t think she really wished me to accept it.' 

She spoke without misgiving, still resenting his manner. 

‘ Didn’t think ? Why, what do you mean ?' 

She made no reply. 

* You didn’t ask her to call, either? ’ 

‘ I ought to have done so. I am very sorry to have 
neglected it.’ 

He looked at her with surprise which was very like a sneer, 
and kept silence till they reached the house. 

One of the ladies whom Adela had already met, and a gentle¬ 
man styled Captain something, were guests at dinner. Alice 
received her sister-in-law with evident pleasure, though not 
perhaps that of pure hospitableness. 

‘ I do hope it won’t be too much for you,’ she said. ‘ Pray 
leave as soon as you feel you ought to. 1 should never forgive 
myself if you took a cold or anything of the kind.' 

Really, Alice had supplied herself with most becoming phrases. 
The novels had done much; and then she had been living in 
society. At dinner she laughed rather too loud, it might be, and 
was t^ much given to addressing her husband as ‘ Willis; ’ but 
her undeniable prettiness in low-necked evening dress condoned 
what was amiss in manner. Mr. Rodman looked too gentlemanly; 
he reminded one of a hero of polite melodrama on the English- 
J^ench stage. The Captain talked stock-exchange, and was con¬ 
tinually inquiring about some one or other, ‘ Did he drop much?' 

Mutimer was staying at the house over-night. After dinner 

spc^e aside with Ad^. 

* 1 suppose you go back to-morrow ? * 

‘ Yes, I meant to.’ 

‘ We may as well go together, then. I’ll call for you at two 
o’clock.’ 

He considered, and changed the hour. 

‘No, I’ll come at ten. I want you to go with me to buy 
some things. Then we’U have lunch here.’ 

‘ And go back for my luggage ? ’ 

* We’U take it aiwey at ten o’clock and leave it at the atataon^ 
J suppose you can be ready f * 

r eady,* Adela answered mechanically. 

—nth her to Avenue Road in the Rodmans’ 

home to-night, but had tde* 
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graphed to say that he would return in the momii^ Stdla 
had spent the ev^iing alone; Adela found her in the boudoir 
with a single lamp, riding. 

* Are you still feverish f * Stella asked, putting to her ohe^ 
the ungloved hand. 

* I think not—can’t say.* 

Stella waited to hear something about the evening, but Adela 
broke the silence to say: 

‘ 1 must leave at ten in the morning. My husband will call 
for me.* 

‘ So early? * 

‘Yes.’ 

There was silence arain. 

* WiU you come and see me before long, Stella? * 

* I will,* was the gentle reply. 

* Thank you. 1 shall look forward to it very much.* 

Then Adela said good-night, speaking more cheerfully. 

In her bedroom she sat as TOfore dinner. The fever had 
subsided during the past two hours, but now it crept into her 
blood again, insidious, tingling. And with it came so black a 
phantom of despair that Adela closed her eyes shudderingly, lav 
back as one lifeless, and wished that it were possible by the wiU 
alone to yield the breath and cease. The night pulsed about 
her, beat regularly like a great clock, and its pulsing smote 
upon her brain. 

To-morrow she must follow her husband, who would oome 
to lead her hom<. Home? what home had she? What home 
would she ever have but a grave in the grassy churchyard of 
Wanley ? Why did death spare her when it took the life which 
panted Wt for a moment on her bosom ? 

She must leave Stella and go back to her duties at the Manor; 
must teach the children of New Wanley; must love, honour, 
obey her husband. Returning from Exmouth, she was glad to 
see her house again; now she had rather a thousand times die 
than go back. Horror shook her like a palsy; all that she had 
borne for eighteen months seemed accumulated upon her now, 
waited for her there at Wanley to be endured again. Oh! where 
was the maiden whiteness of her soul ? What malignant fate 
had robbed hoc for ever of innocence and peace? 

Was this fever or madness? She rose and flung her arms 
against a hideous form wdiioh was about to seize her. It would 
not vanish, it pressed upon her. She cried, fled to the door, 
escaped, axid called Stellas name aloud. 

A door near her own opened, and Stdla appeared. Adela 
clung to her, and was drawn into the room. Those eyes of infinite 
pity ^udng into her own availed to calm her. 
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‘ Shall 1 Bend for some oneT ’ Stella asked anxiously, but with 
no weak bewilderment. 

*No; it is not Ulnees. But 1 dread to be alone; I am nervous.’ 

* Will you stay with me, dear? ’ 

* Oh, Stella, let me, let me! I want to be near to you whilst 
1 may!’ 

Stella’s child slept peacefully in a crib; the voioes were too 
low to wake it. Almost like another child, Adela allowed herself 
to be undressed. 

‘ Shall I leave a light? ’ Stella asked. 

’ No, I can sleep. Only let me feel your arms.’ 

They lay in unbroken silence till both slept. 


CHAPTER XXIIl 

In a character such as Mutimer’s there will almost certainly be. 
found a disposition to cruelty, for strong instincts of domina¬ 
tion, even of the nobler kind, only wait for circumstances to 
develop crude tyranny—^the cruder, of course, in proportion to 
the lack of native or acquired refinement which distinguishes 
the man. We had a hint of such thin;;^ in Mutimer^ ]^- 
gressive feeling with regard to Emma Vine. The possibility 
of his becoming a t^annous husband could not be doubted by 
any one who viewed him closely. 

^ere needed only the occasion, and this at length presented 
itself in the form of jealousy. Of all possible incentives it was 
the one most calamitous, for it came just when a slow and 
secret growth of passion was making demand for room and air. 
Ilutimer had for some time been at a loss to understand his 
own sensations; he knew that his wife was becoming more and 
more a necessity to him, and that too when the progress of 
time would have led him to expect the very opposite. He 
knew it during her absence at Exmouth, more stdl now that 
she was away in London. It was with ^uctance that he let 
her leave home, only his satisfaction in her intimacy wite the 
Westlakes and his hopes for Alice induced him to acquiesce in 
her departure. Yet he could show nothing of this. A lack of 
self-confidence, a strange sh^ess, embarrassed him as often as 
he would give play to his feelings. They were intensified by 
suppression, and goaded him to constant restlessness. When 
at most a day or two remained before Adela’s return, he could 
DO bnger resist the desire to surprise her in London. 
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Not only did he find her in the company of the man whom 
he had formerfy feared as a rival, but her briiaviour seemed to 
him distinctly to betray consternation at his arrival. She was 
colourless, agitated, could not speak. From that moment his 
bve was of the quality which in its manifestations is often 
indistanguishable ^m hatred. He resolved to keep her under 
his eye, to enforce to the uttermost his marital authority, to 
make her pay bitterly for the freedom she had stolen. His 
ezasperatea egoism flew at once to the extreme of suspicion; 
he was ready to accuse h« of completed perfidy. Mrs. WesthdEO 
became his enemy; the profound cUstrust of culture, which was 
in^arable from his mental narrowness, however ambition 
might lead him to disguise it, seized upon the occasion to declare 
itself; that woman was capable of conniving at his dishonour, 
even of plotting it. He would not allow Adela to remain in 
the house a minute longer than he could help. Even the casual 
absence of Mr. Westl^e became a suspicious circumstance; 
Eldon of course chose the time for his visih 

Adela was once more safe in the Manor, under look and key, 
as it were. He had not spoken of Eldon, though several times 
on the point of doing so. It was obvious that the return home 
(MMt her suffering, that it was making her ill. He could not 
get her to converse; he saw that she did not study. It was 
impossible to keep watch on her at all moments of the day; 
yet how otherwise discover what letters she wrote or received? 
He pondered the practicability of bribing her maid to act as a 
spy upon her, bu^ feued to attempt it. He found opportunities 
of secretly examining the blotter on her writing-aesk, and it 
convinced him that she had written to Mrs. Westi^e. It 
maddened him that he had not the courage to take a sinc^e 
open step, to forbid, for instance, all future corrospondence 
with London. To do so would be to declare his suspicions. 
He wished to declare them; it would have gratified Mm in¬ 
tensely to vomit impeachments, to terrify her with coarseness 
and violence; but, on the other hand, by keeping quiet he 
mi^t surprise positive evidence, and if only he did I 

Sie was ill; he had a distinct pleasure in observing it. She 
longed for quiet and retirement; he neglected his business to 
force his company upon her, to laugh and talk loudly. She 
with difficulty read a page; he made her road aloud to him by 
the hour, or write translations for him from French and German. 
The pale anguish of her face was his joy; it fascinated him, 
fired his senses, made him a demon of vicious cruelty. Yet he 
durst not as much as touch her hand when she sat li^ore him. 
Her purity, which was hw safeguard, stirred his venom; he 
wotshipped it^ and would have smothmred it in foulness. 
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* Hadn’t you better have the doctor to see you?' he began 
one morning when he had followed her from the dining-room 
to hCT boudoir. 

* The doctor? Why?* 

* You don’t seem up to the mark,* he replied, avoiding her 
look. 

Adela kept silence. 

’ You were well enough in London, 1 suppose? * 

* I am never very strong.* 

* I think you might be a bit more cheerful.* 

* 1 will try to be.* 

This submission always ag^avated his disease—^by what 
other name to call it? He would have had her resist him, that 
he might know the pleasure of crushing her will. 

He walked about the room, then suddenly: 

' What is that man Eldon doing? ’ 

Adela looked at him with surprise. It had never entered 
her thoughts that the meeting with Eldon would cost him more 
than a passing annoyance—she knew he disliked him—and 
least of all that such annoyance would in any way be connected 
with herself. It was possible, of course, that some idle tongue 
had gossiped of her former friendship wdth Hubert, but there 
was no one save Letty who knew what her feelings really had 
been, and was not the fact of her marriage enough to remove 
any suspicion that Mutimer might formerly have entertained? 
But the manner of his question was so singular, the introduc¬ 
tion of Eldon’s name so abrupt, that she could not but discern 
in a measure what was in his mind. 

She made reply: 

* 1 don’t understand. Do you mean how is he engaged ? * 

‘ How comes he to know Mrs. Westlake ? * 

* Through common friends—some people named Boscobel. 
Mr. Boscobel is an artist, and Mr. Eldon appears to be studying 
art* 

Her voice was quite steady through this explanation. Qlie 
surprise seemed to have enabled her to regard him unmoved, 
almost with curiosity. 

* 1 suppose he’s constantly there—at the Westlakes* ? * 

* That was his first visit. We met him a few evenings before 
at the Boscobels*, at dinner. It was then he made Mn. West- 
lake’s acquaintance.* 

Mutimer moved his head as if to signify indifference. But 
Adela hod found an unexpected relief in speaking thus openly; 
she was tempted to go furth^*. 

* I believe he writes about pictures. Mrs. Boscobel told me 
that he had been some time in Italy.* 
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' Wdl and good; I don’t care to hear about his affairs. So 
you dined with these Boscobd people? * 

‘Yes.’ 

He smiled disagreeably. 

‘ 1 thought you were rather particular about telling the truth. 
You told Alice you never dined out.’ 

* I don’t think I said that/ Adda replied quietly. 

He paused; then: 

* What fault have you to find with Alice, eh ? * 

Adela was not in the mood for evasions; she answered in 
much the same tone os she had used in speakimg of Hubert. 

’ I don’t think she likes me. If she did, I should be able to 
be more friendly with her. Her world is very different from 
ours.’ 

* Different 7 You mean you don’t Uke Rodman 7 ’ 

I was not thinking of Mr. Rodman. 1 mean that her friends 
are not the same as ours.’ 

Mutimer forgot for a moment tiis preoccupation in thought 
of Alice. 

‘ Was there anything wrong with the people you met there? ’ 

She was silent. 

‘ Just tell me what you thmk. I want to know. What did 
you object to 7 ’ 

’ I don’t think they were the best kind of people.’ 

*The best kind 7 I suppose they are what you oall ladies 
and gentlemen 7 ’ 

‘ You must have felt that they were not quite the same as 
the Wastlakes, for instance.* 

‘ The Westlakes! ’ 

He named them sneeringly, to Adela’s astonishment. And 
he added as he walked towards the door: 

‘ There isn’t much to be said for some of the people you meet 
there.’ 

A new complexity was introduced into her life. Viewed by 
this recent light, Mutimer’s behaviour since the return from 
London was not so difficult to understand; but the problem 
of how to bear with it became the harder. Tt\ero were hours 
when Adela’s soul was like a bird of the woods cage-pent: it 
dashed itself against the bars of fate, and in anguish conceived 
the most desperate attempts for freedom. She could always die, 
but was it not hard to perish in her youth and with the world’s 
cup of bliss untasted? Flight? Ah! whither could she flee? 
The thought of the misery she would leave behind her, the 
disgrace that would fall upon her mother—^this would alone 
make flight impossible. Yet could she conceive life such os 
this prolonging itself into the hopeless years, r^undation her 
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Btrength and her reward, duty a grinning skeleton at her bed> 
side? It grew harder daily. More than a year ago she thought 
that the worst was ovor, and since then had known the solace 
of self-forgetful idealisms, of ascetic striving. It was all illusion, 
the spinning of a desolate heart. There was no help now, for 
she knew herself and the world. Foolish, foolish child, who with 
her own hand had flung away the jewel of existence like a 
thing of no price! Her lot appeared single in its haplessness. 
She thought of Stella, of Letty, even of Alice; they had not 
been doomed to learn in suffering. To her, alone of all women, 
knowledge had come with a curse. 

A month passed. Since Rodman's departure from Wanley, 
'Any Mutimer was living at the Manor. Her husband and 
'Any were Adela’s sole companions; the former she dreaded, 
the approach of the latter always caused her insuperable disgust. 
To Letty there was bom a son; Adela could not bend to the 
little one with a whole heart; her own desolate motherhood 
wailed the more bitterly. 

Once more a change was conung. Alice and her husband 
were going to spend August at a French watering-place, and 
Mutimer proposed to join them for a fortnight; Adela of course 
would be of the party. The invitation came from Rodman, who 
had reasons for wishing to get his brother-in-law aside for a 
little quiet talk. Rodman had large views, was at present 
pondering a financial scheme in which he needed a partner—one 
with capital of course. He knew that New Wanl^ was proving 
anything but a prosperous concern, commeroiahy speaking; 
he divined, moreover, that Mutimer was not wholly satisfira 
with the state of affairs. By judicious management the Socialist 
might even be induced to abandon the non-paying enterprise, 
anoTthough not perhaps ostensibly, embark in one that promised 
very different results—^t all events to Mr. Rodman. The scheme 
was not of mushroom growth; it dated from a time but little 
posterior to Mr. Rodman's first meetii^ with Alice Mutimer. 
'Arry had been granted appetising sni^ at the cook^ in 
progress, though the youth was naturally left without precise 
mformarion as to the ingredients. The result was a surprising 
self-rratraint on ’Arry's part. The influence which poor Keene 
had so bunglingly tried to obtain over him, the more astute 
Mr. Rodman hid compassed without difficulty; beginning with 
the loan of small sums, to be repaid when 'Arry attained his 
majority, he little by little made the prospective niftn of capital 
the creature of his directions; in something less than two more 
years Rodman looked to find ample recompense for his expendi¬ 
ture and trouble. But that was a mere parergon; to secure 
Richard Mutimer was the great end steadily held in view. 
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Rodman and his wife came to Wanl^ to spend three days 
before all together set out for the Continent. Adela aooeptra 
the course of things, and abandoned herself to the stream. Fot 
a week her husband had been milder; we know the mstinot 
that draws the cat's paws from the flagging mouse. 

Alice, no longer much interested in novels, must needs talk 
with some one; she honoured Adela with much of her oonfi- 
dence, seeming to forget and forgive, in reality delighted to 
recount her London experiences to her poor tame sister-in-law. 
Alioe^ too, had been at moments introduced to her husband's 
kitchen; she threw out vague hints of a wonderful repast in 
preparation. 

* Wmis is going to buy me a house in Brighton,’ she said, 
among other things. ‘ 1 shall run down whenever I feel it would 
do me good. You’ve no idea how kind he is.’ 

There was, in fact, an ‘ advancement clause' in Alice’s deed 
of settlement. If Mr. Rodman showed himself particularly 
anxious to cultivate the friendship of Mr. Alfred Waltham, 
possibly one might look for the explanation to the terms of that 
same document. 

There came a Sunday morning. Preparations for departure 
on the morrow were practicaUy completed. The weather was 
delightful. Adela finished breakfast in time to wander a httle 
about the garden before it was the hour for church; her husband 
and Rodman breakfasted with her, and went to smoke in the 
library. Alice and 'Any did not present themselves till the 
church beUs had ceased. 

Adela was glad to be alone in the dusky pew. She was the 
first of the congregation to arrive, and she sat, as always, with 
the curtains enclosing her save in front. The bells ringing above 
the roof had a soothing effect upon her, and gave strange turns 
to her thought. So had their summoning rung out to generation 
after generation; so would it ring long after she was buried 
and at rest. Where would her grave be? She was going for 
the first time to a foreign country; perhaps death might come 
to her there. Then she would lie for ever among strangers, and 
her place be forgotten. Would it not be the fitting end of so 
sad and short a ^e 7 

In the front of the pew was a cupboard; the upper portion, 
which contained the service books, was closed with a long, 
narrow door, opening downwards on horizontal hinges; the 
shelf on which the broks lay went back into darkness, being, 
perhaps, two feet broad. Below this shelf was the door of the 
lower and much larger receptacle; it slid longitudinally, and 
revealed a couple of buffets, kept here to supplement the number 
in the pew when necessary. Adela had only once opened the 
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sUding door, and then merely to glance into the dark hollows 
and olbse it again. Probably the buffets had lain undisturbed 
for years. 

On entering the pew this morning she had as usual dropped 
the upper door, and had laid her large church service open on 
the shelf, where she could reach it as soon as Mr. Wyvem began 
to read. Then began her reverie. From thoughts of the grave 
she passed to memories of her wedding-day. How often the 
scene of that morning had re-enacted itself in her mind! Often 
she dreamed it all over, and woke as from a nightmare. She 
wished it hod not taken place in this church; it troubled the 
sacred recollections of her maiden peace. She began to think 
it over once more, attracted by the pain it caused her, and, on 
coming to the bestowal of the ring, an odd caprice 1^ her to 
draw the circlet itself from her finger. When she had done it 
she trembled. The hand looked so strange. Oh, her hand, her 
hand! Once ringless indeed, once her own to give, to stretch 
forth in pledge of the heart’s imperishable faith I Now a prisoner 
for ever; but, thus ringless, so like a maiden hand once more. 
There came a foolish sense of ease. She would keep her finger 
free yet a little, perhaps through the service. She brat forward 
and laid the ring on the open ^ok. 

More dreams, quite other than before; then the organ began 
its prelude, a tremor passing through the church before the 
sound broke forth. Aaela sank deeper in reverie. At length 
Mr. Wyvem’s voice roused her; she stood up and reached her 
book; but she had wholly forgotten that the ring lay upon it, 
and was only reminded by a glimpse of it rolling away on the 
shelf, rolling to the back of the cupboard. But it did not stop 
there; surdy it was the ring that she heard fall down below, 
behind the large sliding door. She had a sudden fright lest it 
should be lost, and stooped at once to search for it. 

She drew back the door, pushed aside the buffets, then ^ped 
in the darkness. She touched the ring. But something else lay 
there; it seemed a long piece of duck paper, folded. This too 
she brought forth, and, having slipped the ring on her finger, 
looked to see what she had found. 

It was parchment. She unfolded it, and saw that it was 
covered with writing in a clerkly hand. How strange! 

* This is the last will and testament of me, Bighabd 

MnnHiiBi- 

Her hand shook. She felt as if the sides of the pew were 
drding about her, as if she stood amid falling and changing things. 

fi&e looked to the foot of the sheet. 

* In witness whereof I, the said Bichard Mutimer, have 
hereunto set my hand this seventeenth day of October, 187-.* 
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^ The date was some six months prior to old Richard llntimer’s 
death. This could be nothing but the will which eyeiy ope 
beUeved him to have destroyed. 

Adela sank np^n the seat. Her ring I Had she picked it opt 
Yes; it was a^in upon her fin^r. How had it chanced tc fall 
down below7 She rose again and examined the cupboard; there 
was a gap of four or five inches at the back of the upper shelf. 

Had the will fallen in the same way? Adela conjectured 
that thus it had been lost, though when or under what ciroum* 
stances she could not imagine. We, who are calmer, may con* 
ceive the old man to have taken his wiU to church with him 
on the morning of his death, be being then greatly troubled 
about the changes he had in view. PerhaM he laid the folded 
parchment on the shelf and rested one of the large books in 
front of it. He breathed his last. Then the old woman, whose 
duty it was to put the pews in order, hurriedly throwing the 
books into the cupboard as soon as the dead man was removed, 
perchance pushed the document so far back that it slipped 
through the gap and down beliind the buffets. 

At all events, no one has ever hit upon a likelier explanation. 


CHAPTER XXIV 

ijHS could not sit through the service, yet to leave the church 
she would have to walk the whole length of the aisle. What 
did it matter? It would very soon be known why she had 
gone away, and to face for a moment the wonder of Sunday- 
clad villagers is not a grave trial Adela opened the pew door 
and quitted the church, the parchment held beneath her mantle. 

As she issued from the porch the sun smote warm upon her 
face; it encouraged a feeling of gladness which had followed her 
astonishment. She had discovered the tenor of the will; it 
affected her with a sudden joy, undisturbed %t first by any 
reflection. The thought of self was slow in coming, and had 
not power to trouble her greatly even when she faced it. Befall 
herself what might, she held against her heart a power which 
was the utmost limit of that heart’s desire. So vast, so un¬ 
dreamt, so mysteriously given to her, that it seemed preter¬ 
natural Her weakness was become strength; with a single 
word she could work changes such as it had seemed no human 
agency could bring about. 


283 



Demos 


To her, to her it had been given! What was all her enfferii^;, 
crowned with power like this 7 

8he durst not take the will from beneath her mantle, though 
burning to reassure herself of its contents. Not till she was 
locked in her room. If any one met her as she entered the 
house, her excuse would be that she did not feel weU. 

But as she hurried toward the Manor, she all at once found 
herself face to face with her brother. Alfred was having a 
ramble, rather glad to get out of hearing of the baby this 
Sunday morning. 

* Hollo, what’s up? * was his exclamation. 

Adela feared lest her face had betrayed her. She was con¬ 
scious that her look could not be that of illness. 


* I am obliged to go home,* she said, * 1 have forgotten some¬ 
thing.* 

* 1 should have thought you’d rather have let the house 
bum down than scutter away in this profane fashion. All right, 
I won’t stop you.’ 

She hesitated, tempted to give some hint. But before she 
could speak, Alfred continued: 

‘ So Mutimer’s going to throw it up.’ 

‘ What ? ’ she asked in surprise. 

He nodded towards New Wanley. 

* Tlirow it up? ’ 

* So 1 understand. Don’t mention that I said anything; I 


supposed you knew. 

W knew nothing, 
the w'orks 7 ’ 


You mean that he is going to abandon 


* Something of the kind, I fancy. I don’t know that it’s 

decided, but that fellow Rodman—well, time enough to taOc 
about it. It’s a pity, that’s all 1 can say. Still, if he’s really 
losing-’ 

‘ Losing 7 But he never expected to make money.’ 

* No, but 1 fancy he’s beginning to see things in a different 
light. I tell you what it is, Adela; 1 can’t stand that fellow 
h^man. I’ve got an idea he’s up to something. Don’t let 
him lead Mutimer by the nose, that’s alL But this isn’t Sunday 
ttdk. Youngster rather obstreperous this morning.’ 

Adela had no desire to question further: she let her brother 
pass on, and continued her own walk at a more moderate pace. 

Alfred’s words put her in mind of considerations to which 
in her excitement she had given no thought. New Wanley 
was no longer her hiuband’s property, and the great Socialist 
undertaking must come to an end. In spite of her personal 
feeling, she could not view with indifference the failure of an 
attempt which she had trained herself to regard as nobly 
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and full of importance to l^e world at large. 'Though 
die no longer saw Mutimer's oharaoter in the same lightas when 
dxst she bent her nature to his direction, she still wo|ild haTe 
attributed to him a higher pief than the merely Bel{-r|garding; 
she had never suspect hun of insmoerity in his pu )lio zeu. 
Mtttimer had been scrupulous to avoid any utteranse which 
might betray balf^heartewess; in his sullen fits of lale he had 
even made it a reproach against her that she cared lit‘Je for his 
own deepest interests. To his wife last of all he would have 
oonfessed a failing in his enthusiasm: jealousy had made him 
discourteous, had lowered the tone of ms intercourse with her; 
but to figure as a hero in her ^es was no less, nay mor^ than 
ever a leading motive in his life. But if what Alfred said was 
true, Adela saw that in this also she had decef^ed herself: the 
man whose very heart was m a great cauie would sacrifice 
everything, and fight on to the uttermost verge of hope. There 
was no longer room for regret on his account. 

On reac^g the Manor gates she fea..LAl'to walk straight up 
to the house; she felt that, if she met het husband, she could 
not command her face, and her tongue wnuld falter. She took 
a path which led round to the ga^ens/in the rear. She had 
remembered a little summer-house wbich stood beyond the 
kitchen-garden, in a spot sure to be solitary at this hour. There 
she could read the will attentively, and fix her resolution before 
entering the house. 

Trees and bushes screened her. $he neared the summer¬ 
house, and was at the very door befotf she perceived that it was 
occupied. There sat *Arry and a lutchenmaid, very close to 
each other, chatting confidentially. /Arry looked up, and some¬ 
thing as near a blush as he was ^pable of came to his face. 
The kitchen damsel followed the df^tion of his eyes, and was 
terror-stricken. I 

Adela hastened away. An unsuBakable loathing turned her 
heart. She scarcely wondered, but pressed the parchment olosw, 
and joyed in the thought that sh^ould so soon be free of this 
tainm air. / 

She no longer hesitated to en^, and was fortunate enou^ 
to reach her room without meewg any one. She locked the 
door, then unfolded the will andne^n to peruse it with care. 

The testator devised the whoje of his real estate to Hubert 
Eldon; to Hubert also he beq/ieathed his personal property, 
subject to certain charges. Th^ were—first, the pajmient of 
a legacy of one thousand poui^ to Mrs. Eldon; secondly, of 
a Iwiac^ of five hundred pouxjds to Mr. ITottle, the solicitor; 
thiruy, of an annuity of one hfindred and sevmi pounds to the 
testatl^s great-nephew, Rioha^ Mutimer, such sum being the 
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3 Wly podact of a Bpeoified investment The annuity was Id 
extend U the life of Kichard’s widow, should he leave one; bnt 
power w«B ^ven to the trustee to make over to Richard Mutimear, 
or to his widow, any part or the whole of the invested capital, 
if he felt satisfied that to do so would be for the annuitant’s 
benefit. * It is not my wish * — these words followed the 
directionfi-—* to put the said Richard Mutimer above the need 
of supporting liimself by honest work, but only to aid him to 
make use of the abilities which 1 understand he possesses, and 
to become a credit to the class to which he belongs.’ 

The executors were Hubert Eldon himself and the lawy^ 
Mr. Yottle. 

A man of the world brought face to face with startling reve¬ 
lations of this kisd naturally turns at once to thought of techni¬ 
calities, evasions, compromises. Adela’s simpler min d fixed 
itself upon the plain sense of the will; that meant restitution 
to the uttermost firthing. For more than two years Hubert 
Eldon had been ke|.t out of his possessions; others had been 
using them, and lavnlily. Would it be possible for her husband 
to restore? Ho murf; have expended great sums, and of his 
own he hod not a penny. 

Thought for herselt came lost. Mutimer must abandon 
Wanley, and whither h* went, thither must she go also. Their 
income would be a huidred and seven pounds. Her husband 
became once more a woA[ing man. Doubtless he would return 
to London; their home wtuld be a poor one, like that of ordinary 
working folk. 

How would he bear it? How would he take this from herf 

Fear crept insidiously alout her heart, though she fought to 
banish it. It was a fear cf the instinct, clinging to trifles in 
the memory, feeding upon tones, glances, the impressions of 
forgotten moments. She vas conscious that hero at length 
was the crucial test of her husband’s nature, and in spite of 
every generous impulse she Ireaded the issue. To that dread 
she durst not abandon hersell to let it grow even for an instant 
oost her a sensation of fointiess, a desire to flee for cover to 
those who would naturally motect her. To give up idl—and 
to Hubert Eldon! She recalkd his voice when the other day 
he Bj^ke of Hubert. He had sot since recurred to the subject, 
but his manner still bore the dgmficance with which that con¬ 
versation had invested it. No dream of suspicions on his part 
had come to her, but It was enog gh that sometoing had happened 
to intensify his dislike of Hubert. Of her many fears, here was 
one which couched dark and shapeless in the background. 

A feeble woman would have chosmi anyone—her mother, 
her brother—ratoer than MuHmer bimaailf for t h** first partici- 
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puit in such a discovery. Adela was not feeble, and the very 
cUmger, thou^ it might chill her senses, nerved her soul. Was 
she not making him too ignoble ? Was she not herself responsible 
for much of the strangeness in his behaviour of late? The 
question she had once asked herself, whether he loved h«r, she 
could not answer doubtfully; was it not his love that had set 
her icily against him ? If she could not render him love in return, 
that was the wrong she did him, the sin she had committed in 
becoming his wife. Adela by this time knew too well that, in 
her threefold vows, love had of right the foremost place; honour 
and obedience could not exist without love. Her wrong was 
involuntary, none the less she owed him such reparation as 
was possible; she must keep her mind open to his better qualities. 
A man might fall, yet not be irredeemably base. Oh, that she 
had never known of that ix>or girl in London! Base, doubly 
and trebly base, had been his behaviour there, for one ill deed 
had drawn others after it. But his repentance, his humiliation, 
must have been deep, and of the kind which strengthens against 
ill-doing in the future. 

It had to be done, and had better bo done quickly. Adela 
went to her boudoir and rang the bell. The servant who came 
told her that Mutimer was in the house. She summoned him. 

It was five minutes before he appeared. Ho was preoccupied, 
though not gloomily so. 

* I thought you were at church,’ he said, regarding her absently. 

* I came away—because I found something—this! ’ 

She had hoj^ to speak with calmness, but the interval of 
waiting had agite id her, and the fear which no effort could 
allay struck her licart as he entered. She held tlie parchment 
to him. 

‘ What is it ? ’ he asked, his attention gradually awakened 
by surprise. He did not move forward to meet her extended 
hand. 

* You will see—^it is the will that we thought was destroyed 
—old Mr. Mutimer’s will.’ 

She rose and brought it to him. He looked at her with a 
sceptical smile, which was involuntary, and lingered on his face 
even after he had begun to read the document. 

Adela seated herself again; she had scarcely p(fwer to stand. 
There was a long silence. 

* Where did you find this ? ’ Mutimer inquired at length. His 
tone astonished her; it was almost indifferent. But he did not 
raise his eyes. 

She explained. It was needles, she thought, to give a reason 
for her search in the lower cupboard; but the first thing that 
occurred to Mutimer was to demand such reason. 
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A moment’s hesitation; then: 

* A piece of money rolled down behind the shelf on wfaioh 
the books are; there is a gap at the back. I suppose that is 
how the will fell down.* 

His eye was now steadily fixed upon her, coldly scrutinising, 
as one regards a suspected stranger. Adela was made wretohra 
by the inevitable falsehood. She felt herself reddening under 
his gaze. 

He seemed to fall into absent-mindedness, ^en re-read the 
document. Th^ he took out his watch. 

*The people are out of church. Gome and show me where 
it was.’ 

With a deep sense of relief she went away to put on her 
bonnet. To escape for a moment was what she needed, and 
the self-command of his voice seemed to assure her against her 
worst fears. She felt fateful to him for preserving hu dignity. 
The future lost one of its terrors if only she could respect him. 

They walked side by side to the church in silence: Mutimer 
had put the will into his pocket. At the wicket he paused. 

* Will Wyvem be in there? ’ 

The question was answered by the appearance of the vicar 
himself, who just then came forth from the front doorway. He 
approached them, with a hope that Adela had not been obliged 
to leave through indisposition. 

* A little faintness,* Mutimer was quick to reply. * We are 
going to look for something she dropp^ in the pew.’ 

Mr. Wyvem passed on. Only the pew-opener was moving 
about the aisles. She looked with surprise at the pair as they 
entered. 

* Tell her the same,* Mutimer commanded, under his breath. 

The old woman was of course ready with offers of assistance, 

but a word from Richard sufficed to Keep her away. 

The examination was quickly made, and they returned as 
they had come, without exchanging a word on the way. They 
went upstairs again to the boudoir. 

* Sit down,* Mutimer said briefly. 

He himself continued to stand, again examining the wiD. 

* 1 should think,' he began slowly, * it’s as likely as not tiiat 
this is a forgery.* 

* A forgery ? But who could have - * 

Her voice failed. 

*He*8 not likely to have run the risk himself, 1 suppose,’ 
Mutimer pursued, with a quiet sneer, * but no doubt there are 
people who would benefit by it.* 

Adela had an impulse indignation. It showed itself in 
her cold, steEtdy reply. 
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*llie will was tluok witii dost It hts been ^ 3 riiig thsos » 
long tune.* ^ 

* Of couxsa niey wouldn't bungle oTer an important thing 
like this.’ 

He was once more sorutinismg her. Hie suspicion was a 
genuine one, and involved even more than Adela could imagine. 
If there had been a plot, such plot assuredly included the die* 
coverer of the document. Could he in his heart charge Adela 
with that? There were two voices at his ear, and of equal per¬ 
suasiveness. Even to look into her face did not silence the 
calumnious whispering. Her beauty was fuel to his Jealousy, 
and his jealousy alone made the supposition of her guilt for a 
moment tenable. It was on his lips to accuse her, to ease him¬ 
self with savage innuendoes, those * easy things to understand * 
which come naturally from such a man in such a situation. 
But to do that would be to brcnk with her for ever, and the 
voice that urged her innocence would not let him incur such 
risk. The loss of his possessions was a calamity so great that 
as yet ho could not realise its possibility; the loss of his wife 
impressed his imagination more immediately, and was in this 
moment the more active fear. 

He was in the strange position of a man who finds all at 
once that he dart not believe that which he has been trying his 
best to believe. If Adela were guilty of plotting with Eldon, 
it meant that he himself was the object of her utter hatred, a 
hideous thought to entertain. It threw him back upon her 
iimoeence. Egoism had to do the work of the finer moral 
perceptions. 

* Isn't it rather strange,* he said, not this time sneeringly, 
but seeking for support against his intolerable suspicions, * that 
you never moved those buffets before? * 

* I never had need of them.* 

* And that hole has never been cleaned out? ’ 

* Never; clearly never.* 

She had risen to her feet, impelled by a glimmering of the 
thought in which he examined her. What she next said came 
from her without premeditation. Her tongue seemed to speak 
indmndently of hw will 

‘ One thing I have said ihat was not true. It whs not money 
that slipped down, but my ring. 1 had taken it off and laid it 
on the nayer-book.* 

*Your ring?* he repeated, with cold surprise. *Do you 
always take your ring off in church, thmi ? * 

As soon as the woras were mken she had gone deadly pale. 
Wee it wril to say that? Must there follow yet more explanation? 
Bbs with difficuily overoMne an impulse to speak on and dis- 
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close all her mind, the same kii^ of impulse she had known 
sereral times of late. Sheer dread this time prerailed. 13ie 
eyes that were upon her concealed fire; what nmdness tempted 
her to provoke ite outburst? 

* 1 have never done so before,* she replied confusedly. 

‘ Why to*day, then ? * 

fflie md not uiswer. 

* And why did you tell—^why did you say it was money? * 

*1 oan*t explain that,* she answered, her head bowed. *1 

took off the ring thoughtlessly; it is rather loose; my finger is 
thinner than it used to be.* 

On the track of cunning Mutimer’s mind was keen enough; 
only amid the complexities of such motives as sway a pure 
hea^ in trouble was he quite at a loss. This confession of un- 
truthfulness might on the face of it have spoken in Adeia*s 
favour; but his very understanding of that made him seek for 
subtle treachery. She saw he suspected her; was it not good 
policy to seem perfectly frank, even if such frankness for the 
moment gave a strengthening to suspicion? What devilish 
ingenuity might after all be concealed in this woman, whom he 
hod taken for simplicity itself! 

The first bell for luncheon disturbed his reflections. 

‘ Please sit down,* he said, pointing to the chair. * We can't 
end our talk just yet.* 

She obeyed him, glad again to rest her trembling limbs. 

* If you suspect it to Im a forgery,* she said, when she had 
waited in vain for him to speak furtW, * the best way of decid¬ 
ing is to go at once to Mr. Yottle. He will remember; it was 
he drew up the will.* 

He flashed a glance at her. 

' I’m perfectly aware of that. If this is forged, the lawyer 
has of course given his help. He would be glad to see me.* 

Again the suspicion was genuine. Mutimer felt himself hedged 
in; every avenue of escape to which his thoughts turned was 
closed in advance. There was no one he would not now have 
suspected. The full meaning of his position was growing upon 
him; it made a ferment in his mind. 

* Mr. Yottle! * Adela exclaimed in astonishment. * You think 
it possible that he—— Oh, that is folly! * 

Yes, it was folly; hor voice assured him of it, proclaiming 
at the same time the folly of his whole douH. It was falling 
to pieces, and, as it fell, (Closing the image of his fate, inexor¬ 
able, inconceivable. 

He stood for more than five minutes in sileaoe. llien he 
drew a little nearer to her, and asked in an unsteady vomet 

* Are you glad of this?' 
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* QIad of it!' ahe repeotod under her hieath. 

* Yes; shall you be to see me lose eveiything! ’ 

* You oannot wiefi to keep what belongs to otliers. In tJud 
sense I think we ou^t to be glad that the will is found.* 

She spoke so ool^ that he dmw away from her a^in. Tlie 
second bell rai^. 

‘ Th^ had better have lunch without os,* he said. 

He rang and bade the servant ask Mr. and Mrs. Bodman 
to lunch alone. Then he returned to an earlier point of the 
discussion. 

* You say it was thick with dust? * 

* It was. 1 believe the lower cupboard has never been open 
since Mr. Mutimer*s death.’ 

* Why should he take a will to church with him ? ’ 

Adela shook her head. 

*lf he did,’ Mutim^ pursued, suppose it was to think 
over the new one he was going to make. You know, of course, 
that he never intended this to be his will! ’ 

* We do not know wliat his last thoughts may have been,* 
Adela replied, in a low voice but firmly. 

* Yes, I think we do. I mean to say, we are quite sure he 
meant to alter this. YotUe was expecting the new will.’ 

* Death took him before he could make it. He left this.* 

Her quiet opposition was breath to the fire of his jealousy. 

He could no longer maintain his voice of argument. 

* It just means this: you won’t hear anything against the 
will, and vou’re glad of it.’ 

* Your loss is mine.' 

He looked at her and again drew nearer. 

* It’s not very likely that you’ll stay to share it.’ 

* Stay 7 * She watched his movmnents with apprehension. 

* How can I separate my future from yours? * 

He desired to touch her, to give some sign of his mastery, 
whether tmiderly or with rude force mattored little. 

* It’s ea^ to say that, but we know it doesn’t mean much.’ 

His tongue stammer^. As Adela rose and tried to move 

apart, he caught her arm roughly, then her waist, and kissed 
her several times about the face. Rdeased, she sank back 
upon the chair, pale, terrified, her breath oau|^t with voiceless 
sobs. Mtttimer turned away and leaned hte arms upon the 
mantelpiece. His body tranbled. 

Nsiiher oonld count the minutes that followed. An inox* 
pUcable shame krat MuUmer silent and motionless. Adela, 
when the shook of repugnance had passed over, almost forgot 
the subject of their oonTeraation mi vain endeayouis to unotf- 
stand this man in whose power she was. His. passion was 
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vnysterious, revolting—^imposBible for her to leooncUe with his 
neual bearing, with his charaoter as she understood it. It was 
snore than a year since he had mingled his talk to her with any 
snob sim of affection, and her feeling was one of ontrage. What 
protecwn had she? The cwesses had followed upon an insult, 
and were themselves brutal, degrading. It was a realisation 
of one of those half-formed fears which had so long haunted 
her in his presence. 

Wliat would life be with him, away from the protections of 
a wealthy home, when circumstances would have made him 
once more the London artisan, and in doing so would have 
added harshness to his natural temper; when he would no 
longer find it worth while to preserve the semblance of gmtle 
brewing? Was there strength in her to endure that? 

Presently he turned, and she heard him speak her name. She 
raised her eyes with a half-smile of abashment. He approached 
and took her hand. 

* Have you thought what this means to me? * he asked, in a 
much soft^ voice. 

‘ I know it must be very hard.’ 

* 1 don’t mean in that way. I’m not thinking of the change 
back to ^verty. It’s my work in New Wanley, my splendid 
opportunity^ of helping on Socialism. Think, just when every¬ 
thing is fairly started! You can’t feel it as I do, 1 suppose. 
You haven’t the same interest in the work. I hop^ once you 
would have had.’ 

Adela remembered what her brother had said, but she could 
not allude to it. To question was useless. She thought of a 
previous occasion on which he had justified himself when accused. 

He still held her hand. 

’ Which would do the most good with this money, he or 1 ? ’ 

’ We cannot ask that question.’ 

^Yes, we can. We ought to. At aU events, / ou^t to. 
Think what it means. In my hands the money is used for the 
good of a suffering class, for the good of the whole country in the 
end. He would just spend it on himself, like other rich men. It 
isn’t every da^ that a man of my principles gets the means of 
putting than mto practice. Eldon is well enou^ off; long ^o 
he’s nuule up his mind to the loss of Wanley. It’s like robbing 
poor people just to give money where it isn’t wanted.’ 

She withdraw her hand, saying coldly: 

* 1 can understand your lool^g at it in this way. But we 
-ean’t help it’ 

* Why can’t we? * His voice grew disagreeaUe in its effc^ 
to be insinuating. ’ It seems to me that we can and ought to 
help it It woum be quite different if you and I had just been 
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enjoying oursdves and thinking of no one else.* He thought 
it a skilful strc^ to unite thdr names thus. *We hByen*t 
done anything of tiw kind; we*ve denied ourselvea all sorts of 
things just to be able to spend more on New Wanley. You 
know what Fve always said, that I hold the money in toust for 
the Union. Isn’t it Ime? I don’t feel justified in giving it up. 
Tlie end is too important. The good of thousands, of hundred 
of thousands, is at stake.’ 

Adela looked him in the face searchingly. 

* But how oan we help it? There is the will.’ 

Mutimer met her eyes. 

* No one knows of it but ourselves, Adela.’ 

It was not indignation that her look expressed, but at first 
a kind of shocked surprise and then profound trouble. It was 
with difficulty that she found words. 

* Ton are not speak^ in earnest? ’ 

’ 1 am! ’ he exclaimed, almost hopefully. * In downright 
earnest. There’s nothing to be ashamed of.’ He said it because 
he felt that her gaze was breeding shame in him. * It isn’t for 
myself, it’s for the cause, for the good of my fellowmcm. Don’t 
say anything till you’ve thought. Look, Adela, you’re not hard¬ 
hearted, and you know how it used to pain you to read of the 
poor wretches who can’t earn enough to keep themselves alive. 
It’s for their sake. If they could be here and know of this, 
they’d go down on their knees to you. You canH rob them of 
'a chance! It’s like snatching a hit of bread out of their months 
when they’re dying of hunger.’ 

The fervour with which he pleaded went far to convince 
himself; for the moment he lost sight of everything but the 
necessity of persuading Adela, and lus zeal could scarcely have 
been greater had he been actuated by the purest unselfishness. 
He was speakmg as Adela had never heara him speak, with 
modulations of the voice which were almost sentimental, Uke 
one pleading for love. In his heart he despaired of removing 
her scruples, but he overcame this with vdiement entreaty. A 
true instinct forbade him to touch on her own interests; he 
had not lived so long with Adela without attaining some per¬ 
ception of the nobler ways of thought. But as often^ts he raised 
his eyes to hears he saw tiie futility of all his words. Her direot 
gaze at length brought him to unwilling silence. 

* Would you then,’ Adela asked gravely, * destroy this will ? ’ 

* Yes.* 

The monosyllable was all he cared to reply. 

’ I oan scarcely believe you. Sueh a thing is impossible. You 
could not do it,* 

’ It’s my duty to do it.’ 
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* This is unworthy of you. It is a crime, in law and in con¬ 
science. How can you so deodve youiself T After such an act 
as that, whatev^er you did would be worthless, vain.* 

‘Why?* 

* Because no one can do neat work of the kind you aim at 
unlens he is himself guided by the strictest honour. BSveiy 
word you spoke would be a falsehood. Oh, can't you see that, 
as plainly as the light of day? The results of your woikl Why, 
nouing you could possibly do with all this money would be 
one-half as good as to let eveiycme know that you honourably 
mve it up when it was in your power dishonestly to keq[» it! 
Oh, surely that is the kind of example that the world needs! 
What causes all the misery but dishonesty and selfishness? If 
you do away with that, you gain all you are working for. l%e 
example! You should prize the opportunity. You are deceiving 
yourself; it is a temptation that you are yielding to. Think a 
moment; you will see that 1 am right. You cannot do a thing 
so unworthy of yourself.* 

He stood for a moment doggedly, then replied: 

‘ I can and 1 shall do it.’ 

‘Never!* Adela rose and faced him. ‘You shall listen to 
me till you understand. You, who pride yourself on your high 
motives! For your own sake scorn this tenptation. Let me 
take the will away. I will put it somewhere till to-morrow. 
Yon will see clearly by tlien. I know how dreadful this loss 
seems to you, but you must be stronger.* 

He sto^ l^tween her and the table on which the parchment 
lay, and waved her back as she approached. Adela’s voice 
trembled, but there was not a note in it that he could resent. 

‘ You wrong yourself, and you are cruel to me. How could 
I live with you if you such a thing? How could I remain 
in this house when it was no longer yours? It is immssible, a 
thousand times impossible. You cannot mean it! If you do 
this in spite of everything I can say, you are more cruel than 
if you raised your hand and struck me. You make my life a 
shame; you dishonour and degrade me.* 

‘ Thars all nonsense,* he replied sullenly, the jealous motive 
possessing him again at the si^t of her glemning eyes. ‘ It’s 
you who don’t understand, and just because you have no sym¬ 
pathy with my work. Any one would thiu yon cared for 
nothing but to take the money from me, just to-—* 

Even hi his access of spiteful anger he ohedked himself, and 
dropped to anothw tone. 

‘ 1 take aB the res|M»iribility. You have nothing to do with 
it What seems right to me,. I shall do. I am your httSband, 
snd you’ve no voice in a thing like this.* 
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* No voioe? Have I no right to save you from roinT Must 
a wife stand by and see her husband commit a crime? Have 
yon no doty to me? What becomes of our married life if you 
rob me of all respect for you ? * 

* 1 tell you 1 mu doing it with a good motive. If you were 
a thoTou^ Socudist, you would respect me all the more. This 
money was made out of ovwworked~——* 

t ?* hk himd on the will; ehe epmng forward 

and grasped his arm. 

* Biohard, give it to me! * 

* No, I shall not.* 

He had satisfied himself that if the will was actually destroyed 
she would acquiesce in silrace; the shame she spoke of would 
constrain her. Ho pushed her away without violence, and moved 
towards the door. But her muteness caused him to torn and 
regard her. She was leaning forward, her lips parted, her eyes 
fixed in despair. 

‘Richard!’ 

‘Well?’ 

‘ Are you trying me? ’ 

‘ What do you mean ? ’ 

‘ Do you rolieve that I should let you do that and help you 
to hide it? ’ 

‘ You wiU come to see that I was right, and be glad tliat I 
paid no heed to you.’ 

‘ Then you don’t know me. Though you are my husband 
1 would make public what you had done. Nothmg should 
silence me. Do rou drive me to that? ’ 

The absence of passion in her voice impressed him far more 
than violence could have done. Her countenance had changed 
from pleading to scorn. 

He stood uncertain. 

* Now indeed,’ Adela continued, ‘ I am doing what no woznan 
should have to do.* Her voioe became bitter. * 1 have not a 
man’s strength; I can only threaten you with shame which 
will fon more heavily on myself.* 

‘ Your word against mine,* he muttered, trying to smile. 

* You could dmend yours^ by declaring me imamous? * 

Did he know the meaning of that flash acrossjher face? Only 
when the words were uttned did their full signifioanoe strike 
Adela herself. 

‘You could defend yourself by saying that 1 lied against 
you?’ 

He resided her from beneath his eyebrows as she repeated 
the question. In the silence which followed he seated himself 
on the chair nearest to him. Adela too sat down. 
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For more than a quarter of an hour they remained thus, no 
word exchanged. I%ien Adela rose and approached her hoeba^ 

* If I order tiie carriage/ she said softly, * will you come with 
me at once to Belwick ? * 

He ttve no answer. He was sitting with his legs crossed, 
the wifi held over his knee. 

*1 am Sony you have this trial/ she oontmued, * deeply 
sorry. But you have won, I know you have won]' 

He turned his eyes in a direction away from her, hesitated, 
rose. 

* Get your things on.* 

He was going to the door. 

* Richard!* 

She held her hand for the parchment 

* You can*t trust me to the bottom of the stairs ? * he asked 
bitterly. 

She all but laughed with glad confidence. 

‘ Oh, I will trust you! ’ 


CHAPTER XXV 

Adxjla and her husband did not return from Belwick till eight 
o’clock in the evening. In tlie first place Mr. Yottle had to 
be sent for from a friend’s house in the country, where he was 
spending Sunday; then there was long waiting for a train back 
to Agworth. The Rodmans, much puzzled to account fox the 
disorder, postponed dinner. Adela, however, dined alone, and 
but slightly, though she had not eaten since breakfast. Then 
fatigue overcame her. She slept an unbroken sleep till sunrise. 

On going down next morning she found ’Arry alone in the 
dining-room; he was standing at the window with hands in 
pocket, and, after a glance round, averted his face again, a 
low growl his only answer to her morning salutation. Mr. 
Rodman was the next to appear. He shook hands as usual 
In his * 1 hoM you are well ? * there was an accent of respectful 
i^mpathy. Foeonally, he seemed in his ordinary spirits. He 
proomcd to talk of tmes, but in such a tone as he might have 
used had there been grave sickness in the house. And presently, 
with yet lower voice and a smile of good-humoured resignation, 
he said— 

* Our journey, I feaiv must be postponed.* 

Adela smiled, not quite in the same way, and bri^y assented. 
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* AJioe IB not very well,* Rodhnan then reme^ed. * I edvhNKl 
her to have breakfaet upetaini. 1 toust you excoee hwT * 

Mtttimer made his appeaFanoe. He just nodded round, and 
asked, as he seated himmlf at table— 

* \^o*8 been letting fVremnan loose? He*s running about Uie 
garden.* 

The d(^ furnished a topic for a few minutes* conversation, 
then there was all but unlroken silence to the end of the meal. 
Richard's face expressed nothing in particular, unless it were a 
bad night Rodman kept up his smile, and, eating little him¬ 
self, devoted himself to polite waiting upon Adela. When he 
rose from the table, Richard said to his brother— 

* You'll go down as usual. I shall be at the office in half- 
an-hour.' 

Adela presently went to the drawing-room. She was surprised 
to find Alice sitting there. Mrs. Rodman had clearly not enjoyed 
the unbroken rest which gave Adela her appearance of freshness 
and calm; her eyes wme swollen and rra, her lips hung like 
those of a fretful child that has tired itself with sobbing, her 
hair was careleBsly rolled up, her attire slatternly. She sat in 
sullen disorder. Seeing Adela, she dropped her ^es, and her 
lips drew themselves together. Adela hesitated to approach her, 
but was moved to do so by sheer pity. 

* I’m afraid you've hod a bad night,* she said kindly. 

‘ Yes, 1 suppose 1 have,' was the ungracious reply. 

Adela stood before her for a moment, but could find nothing 
else to say. She was turning when Alice looked up, her red 
eyes almost glaring, her breast shaken with uncontrollable 
passion. 

*1 think you might have had some consideration,' she 
exclaimed. * If you didn't care to speak a word for yourself, 
you might have thought about others. What are we to do, I 
should uke to know ?' 

Adela was struck with constemaUon. She had been prepared 
for petulant bewailing, but a vehement outburst of this kind 
was the last thing she could have foreseen, above aU to have it 
directed against herself. 

* What do you mean, Alice? * she said with pained surprise. 

* Why, it's all vour dol^, I suppose,' the other pursued, in 
the same voice. ^What rij^t had you to let him go off in that 
way without saying a worn to ns? If the truth was known, 1 
eneot you were at the bottom of it; he wouldn't have been such 
a ^I, whatever he says. What right had you, I*d like to know?' 

Ad^ calmed hersw as she ustened. Hw surprise at the 
attack was modified ami tamed into anothmr channel by Alice's 
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* Has Richaird told yon what passed between ns? * die in- 

2 aired. It cost her nothing to spw with nmnoyed utterance; 
be difficulty was not to seem too indifferent. 

* He*8 told 08 as much as he thought fit His duty! I like 
that! As if you couldn't have stopped him, if you'd chosen! 
You might have thought of other people.* 

* Did he tell you ^at I tried to stop him ? ’ Adela asked, 
with the same quietness of interrogation. 

‘ Why. did you ? * cried Alice, looking up scornfully. 

‘No.*^ 

* Of course not! Talk about duty! I should think that was 
plain enough duty. 1 only wish he’d come to me with his talk 
•bout duty. It’s a duty to rob people, I suppose T Oh, I under* 
stand him well enough. It’s an easy way of getting out of 
his difficulties; as well lose his money this way as any other. 
He always thinks of himself first, trust him! He’ll go down 
to New Wanley and make a speech, no doubt, and show off— 
with his dutv and all the rest of it! What’s gomg to become 
•of me? You’d no right to let him go before telling us.’ 

’ You would have advised him to say nothing about the 
will? * 

* Advised him! ’ she laughed angrily. * I’d have seen if 1 
•couldn’t do something more than advise.* 

‘ I fear you wouldn’t have succeeded in making your brother 
act dislionourably,’ Adela replied. 

It was the first sarcasm that had ever passed her lips, and 
as soon as it was spoken she turned to leave the room, fearful 
lest she might say things which would afterwards degrade her 
in her own eyes. Her body quivered. As she reached the door 
Rodman opened it and entered. He bowed to let her pass, 
searching her face the while. 

When she was gone he approached to Alice, whom he hod 
at once observed. 

’ What have you been up to ? * he arired sternly. 

Her head was bent before him, and she gave no answer. 

* Can’t you speak? What’s made her look like that? Have 
you been quarrelling with her? ’ 

* Quaircdling? ’ 

* You know what 1 mean well enou^. Just tell me what 
you said. 1 thought I told you to stay upstairs? What’s been 
goiim on? ’ 

’ i told her she ought to have let us know,’ n^iBed AHo^ 
timorous, but affecting the look and voice of a ^ilt child. 

* Then you’ve made a fool of yourself! ’ he exclaimed' with 
subdued violence. ’ You’ve got to leam that when 1 tell you 
to do a thing you do it—or I’B know the reasim why! Yen’d 
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no buBineai to oonie oat of jwu room. Now you’ll juit find her 
•nd apologiae. Yon underatondT You’ll go and beg her pardon 
at onoe.’ 

Alice raised her eyes in wretched bewUderment. 

* Bctt her pardon! ’ she faltered. ' Oh» how can I? Why* 
what harm nave I done^ WIfiis! I’m aore 1 shan’t beg hw 
pardon.’ 

* You won’t? If you talk to me in that way you shaU go 
down on your knees before her. You won’t? ’ 

His voice had such concentrated savagery in its suppression 
that Alice shrank back in terror. 

* Willis! How can you speak so 1 What have 1 done ? ’ 

* You’ve made a ooitbuuded fool of yourself, and most like^ 
spoilt the last chance you had, if you want to know. In future^ 
when 1 say a thing understand that 1 mean it; 1 don’t give 
orders for nothing. Go and find her apd beg her pardon. 1*11 
wait here till you’ve done it.’ 

‘ But 1 can't/ WilUs, you won’t force me to do that? I’d 
rather die than humble myself to her.’ 

’ Do you hear me? ’ 

She stood up, almost driven to bay. Her eyes were wet, 
her poor, crumpled prettiness made a aeplorable spectacle. 

* 1 can’t, I can’t! Why are you so unkind to me? 1 have 
only said what apy one would. 1 hate her I My lips won’t speak 
the words. You’ve no right to ask me to do such a thing.’ 

* Her wrist was caught in a clutch that seemed to crush the 
muscles, and she was flung back on to the chair. Tmror wotdd 
not let the scream pass her lips: she lay with open mouth and 
staring eyes. 

Rodman looked at her for an instant, then seemed to master 
his fuiy and laughed. 

’That doesn’t improve your beauty. Now, no crying out 
before you’re hurt. There’s no harm done. Only you’ve to 
learn that I mean what 1 say, that’s alL Now I haven’t hurt 
yon, so don’t pretend.* 

*Oh, you mve hurt me!’ she sobbed wretchedly, with her 
fingers round her injured wrist. ’ 1 never thou^t you oould 
be so cruel Oh, my hand! What harm have I ^lone? And 
you used to say yond never be uiflund to me, never! Oh, how 
miserable 1 am! Is this how you’re going to treat me? As 
if 1 could help it! Willis, you won’t begin to be orud? Oh, 
my hand!* 

’Let me kwk at it. Pooh, what’s amiss? * He spoke all 
at once in his usual good-natured voice. ’ Now go and find 
Ads^ whilst 1 hw’ 

* You’re goh^ to force me to do that? * 
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* You*re going to do it Now don't make me angiy again.' 

She xoBe» frightened again by hib look. She took a step ot 

two, thmi tnmed back to him. 

* If 1 do this will you be kind to me, the same as before?' 

* Of course I wilL You don’t take me for a brute?' 

She held her bruised wrist to him. 

* WUl you—will you kiss it well again ? * 

The way in which she said it was as nearly pathetic as any- 
tiling from poor Alice could be. Her misety was so profound, 
lunil this chihliBh forgiveness of an outrage was so true a demon¬ 
stration of womanly tenderness which her character would not 
allow to be noble. Her husband laughed rather uneasily, and 
did her bidding with an ill grace. But yet she could not go. 

‘ You’ll promise never to speak-’ 

* Yas, yes, of course 1 promise. Gome back to me. Mind, 
1 shall know how you did it’ 

* But why? W^t is she to us? ’ 

* I’ll tell you afterwards.’ 

There was a dawning of jealousy in her eyes. 

‘ 1 don’t think you ought to make your wife lower herself——’ 

His brow darkened. 

‘ Will you do as I tell you ? * 

She moved towards the door, stopped to dry her wet cheeks, 
half looked round. What she saw sped her on her way. 

Adela was just descending the stairs, dressed to go out Alice 
let her go past without speaking, but followed her through the 
hall and into the garden. Adela turned, saying gently— 

’ Do you wish to speak to me? ’ 

‘ I’m sorry I said those things. I didn’t mean it. I don’t 
think it was your fault.’ 

The other smiled; then in tiiat voice which Stella had spoken 

as full of forgiveness— 

’ No, it is not my fault, Alice. It couldn’t be otherwise. 
Don’t think of it another moment.’ 

Alice would gladly have retreated, but durst not omit what 
seemed to her the essential because the bitterest words. 

‘ I beg your pardon.’ 

* No, no!’ exclaimed Adela quickly. *Gk> and lie down a 
little: yon look so tired. Try not to be unhappy, your husband 
will not let harm come to you.’ 

Alice returned to the house, hating her sister-in-law with a 
perfect hatred. 

The hated one took her way into Wanley. She had no 
pleasant mission—^that of letting her motiier and Letty know 
what had happmed. The latter she found in the garden behind 
the house dsmcing her baby-boy up and down in the sunlit. 
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Lettj did not look veiy mationly, it must be oonfeBsed; ba# 
what she laired in mature dignity was made up in blue-eyed 
and wann-oheeked happiness. At the sight of Adda die gare 
a oiy of joy. 

* Why, mother's just getting ready to go and say good*bye 
to you. As soon as she comes down and takes this little rogue 
1 shall just slip my own things on. We didn't think you'd 
oome here.' 

* We’re not going to-day/ Adela replied, playing with the 
baby’s face. 

* Not going !' 

* Business prevents Richard.’ 

'How you frightened us by leaving church yesterday I I 
was on my way to ask about you, but 1^. Wjrvem met me and 
said there was nothing the matter. And you went to Agworth, 
didn’t you? * 

' To Belwiok. We had to see Mr. Yottle, the solicitor.' 

Mrs. Waltham issued from the house, and explanations were 
again demanded. 

* Could you dve baby to the nurse for a few minutes ?' Adela 
asked Letty. * I should like to speak to you and mother quietly.' 

The arrangement was efifectra and all three went into the 
sitting-room. There Adela explained in simple words all that 
had come to pass; mnotionless herself, but the cause of utter 
dismay in her hearers. When she ceased there was blank silence. 

Mrs. Waltham was the first to find her voice. 

' But surely Mr, Eldon won’t take everything from you 7 1 
don’t think he has the power to—it wouldn’t be just; there 
must be surely some kind of provision in the law for such a 
thing. What did Mr. Yottle say ? ’ 

' Only that Mr. Eldon could recover the whole estate.’ 

'The estate I* exclaimed Mrs. Waltham eagerly. 'But not 
the money ?' 

Adela smiled. 

* The estate includes the money, mother. It means everything.' 

' Oh, Adela!' sighed Letty, who sat with her hands on her 

lap, bewildered. 

' But surely not Bin. Rodman’s settlement?' ^ried the elder 
lady, who was rapidly surveying the whole situation. 

' Everything,’ afifrmed Adela. 

* But what an extraordinary, what an unheard-of thing 1 
Such injustice I nevw knew! Oh, but Mr. Eldon is a gentle¬ 
man—he can never exact his legal rights to tiie full extent. 
He has too much deUoaoy of feeli^ for that.' 

Adela glanced at her mother with a curious opmrness of 
lock—the expression which by apparent negation of feriing 

301 



Demos 

reveals feeUns of speeial sisBiftoaiice. Mn. Waltiiam oaagl^ 
the elaiMM and ehecn^ her Sow of speech. 

* Oh, he oonkt never do that! * she murmured the next moment, 
in a lower key, clasping her hands together upon her knees. 

am sure he wouldn't* 

* You must remember, mother,’ remarked Adela with reserve, 
* that Mr. Eldon’s disposition cannot affect us.’ 

* My dear child, what 1 meant was this: it is impossible for 
him to go to law with your husband to recover the uttermost 
farthing. How are you to restore money that is long nnoe 
q)ent7 and it isn’t as if it had been spent in the ordinary way 
—^it has been devoted to public purposes. Mr. Eldon will of 
oourae take all these things into consideration. And really one 
must say that it is vmy stranre for a wealthy man to leave his 
property entirely to strangers.’ 

* Not entirely,’ put in Adela rather absently. 

* A hundred and seven pounds a year I * exclaimed her mother 
protestingly. ’My dear love, what can be done with such a 
palt^ sum as that! ’ 

* We must do a good deal with it, dear mother. It will be 
all we have to dej^nd upon until Richard finds—^finds some 
position.’ 

’ But you are not going to leave the Manor at once? ’ 

’ As soon as ever we can. 1 don’t know what arrangement 
my husband is making. We shall see Mr. Yottie again to-morrow.’ 

‘Adela, this is positively shocking! It seems incredible; 1 
never thought such things could happen. No wonder you looked 
uiiite when you went out of chnren. How little I imagined! 
But you know you can come here at any moment. You can 
sleep with me, or we’ll have another bed put up in the room. 
Oh, dear; oh, dear! It will take me a long time to understand 
it. Your husband could not possibly object to your living here 
till he found you a suitable home. What witt Alfred say? Oh, 
you must certainly come here. I shan’t have a moment’s rest 
if you go away somewhere whilst thii^s are in this dreadful 
state.’ 

‘ 1 don’t think that will bo necessary,’ Adela replied with a 
reassuring smile. ‘ It might vmy weQ have happened that we 
had noUung at all, not even the hundred pounos; but a wife 
can’t run away for reasons of that kind-H^an she, LettyT * 

Letty gaced witk her eyes of loving pity, and a^^hed, *1 
snppcwe not) dear.* 

Addb sat with (hem for only a few minutes more. She did 
not feel able to chat at length on a crisis such as thk, and the 
tone of her mother’s sympmy was not soothing to her. Mrs. 
Wahham had begun to put a handkerchief to her eyes. 
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* You mustn't take it to keartk* Adda said as she heat and 
kissed her cheek. * You can't thhik how little it troubles m»— 
on my own account. Letty, 1 look to you to keep mother dieer- 
fuL Only tlunk what numbers of poor creatures would danoe 
for joy if they bad a hundred a year left theml We must be 
philosophers, yon see. 1 couldn't shed a tear if I tried eyer so 
hard. Good-bye, dear mother!' 

Mrs. Waltham did not rise, but Letfy followed her friend 
into the hall. She had been yenr silent and undemonstrative; 
now she embraced Adela tenderly. There was still something 
of the old diffidence in her manner, but the effect of her mother¬ 
hood was discernible. Adela was chUdleBS—a circumstance in 
itself provocative of a gentle sense of protection in Letty's heart. 

‘ You'll let us see you every day, darling? ’ 

‘ As often as 1 can, Letty. Don't let mother get low-spirited. 
There's nothing to grieve about.' 

Letty returned to the sitting-room; Mrs. Waltham was still 
pressing the handkerchief on t& cheek and that alternately. 

' How wonderful she is!' Letty exclaimed. ' 1 feel as if 1 
could never again fret over little troubles.* 

‘ Adela has a strong character,* assented the mothw with 
mournful pride. 

Letty, unable to sit long without her baby, fetched it from 
the nurse's arms. The infant's luncheon-hour had arrived, and 
the nourishment was still of Letty's own providing. It was 
strange to see on her face the slow triumph of thm ineffable 
bliss over the grief occasioned by the recent conversation. Mrs. 
Waltham had ffi/aied into a stream of talk. 

' Now, what a strange thing it is!' she observed, aftw many 
other reflections, and when the sound of her own voice had had 
time to soothe. * On the very morning of the wedding 1 had 
the most singular misgiving, a feeling I couldn't explain. One 
would almost think 1 had foreseen this very thing. And yon 
know very well, my dear, that the marriage troubled me in many 

ways. It was not the match for Adela, but then-Adel^ 

as you say, has a strong character; she is not vwy ea^ to 
reason with. I tried to make both sides of the question clear ^ 
to her. But then her prejudice against Ahr. Eldon was ve^ ' 
strong, and how natun^y, poor child 1 Young people don^t 
like to trust to time; th^ think evervlhlng must be done 
quickly. If she had been one td many for reasons of interest 
it mi^t look like a punishment; but then it was so far other¬ 
wise. How much betttf it would have been to wait a few years! 
One really never knows wbat is going to happen. Young people 
realfy ouj^t to trust others' en»arieaoe.' 

Letty was ovfy lending half an emr. The gmieral dharaoter 
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of her mother-m*1aVB monologues did not oooourage much 
attention. She waa oonscious of a little surprise, even now 
and thm of a mild indignationi but the bal^ suoldng at her 
breast luUed her into a sweet maternal apathy. She oouM only 
sigh from time to time and wonder whether it was a good thing 
or the contrary that Adela had no baby in her triak. 


CHAPTER XXVI 

Mutimeb did not come to the Manor for luncheon. Rodman, 
who had been spending an hour at the works, brought word 
that business pressed; a host of thinra had to be unexpectedly 
finished off and put in order. He, AUoe, and Adela made pre¬ 
tence of a midday meal; then he went into the library to smoke 
a cigar and meditate. The main subject of his meditation was 
an interview with Adela which he purposed seeking in the 
course of the afternoon. But he had also iialf-a-dozen letters of 
the first importance to despatch to town by the evening post, 
and these it was well to get off hand. Ho had finished them 
by half-past three. Then he went to the drawing-room, but 
found it vacant. He sought his wife’s chamber. Alice was 
endeavouring to read a novel, but there was recent tear-shedding 
about her eyes, which had not come of the author’s pathos. 

‘ You’ll be a pretty picture soon if that goes on,* Rodman 
remarked, witli a frankness which was sufficiently brutal in 
spite of his jesting tone. 

’ I can’t think how you take it so lightly,’ Alice replied with 
utter despondency, flinging the book a^e. 

*Whav8 the good of taking it any other way? Where’s 
Adela? ’ 

' Adela? ’ She looked at him as closely as her eyes would 
let her. * Why do you want her ? ’ 

* I asked you where she was. Please to get into the habit 
of answering my questions at once. It’ll save time in future.’ 

She seemed about to resent his harshness, but the effort cost 
her too much. She let her head fall forward almost upon her 
knees and sobbed unrestrainedly. 

Rodman touched her shoulder and shook her, but not ron^y. 

’ Do not be such an eternal fool! ’ he grumbled. * Do yon 
know where Adela is or not? ’ 

’ No, I don’t,* came the smotitered reply. Then, rawing her 
head, ‘Why do you think so mudi about Adda? ’ 
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He leuied agamst the dzeesing-table and laughed mookin^y. 

*lhat*a the matter, ehT Tou think Fm after her! Don't 
be such a goose.* 

* Fd rather you call me a goose than a fool, WiDis.* 

* Why, there’s not much (ufferenoe. Now if you'll sit up and 
bdiaTe seusi]^, FU toll you why I want her.* 

* Realty? Will you give me a kiss first?' 

* Poor blubbery prinoess! Pahl your lips are like a bale's. 
Now jwt listen, and mind you hold your tongue about what 1 
say. You know there used to be something between Adda and 
Eldon. Fve a notion it went farther than we know of. Wdl, 
I don't see why we shouldn't get her to talk him over into 
letting you keep your money, or a good part of it. So you see 
it*8 you Fm thinlwg about after all, little stupid.' 

' Oh, you really mean that) Kiss me again—look, Fve udped 
my lips. You really think you can do that, Willis ? * 

* No, 1 don't think I can, but it's worth having a tty, Eldon 
has a soft side, I know. The thing is to find her soft side. Fm 
going to have a try to talk her over. Now, where is she likdy 
to be ?—out in the garden ? * 

* Perhaps she's at her mother's.' 

‘Confound it! Well, FU go and look about; I can't lose 
time.* 

* You'll nevtf get her to do an^hing for me, Willis.' 

‘ Very likely not. But the tmn« that you succeed in are 
always the most unlikdy, as you'd understand if you'd lived 
my life.’ 

‘ At aU events, I shan’t have to give up my dresses ? * 

‘ Hang 3 rour dresses—on the wardrobe pegs! ’ 

He went downstairs again and out into the garden, thence 
to the entrance gate. Adela had passed it but a few minutes 
before, and he saw her a little distance off. She was going in 
the direction away from Wanley, seemingly on a mere ww. 
He decided to folmw her and only join her whmi she had gone 
some way. She walked with her hevl bent, walked slowly and 
with no looking about her. Presently it was plain that she 
meant to enter the wood. This was opportune. But he lost 
sight of her as soon as she passed among the treqs. He quibkened 
lus jmce; saw her turning off the main path among the copses. 
In his pursuit he got astray; he must nave missed hor tnudr. 
Suddenly he was checked by the sound of voices, which semned 
to come from a lower level just in front of him. Cautiously he 
stepped forward, till he could see throimh hazd bushes that 
there was a steep descent before him. Below, two persons were 
ennged in conversation, and he could hettf eve^ word. 

Tim two were Adda and Hubert Eldon. Adela had come 
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to for the last time in the green reteeat which was painfaDy 
dear to her. Her husband’s absence gave her freedom; she 
used it to avoid the Rodmans and to talk witih herself. She 
was, as we may conjecture, far from looking cheerfully into the 
future. Nor was she content with heraelf, with bar behaviour 
ui the drama of these two days. In thinking over the scene 
with her husband she experience a shame before ha oonsdece 
which could not at first be readily accounted for, for of a truth 
she had felt no kind of shame in steadfastly resisting Mutimer’s 
didionourable impulse. But she saw now that in the judgment 
of one who could read aU her heart she would not come off with 
unmingled praise. Had there not been another motive at work 
in her besides zeal for honour? Suppose the man benefiting 
by the will had been another than Hu Wt Eldon ? Surely that 
would not have affected her behaviour? Not in practice, doubt¬ 
less; but here was a question of feeling, a scrutmy of the soul’s 
hidden volleities. No difference in action, be sure; that must 
ever be upright. But what of the heroism in this particular 
case? Tlie difference declared itself; here there had been no 
heroism whatever. To strip herself and her husband when a 
moment’s winking would have kepi them well clod? Yes, but 
on whose behalf? Had there not been a positive pleasure in 
making herself poor that Hubert might be rich ? There was the 
fatal element in the situation. She came out of the church 
palpitating with joy; the first assurance of her husband’s 
Ignominious yielding to temptation filled her with, not mere 
scorn, but with dread. Had we not been guilty of mock noble¬ 
ness in her voice, her bearing? At the time she did not feel it, 
for the thought of Hubert was kept altogether in the background. 
\'es, but she saw now how it hw shed light and warmw upon 
her; the fact was not to be denied, because her consciousness 
had not then included it. She was shamed. 

A pity, is it not? It were so good to have seen her purely 
noble, indignant with unmixed righteousness. But, knowing 
our Adela’s heart, is it not even sweeter to bear with her? 
You will go for bdfore you find virtue m which there is no dear 
sustaining comfort of self. For my part, Adela is more to me 
for the imperfection, infinitely more to me for the confession d 
it in her own mind. How can a woman be lovelier than when 
most womanlv, or more precious than when she reflects ha own 
weakness in clarity of soul? 

As she made ha way throu^ the wood ha trouble of con- 
sqiwoe was lost in demr suffering. The scent of undagiowths, 
w^h always brought back to ha the glad days of maid^ood, 
filled ha with the hopeleasafisa of the futmre. There was no 
i^um on the path of me; evoy step made those memories ol 
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Jiappineat more distant mmI thickened the ^om about h«r% 
9 ie could be strong when it was needhdy oouM face the^wbild 
as well as aa^ womut makes a veal ol pride for her bleedfatt' 
heart; but here, amid the sweet wood*peitumes, in silenoe and 
seereqy, self-pity oarmsed her into feebleness. The light was 
dimmed by her tears; she rather fait than saw heS way. And 
thus, with moist eyelashes, she came to her wonted resting- 
place. But she found her seat oooupied, and by the man whom 
in this moment she oould least bear to meet. 

Hubert sat there, bareheaded, lost in thought Her light 
foothdl did not touch his ear. He looked up to find her standing 
before him, aod he saw that she had been shedding tears. For 
an instant she was powerless to direct herself; then sheer panic 
possessed her and she turned to escape. 

Hubert started to his feet. 

* Mrs. Mutimer! Adela!' 

The first name would not have stayed her, for her flight was 
as unreasoning as that of a fawn. 'Jlie second, her own name, 
uttered with almost desperate appeal, robbed her of the power 
of movement. She turned to bay, as though an obstacle had 
risen in her path, and there was terror in her white face. 

Hubert drew a little nearer and spoke hurriedly. 

‘ Forgive me! 1 could not let you go. You seem to have 
come in answer to my thought; I was wishing to see you. Do 
fomve me ! * 

She knew that 1^ was examining her moist eyes; a rush of 
blood passed ovoi her features. 

‘ Not unless you are willing,’ Hubert pursued, his' voice at 
its gentlest and most courteous. * But if 1 might speak to you 
for a few minutes-? ’ 

*You have heewd from Mr. Yottle?’ Adela asked, withemt 
raising her eyes, trying her utmost to speak in a merely natural 

way. 

^Yee. I happmed to be at my mother’s house. He came 
last night to obtain my address.’ 

The truth was, that a generous impulse, partly of his nature, 
and in part such as any man mi^t know in a moment of un¬ 
anticipated good fortune, had bade him put asiefe his preju&ces 
and meet Mutimer at onoe on a footing of mutual respect. In¬ 
capable of ignoble exultation, it seemed to him that true ddioai^ 
dieted a personal interview with the man who, judging from 
Yottle’s report, had so cheerfully acquitted himself of the hard 
task impoM by hemour. But as he walked over from Agworth 
this zed oodtod. Gould he trust Mutimer to appreciate his 
motive? Such a man wae capable of acting honourably, but 
the power of understanding delicacies of behaviour was not 
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to to be hie, Hubert’e piejndioes were insupenble; to 
Ui mind olasB diJIeienoee neoemarily argued a differenoe in the 
gcain. And it was not only this consideration that grew we^tier 
as be walked. In tiie great joy of recovering his ancestral home» 
in the sight of his mother's profound happiness, he all bat 
fowot the thoughts that had besieged him since his meetings 
wiw Adela in London. As he drew near to Wanl^ his hnagioa- 
tion busied itself almost exclusively with her; distrust and 
jealousy of Mutimer became fear for Adela’s foture. Such a 
change as this would certainly have a dire effect uix>n her life. 
He thought of her frail appearance; he remembwea the glimpse 
of her face that he had caught when her husband entered lus. 
Westlake’s drawing>room, the startled movement she could not 
suppress. It was impossible to meet Mutimer with any show 
of good-feeling; he wondered how he could have set forth with 
such an object. Instead of going to the Manor he turned his 
steps to the Vicarage, aud joined Mr. Wyvem at luncheon. 
The vicar had of course heard nothing of the discovery as yet 
In the afternoon Hubert started to walk back to Agworth, but 
instead of taking the direct road he strayed into the wood. He 
was loth to leave the nei^bourhood of the Manor; intense 
anxiety to know what Ad^ was doing made him linger near 
the place where she was. Was she alree^y suffering from brutal 
treatment? What uTetchedness might she not be undergoing 
within those wails! 

He said she seemed to have sprung up in answer to his desire. 
In truth, her sudden appearance overcame him; her tearful 
face turned to irresistible passion that yearning which, con¬ 
sciously or unconsciously, was at all times present in bis life. 
Her grief could have but one meaning; his neart went out to 
her witii pity as mtense as its longing. Other women bad drawn 
his eyes, had captured him witli the love of a day; but the 
deep st^ affection which is independent of moods and im¬ 
pressions flowed ever towards Adela. As easily could he have 
become indifferent to his mother as to Adela. As a married 
woman she was inflnitely more to him than she had been as a 
girl; from her conversation, her countenance, he knew how 
richly she had developed, how her intelligence had ripened, how 
her character had cstobliBhed itself in maturity. In that utter¬ 
ance of her name the secret escaped him before be oould tkink 
how impossible it was to address her so familiarly. It was the 
perpetuu key-w(u:d of bis thoufdibi: when he bad heard 

Sb from his own lips did he realise what he had done. 

When he had ^ven the brief answer to her question he oould 
find no more words. But Adda spoke. 

* do you wish to say to me, Mr. Eldon? ’ 
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Whether <»r no he interpreted her voioe by hie own {edin|^ 
she eeemed to pl^ with him to be manly and reapeot bar 
womanhood. 

* Only to eay the common Ihinn which anvone must say in 
my positioOp but to say them so mat you win believe they are 
not only a form. The circumstances are so stranm. 1 want 
to ask you for your hi^p; my position is perhaps harder than 
^ours and Sib'. Mutimers. We must remember that there is 
justice to be considered. If you will give me your md in doing 
justice as far as I am able—-’ 

In fault of any other possible reply he had involved himself 
in a subject which he knew it was far better to leave untouched. 
He could not complete his sentence, but stood before her with 
his head bent. 

Adela scarcely knew what he said; in anguish she sought 
for a means of quitting him, of fleeing and hiding herself amoi^ 
the trees. His accent told her that she was the object of his 
comCpassion, and she had invited it by letting him see her tears. 
Of necessity he must think that she was sorrowing on her own 
account. That was true, indeed, but how impossible for him 
to interpret her grief rightly? The shame of being misjudged 
by him all but drove her to speak, and toll him that she oared 
less than notiiing for the loss that had befallen her. Yet she 
could not trust nerself to speak such words. Her heart was 
beating insufferably; all the woman in her rushed towards 
hysteria and self-abandonment. It was well thai Hubert’s love 
was of qualitv to stand the test of these terrible moments. 
Something he must say, and the most insignifioant phrase was 
the best. 

* Will you sit—rest after yi»ur walk? ’ 

She dm so; scarcely could she have stood longer. And with 
the physical ease there seemed to come a sudden mental relief. 
A thought sjirang up, opening upon her like a haven of 
refiijge. 

* There is one thing I should like to ask of you,’ she began, 
forcing hraself to regard him directly. ’ It is a great thing, 1 
am afraid; it may be impossible.’ 

’ Will you tell me what it is?* he said, jquietly ffUing the 
pause that followed. 

* I am thinking of New Wanley.* 

&e saw a change in his face, slight, but still a change. She 
spoke more quickty. 

* Will you let the works remain as they are, on the same 
plan? Will you aDow the workpeople to uve under the same 
mles? I have been among them oonstantlv, and 1 am sure 
that nothing but good results have come of—of what my husband 
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hA8 done. Thete is no need to ask you to deal kindly witii 
tiiem, 1 know that. Bat if you could maintain the porpoee— T 
It will be such a grief to my hosband if ah his wosk cxmies to 
nothing. There cannot be an^hing agiunst your prindlples in 
what I ask. It is so simply for the good of men and women 
whose lives are so hard. Let New Wanl^ remain as an example. 
Con you do this? ^ 

Hubertp as he listenedp joined his hands behind his back, 
and turned his eyes to the upper branches of the silver birch, 
which once in his thoughts he had likened to Adela. What he 
heurd from her surprised him, and upon surprise followed 
mortification. He knew that she had in appearance adopted 
Mutimer’s principles, but his talk with her m London at sto. 
Boscobel’s had convinced him that her heart was in far other 
things than economic problems and schemes of revolution. 
She had listened so eagerly to his conversation on art 
kindred topics; it was so evident that she was emoying a 
temporal^ release from a mode of life which chillra auner 
warmer instincts. Yet she now made it her entreaty that he 
would continue Mutimer’s work. Beg innin g timidly, she grew 
to an earnestness which it was impossible to t hinlc feigneiL 
He was unprepared for anything of the kind; his emotions 
reswted it. Though consciously harbouring no single unwortty 
desire, he could not endure to find Adela zeamus on her husband?^ 
behalf. 

Had he misled himself ? Was the mef that he had witnessed 
really that of a wife for her husband's misfortune? For what¬ 
ever reason she had married Mutimer—and that eauid not be 
love—married life might have engendered affection. He knew 
Adela to be deeply consoiwtions; how far w'as it in a woman's 
power to subdue herself to love at the bidding of duty ? 

He allowed several moments to pass before replying to her. 
Then he said, courteously but coldly: 

* I am very sorry that you have asked the one thing I 
cannot do.' 

Adela's heart sank. In putting a distance between him and 
hoself she had obeyed an instinct of self-preservation; now 
that it was effected, the change in his voice was almost more 
than she could bear. 

* Why do you refuse?' she a^ed, trying, thQ ijg h in vain, to 
kxdc up at him. 

* Bemuse it is impossible for me to pretend sympathy with 
Mutimer's views. In the moment that I heard of the will 

Kiy action with regard to New Wanley was detecmmed. What 
I pvpose doing is so inevitabfy the result of my strongest oon- 
viotkw that nothing could chiuDge me.* 
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* WiH you tell me what yon are going to do? * Adela aalctfd, 
in a tone more like his own. 

‘ It will pain you.* 

* Yet I shouki like to know.’ 

’ I shall sweep away every trace of the mines and the works 
and the houses, and do my utmost to restore the valley to its 
former state.’ 

He paused, but Adela said nothing. Her fingou played with 
the leaves which grew beside her. 

* Your associations with Wanley of course cannot be as strong 
as my own. I vras born here, ana every dearest memory of my' 
life connects itself with the valley as it used to be. It was one 
of the loveliest spots to be found in England. You can have 
no idea of the feelings with which 1 saw this change fall upon 
it, this desolation and defilement—1 must use the words which 
come to me. I might have overcome that grief if I had sym* 
pathised with the ends. But, as it is, I should act in the same 
way even if I had no such memories. I know all that you will 
urge. It may be inevitable that the green and beautinil spots 
of the world shall give place to furnaces and mechanics’ dwell¬ 
ings. For my own part, in this little corner, at all events, the 
ruin shall be delayra. In this matter 1 will give my instincts 
free play. Of New Wanley not one brick shall remain on another. 
1 will close the mines, and grass shall again grow over them; 
1 will replant the orchards and mark out the fields as they 
were before.* 

He paused again. 

* You see why 1 cannot do what you a^.’ 

It was said in a gentler voice, for insensibly his tone had 
become almost vehement. 

He found a strange pleasure in emphasising his opposition 
to her. Perhaps he secretly knew that Adela hung upon his 
words, and m spite of herself was drawn into the current of his 
enthusiasm. But he did not look into her face. Had he done 
so he would have seen it fixed and pale. 

* 'Hiea you think grass and trem of more importance than 
human Uvea? ’ 

She spoke in a voice which sounded coldly •ironical in its 
attempt to be merely calm. 

’ I Wl rather say that I see no value in human lives in a 
warkl from which naas and trees have vanished. But, in truth, 
I care litde to mike my position lo^poally sound. ruling 
motive in my life is the love of beauwul tilings;^ I fight against 
ujlineBS because it’s the only work in which 1 can engage with 
a& my'^heatt. 1 have nothing of the enthusiasm of humanity. 
In the course cl oenturies the world may perhaps pat Hsm 
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rig^t again; I am only oonoemed with the present^ and I see 
timt ereirjrwhere the t^dency is towards the rule of mean 
interests, ij^ble ideals.* 

* Do you call it ignoble,’ broke in Adela, * to aim at raising 
men frcm hopeless and degrading toil to a life worthy of human 
beingsT* 

* ^e end which you have in mind cemnot be ignoble. But 
it is not to be reached by means such as these.’ He pointed 
down to the valley. * That may be the only way of raising the 
standard of comfort among people who work with their hwds; 
1 tflJre the standpoint of we wholly unpractical man, and say 
that such efforts do not concern me. From my point of view 
no movement can be tolerated which b^ins with devastating 
the earth’s surface. You will clothe your woiitpeople better, 
you will give them better food and more leisure; in doing so 
you injure the class that has finer sensibilities, and give powm* 
to the class which not only postpones everything to materiid 
wellbeing, but more and more regards intellectual refinement 
as an o^tacle in the way of progress. Progress—^the word is 
Btt£Gicient; you have only to think what it has come to mean. 
It will be good to have an example of reaction.’ 

' When reaction means misery to men and women and little 
children? ’ 


* Yes, even if it meant that. As far as I am concerned, 1 
hnist it will have no such results. You must distinguish between 
humanity and humanitarianism. 1 hope I am not lacking in 
the former; the latter seems to me to threaten everything that 
is most precious in the world.* 

’ Then you are content that the majority of mankind should 
be fed and clothed and kept to labour ? ’ 

’ Personally, quite content; for I think it very unlikely that 
the majority will ever be fit for anjrthing else. I know tluit at 
present they desire nothing else.* 

* Then they must be taught to desire more.’ 

Hubmt again paused. When he resumed it was with a smile 
which strove to be good«humoured. 

’ We had better not argue of these things. If 1 said all that 
I think you would accuse me of brutality. In logic you will 
overcome me. Put me down as one of those who represent 
reaction and claas-prejudioe. 1 am all prejudice.* 


Adelarose. 

*We have talked a lo^ time,’ she said, trying to apenk 
1^%. ’ We have such di&rent views. 1 wish there were less 
wM>nnju^ca’ 

Hubert scarcely aotioed her words. She was quitting him, 
and he ohmg to the last moment cd hw prasence. 
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‘ Shan yon go—eTuitually go to London? * he aekod. 

* I oan*t say. My husbrad has not yet been able to make 
plans.* 

The void irritated him. He half averted his face. 

* Qood’bye, Mr. Eldon.* 

She did not offer her hand—durst not do so. Hubert bowed 
without spesking. 

When she was near the Manor gates she heard footstepii 
behind her. She turned and saw her husband. Her cheeks 
flushed, for she had been walking in deep thought. It seemed 
to her for an instant as if the subject of her preoccupation 
could be read upon hM* face. 

* Where have you been? * Mutimer asked, indifferently. 

* For a walk. Into the wood.’ 

He was examining her, for the disquiet of her countenance 
could not escape his notice. 

* Why did you go alone ? It would have done Alice good to 
get her out a little.* 

* Fm afraid she wouldn’t have come.* 

He hesitated. 

* Has she been saying anything to you? * 

* Only that she is troubl^ and anxious.* 

They walked on together in silence, Mutimer with bowed 
head and knitted brows. 


CHAPTER XXVI 

The making a virtue of necessity, though it argues lack of 
ingenuousness, is perhaps preferable to the wholly honest 
demonstration of snarling over one’s misfortunes. It may result 
in good even to the hyjpocrite, who occasionally surprises him¬ 
self with the pleasure he finds in wearing a front of nobility, 
and is thereby induced to consider the imvantages of uprimt 
behaviour adopted for its own sake. Something of Uus kmd 
happened in the case of Richard Mutimer. Seeing that there 
was no choice but to surrender his fortune, he set to work to 
make the most of abdication, and with the result that the three 
weeks occupied in settling his affairs at New Wank^ and with- 
dnwing from Ihe Manor were full of cheerful activity. He did 
not meet Hubert Eldon, all business being trmisactM through 
Mr. Tottlok When be heard from the latter that it was ]Sdon*s 
intention to make a clean sweep of mines, works, and settle- 
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meats, though for a moment ohagrined, he speedily eaw that 
such action, by giving dramatic completeness to his career at 
Wanley and investing its close with something of tramc pathos, 
was in truth what h^e should most have desired. It miabled 
him to take his departure with an air of profounder sadness; 
henceforth no noss facts would stand in the way of his rhetoric 
when he should enlarge on the possibilities thus nipped in the 
bud. He was more than ever a victim of cruel circumstances; 
he could speak with noble bittemess of his life’s woi^ having 
been swept into oblivion. 

He was supported by a considerable amount of epistolary 
sympathy, llie local pafiers made an interesting story of what 
niwi happened in the old church at Wanley, and a few of the 
London journals reported the circumstances; in this way 
Mutimer became known to a wider public than had hitherto 
observed him. Not only did his feUow-Unfonists write to en¬ 
courage and moralise, but a number of those people who 
over ready to indite letters to people of any prominence, the 
honestly admiring and the windily egoistic, addressed com¬ 
munications either to Wanley Manor or to the editor of the 
* Fiery Cross.* Mutimer read eagerly every word of each most 
insignificant scribbler; his eyes gleamed and his cheeks grew 
warm. All such letters be brought to Adela, and made her 
read them aloud; he stood with his liands behind his back, 
his face slightly elevated and at a listening angle. At the end 
he regarded her, and his look said: * Behold the man who is 
your husband! * 

But at length there came one letter distinct from all the rest; 
it had the se^ of a Government ofiice. With ^es which scarcely 
credited what they saw Mutimer read some twenty or thirty 
words from a Minister of the Crown, a gentleman of vigorously 
Radical opinions, who had * heard with much regret that the 
undertaking conceived and pursued with such single-hearted 
seal ’ had come to an untimely end. Mutimer rush^ to Adela 
like a schoolboy who has a holiday to announce. 

* Read that now! What do you think of ^t? Now thece'i 
some hope of a statesman like thatl * 

Adela gave foitii the letter in a voice which was all too steady. 
But she said: 

* 1 am vmy glad. It must gratify you. He writes very kindly.* 

* Vou'll have to help me to make an answer.’ 

Adela smiled, but said nothing. 

The ceremonious opening of the hall at New Wanley had 
been a great day; Mutimer tried his best to make tiie dosing 
yet more effective. Mr, Westlake was pecsuaded to take the 
chair, bat thb tune the oration was by the founder himadf. 
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There was a nainmus assembly. Bfutimer spoke for an hour 
and a quarter, reviewing what he had done, and enlarging on 
aD that he might and woidd have done. There was as much 
mplanse as evmi he could desire. The proceedings closed with 
toe reading of an address which was signed by all the people 
of the WOODS, a eulogium and an exprenion of graiitudi^ not 
without one or two smitenees of fiery Sooudism. The spokes* 
man was a fine fellow of six feet two, a man named Red^ve, 
the ideid of a revolutionist workman. He was one of the few 
men at the works whom Adela, from observation of their 
domestio life, had learnt sincerely to respect. Before reathng 
the document he matte a little speech of his own, and said in 
conclusion: 

* Here's an example of how the law does justice in a ca|fitalist 
society. The man who makes a grand use of money has it all 
taken away from him by the man who makes no use of it at all, 
except to satisfy his own malice and his own selfishness. H we 
don't one and all swear to do our utmost to change such a state 
of things as that, all 1 can say is we're a poor lot, and deserve 
to be worse treated than the animals, that haven’t the sense to 
use their strength!' 

In his reply to the address Richard surpassed himself. He 
rose in excitement; the words that nishra to liis lips could 
scarcely find articulate flow. After the due thanks: 

' To-morrow 1 so to London; I ^ as poor as the iHx>roBt of 
yon, a mechanical engineer in search of work. WhetilW 1 shall 
find It or not there's no saying. If they turned me out because 
of my opinions three years ago, it's not very likely that they've 

f own fonder of me by this time. As poor as the poorest of you, 
say. Most of you probably know that a small legacy is left 
to me under the will which gives this property into other hands. 
That mon^ will be used, every penny of it, W the furtherance 
of our cause! ’ 

It was a magmficent thought, one of those inspirations which 
reveal latent genius. The hall echoed with shouts of ^orifioation. 
Adela, who sat with her mother and Letty (Mrs. Westlake had 
not accompanied her husband), kept her eyes fixed on the 
ground; the uproar made her head throb. « 

All seemed to be over and cfispersal was beginning, when 
a gentleman stood up in the middle of the hall am made signs 
tiiat he wished to be heard for a mommit Mutimer aided him 
in gaining attention. It was Mr. YotUe, a grixde-headed, ruddy* 
ohmed veteran of the law. 

* 1 mwete desire to uae tiiis opporturnty of reminding those 
who have ton employed at the works tliat Mr. Eldon wifi be 
to meet tiiem m this hall at half‘past ten o'clock to-morrow 
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morning. It will pcvhaps be better if the mea akme attend, as 
the meetiiig will be slaictly for business purposes.' 

Adela was among the last to leave the room. As she was 
moving between the rows of benches Mr. Westlake approached 
her. He had only arrived in time to take his place on the plat¬ 
form, and he was on the point of returning to London. 

* 1 have a note for you from Stella,' he said. ‘ She has been 
ailing for a fortnuht; it wasn't safe for her to come. But she 
will soon see you, 1 hope.' 

* I h^c so,' Adela replied mechanicallv, as she took the letter. 

Mr. Westlake only Mded his * good-bye,' and went to take 

leave of Mutimer, who was standing at a little distance. 

Among those who remained to talk with the hero of the day 
was our old friend Keene. Keene had risen in the world, beins 
at present sub-editor of a Belwick journal. His appearance had 
considerably improved, and his manner w'as more ornate than 
ever. He took Mutimer by the arm and led him aside. 

' A suggestion—sometmng that occurred to me whilst vou 
were spewing. You must write the history of New Wanlqr* 
Not too long; a thing that could be printed in pamphlet form 
and sold at a penny or twopence. Speak to Westk^e; see if 
the Union won’t publish. Some simple title: ** My Work in 
New Wanley," for instance. I’ll see that it’s well noticed in 
our rag.' 

' Not a bad idea! ’ MuUmer exclaimed, throwing back his head. 

* 'Hnst me, not half bad. Be of use in the Propaganda. Just 
think it over, and, if you care to, allow me to read it in manu¬ 
script. There’s a kind of art—eh 7 you know what 1 mean; it’s 
only to be ^t by journalistic practice. Yes, “ My Work in 
New Wanley ”; I think that would do.' 

* I’m going to lecture at Commonwealth Hall next Sunday,' 
Mutimer observed. * I’ll take that lor my title.’ 

* By-the-bye, how—^what was I going to say 7 Ob yes, how 
is Mrs. Rodman 7 ’ 

* Tolerable, 1 believe.’ 

' In London, presumably 7 ’ 

‘Yes.’ 

' Not much—^not taking it to heart much, I hope 7 ’ 

‘ Not particularly, I thmk.’ 

‘ I should be glad to be remembered—a word whoi you see 
her. Thanks, Mutimer, thanks. I must be off.’ 

Adela wss making haste to reach the Manor, that she mi^t 
read Stella’s letter. She and her husband wore to dine Uiis 
evening with the Walthams—a farewell meal. With difficulty 
she escaped from her mother and Letty; Stella’s letter demanded 
a quarter of an hour of solitude. 
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She reeohed her room, and broke the envelop Stella never 
wrote at much length, but to-day there were omy a few liiiee. 

* My love to heart’s darling. 1 am not well enou^ to 
oome^ and X think it likely you hM rather I did not. But in 
a few hours you wUl be near me. CSome as soon as ever you 
can. I wait for you like the earth for spring. ‘ Stslla.* 

She kissed the paper and put it in the bosom of her dress. 
It was already time to go to her mother’s. 

She found her mother and Letty with grave faces; some¬ 
thing seemed to have disturbed them. I^tty tried to smile 
and appear at ease, but Mrs. Waltham was at no pains to hide 
the source of her dissatisfaotion. 

* Did you know of that, Adela? * she asked, with vexation. 
* About the annuity, I mean. Had Richard spoken to you of 
his intention? * 

Adela replied with a simple negative. She had not givmi 
the matter a thought. 

*Then he certainly should have done. It wais his duty, I 
consider, to tell me. It is in express contradiction of all he 
has led me to understand. What are you going to live on, 
I should like to know? It’s very unlikely that he will And 
a position immediately. He is absolutely reckless, wickedly 
thoughtless! My dear, it is not too late even now. I insist 
on your staying with us until your husband has found an assured 
income. The idea of your going to live in lodgings in an obscure 
p^ of London is more than 1 can bear, and now it really appals 
me. Adela, my child, it’s impossible for you to go under these 
oircumstanoes. The commonest decency will oblige him to 
assent to this arrangement.’ 

‘ My dear mother,* Adela replied seriously, ‘ pray do not 
reopen that. It surely ought to be needless for me to repeat 
that it is my duty to go to London.* 

* But, Adela darling,* began Letty, very timorously, * wouldn’t 
it be relieving your husband ? How much frew he would be to 
look about, knowing you are h^o safe and in comfort. I really— 
I do really think mother is right.’ 

Before Adela could make any reply there sounded a knock 
at the front door; Richard came in. He c%pt a glance round 
at Ihe three. The others might have escaped his notice, but 
kte. Waltham was too plainly perturbed. 

* Has anything happoMd?^ he asked in an offliaiul way. 

* 1 am dutress^ more than I can tell you,* began his mother- 
in-law. *Sacriy you did not mean wliat you said about the 
money——* 

’ Moth^t ’ came from Adela’s lips, but she checked herself. 
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Mutimw throat hia haiida into hia podrata lod atood wni l ing . 

* Yea, I mMuit it.’ 

* But, prayf what are you and Adda going to live upon? ’ 

* I don^t think we ahau have any diflEl^tqr** 

* But aurely one muat more than think in a matter such aa 
thia. You muatn’t mind me apeaking plainly, Riohaid. Adda 
is my only daughter, and the thought of her undergoing needleaa 
haradupa ia so dreadful to me that I redly muat apeak. 1 have 
a plan, and 1 am aure you will see that it is the very beat for 
all of us. Allow Adeia to remain with me for a Uttie while, 
juat till you have—^have made things straight. It certainly 
would ease your mind. She is ao veiy welcome to a share of 
our home. You would feel less hampoeed. 1 am sure you will 
consent to this.’ 


Mutimer’s smile died away. He avoided Mrs. Waltham’s 
face, and let his eyes pass in a cold gaze from Letty, who almost 
shrank, to Adeia, who stood with an air of jpatience. 

’ What do you say to this 1 ’ he asked of his wife, in a tone 
civil indeed, but very far from cordial. 

* I have been trying to show mother that 1 cannot do as she 
wishes. It is very kind of her, but, unless you think it would 
be better for me to stay, 1 shall of course accompany you.' 

* You can stay if you like.’ 

Adda understood too well what that permission concealed. 

* 1 have no wish to stay.’ 

MuUmer turned his look on Mrs. Waltham, without saying 


anything. 

^ Then I can say no more,* Mrs. Waltham replied. ’ But you 
must understand that 1 take leave of my daughter with the 
deepest concern. 1 hope you will remembira that her health for 
a long time has been anything but good, and that she was nevw 
accustomed to do hard and coarse work.* 


* We won’t talk any more of this, mothw,’ Adeia interposed 
firmfy. * 1 am sure you need have no fear that I shah be tried 
beyond my strength. You must remember that 1 go with my 
husband.’ 


The high-hearted one! She would have died rather than 
let her mother perceive that her marriage was less than happy. 
To the end she would sjpeak that word * my husband,* when it 
was necessary to apeak » at all, with the confidence of a woman 
who knows no other saleguard against the ills of life. To the 
end she would shield tilie man with her own dignity, and protect 
him as far as possible even against bimsdf. 

Mutimer smiled agam* this time with saturfaction. 

* 1 ctttainly think we can take care of ourselves,’ he remarked 
briefly. 
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In a few minutes they were joined by Alfred, who had on]|y 
just returned from Belwick, and dinner was served. It was 
not a cheerful evenine. At Adeia’s request it had been decided 
in advance that the final leave-taking should be to-nisht; she 
and Mutimer would drive to A^worth station logger with 
Alfred the first thing in the motning. At ten o'eloor the part¬ 
ing came. Letty could not speak for sobbing; she just kissed 
Ad^ and hurried from the room. Mrs. Waltham preserved a 
rather frimd stateliness. 

*Good-Dye, my dear,* she said, when r^eased from her 
dau^ter*s embrace. * 1 hope I may have good news from you.* 

With Mutimer she shook hands. 

It was a starry and cold night. The two walked side by side 
without speaking. When they were fifty yards on their way, 
a figure came out of a corner of the road, and Adela heara 
Letty call her name. 

' 1 will overtake you,* slie said to her husband. 

* Adela, my sweet, I cotddnH say good-bve to you in the house! * 

Letty hung about her dear one's neck. Adela choked; she 

could only press her cheek against that moist one. 

* Write to me often—oh, write often,* Letty sobbed. ‘ And 
tell me the truth, darling, will you ? * 

‘ It will be all well, dear sister,* Adela whispered. 

' Oh, that is a dear name! Always call me that. 1 can’ll 
say go^-bye, darling. You will come to see us as soon as ever 
you can ? ’ 

* As soon as 1 can, Letty.* 

Adela found her husband awaiting hw. 

* What did she want? * he asked, with genuine surprise. 

‘ Only to say good-bye.* 

* Why, Bhe*d said it once.’ 

The interior of the Manor was not yet disturbed, but all the 
furniture was sold, and would be taken away on the morrow. 
Th^ went to the drawing - room. After some insignificant 
remarks Mutimer asked: 

* What letter was that Westlake gave you T * 

* It was from Stella—from Bto. Westlake.* 

He paused. Then: 

* Will you let me see it7 * • 

* Certainly, if you wish.’ 

She felt for it in bar bosom and handed it to him. It shook 
in her fingers. 

* Why does she think you’d rather rile didn’t oome? * 

* 1 suppose because riie occasion seems to her paurfoL* 

* 1 d^t see that it was pamful at all What did you think 
of my speech? ’ 
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* The first one or the second? ’ 

‘ Both, if you like. I meant the first* 

‘ You tola (he story very welL* 

* You*ll never spoil me % over-praise.* 

Adela was silent 

* About this,* he resumed, tapping the note which he still 
held. * 1 don't think you need go there very often. It seems 
to me you don*t get much ^ood mm them.* 

She looked at him inquimgly. 

* Thmrs isn’t the kind of Socialism I care much about,’ he 
continued, with the air of giving a solid reason. * It seems to 
me that Westlake’s going oil on a road of Ms own, and one 
that leads nowhere. All that twaddle to-day about the develop¬ 
ment of society 1 I don’t think be spoke of me as he might have 
done. You’ll see there won’t be half a report in the ** £leiy 
Ooss.” ’ 

Adela was still silent. 

' I don’t mean to say you’re not to see Mrs. Westlake at all, 
if you want to,* he pursued. * I shouldn’t have thought she 
was the kind of woman to suit you. If the truth was known, 
I don’t think she's a Socialist at all. But then, no more are 
you, eh ? * 

* There is no one with a more passionate faith in the people 
than Mrs. Westlake,’ Adela returned. . 

* Faith 1 That won’t do much good.’ 

He was silent a little, then went to another subject. 

* Rodman writes that he’s no intention of giving, up the 
money. I knew it would come to that.* 

‘ But the law will compel him,’ Adela exclaimed. 

* It’s a roundabout business. Eldon’s only way of recovering 
' it is to bring an action against me. Then I shall have to go to 

law with Rodman.* 

* But how can he refuse ? It is- 

She checked herself, remembering that words were two-edged. 

’ Oh, he writes in quite a friendly way—^makes a sort of joke 
of it. We’ve to get what we can of him, he says. But he doesn’t 
get off if I can help it. I must see Yottle on our way to¬ 
morrow.* 

' Keene wants me to write a book about New Wanley,* he 
said presently. 

* A book?^ 

* Well, a smaU one. It could be called, “ My Work at New 
Wanl^.** It might do good.’ 

* Yes, it might,* Adela assented absently. 

* You look tired Qet off to bed; yowU have to be up early 
in the morning, and it’ll be a hard day.* 
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Adela went, hopeful of oblivion till the * heed dnj * ehookl 
«hnni. 

Hie next morning they were in Bdwi<^ by half-paBt nine. 
Alfred took leave of them and went off to bneineeB. He prnmieed 
to * look them up ’ in London before very long, probably at 
eShriehnas. Between him and Mutimer there was make>beheve 
of oordialiiy at parting; they had long ceased to feel any real 
interest in each other. 

Adela had to spend the time in the railway waiting-room 
whilst her husband went to see Yottle. It was a great b^ 
place; when she entered, she found a woman in mourning, witii 
a little boy, sitting alone. The child was eating a bun, his mother 
was silently shedding tears. Adela seated herself as far from 
them as possible, out of delicacy, but she saw the woman look 
frequently towai^ her, and at last rise as if to come and 
speak. She was a feeble, helpless-looking being of about thirty; 
evidently the need of sympathy overcame hw, for she had no 
other excuse for addressing Adela save to tell that her luggage 
had gone astray, and that she was waiting in the hojjM that 
something might be heard of it. Finding a gentie ustmier, 
she talk^ on and on, detailing the wretched circumstances 
under which she had recently bem widowed, and her miserable 
prospects in a strange town whither she was ^ing. Adela 
made an effort to spe^ in words of comfort, but her own voice 
sounded hopeless in her ears. In the station was a constant 
roaring and hissing, bell-ringing and the shriek of whistles, the 
heavy triindJing of barrows, tiie slamming of carriage-doors; 
ev«ywhere a smell of smoke. It impressed her as though 
the world had become homeless, and had nothing to but 
journey hither and thither in vain search of a resting-place. 
And her waiting lasted more than an hour. But for the effort 
to dry another’s tears it would have been hard to restrain 
hm* own. 

The morning had threatened rain; when at length the journey 
to London be^n, the black skies yielded a stOMy downpour. 
Mutimer was an3rthing but cheerful; establishing himself in a 
oomer of the thi^-class carriage, he for a time employed him¬ 
self with a newspaper; then, throwing it on to Adda’s lap, 
closed his eyes as if he hoped to sleep. Adela danced up and 
down the buren fields of tvpe, but thmu was nothing that eonld 
hokl her attention, and, by chance looking at her husband’s 
faoe^ she continued to examiue it. Periiaps he was asleep, 
perhaps only absorbed in thought. His lips were suUenfy loow 
beneath the thkh reddish moustache; his eyelwowB had drawn 
themsdves together, scowling. She could not avert her gaze; 
it seemed to her timt die was really seratiniskig his face for 
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the first time, and it was as that of a stranger. Not one detaU 
had the stamp of familiarity: the whole repelled her. What 
was the memiing now first revealed to her in l^t oountenanoe? 
The features 1^ a massive regularity; there was nothing 
notesque, nothing on the surfaoe repulsive; yet, beholding the 
race as if it were that of a man unknown to her, she felt that a 
whole world of natural antipathies was between it and her. 

It was the face of a man by birth and breeding altogether 
beneath her. 

Never had she understood that as now; nevw had she con¬ 
ceived so forcibly the reason which made him and her husband 
and wife only in name. Suppose that apparent sleep of his to 
be the sleep of death; he would pass from her consciouBness 
like a shadow £rom the field, leaving no trace behind, llieir 
life of union was a mockery; their married intimacy was an 
unnatural horror. He was not of her class, not of hw world; 
only by violent wrenching of the laws of nature had they come 
together. She had spent years in trying to convince herself 
that there were no such (ustinctions, that only an unworthy 
prejudice parted class from class. One moment of true insight 
was worth more than 8^ her theorising on abstract principle. 
To be her equal this man must be born again, of other parents, 
in other conditions of life. * I go back to London a mechanical 
engineer in search of employment.’ Th^ were the truest words 
he had ever uttered; they characterised him, classed him. 

I^e had no claims to aristocratic descent, but her parents 
were gentlefolk; that is to say, they were both bom in a position 
which encouraged personal re^ement rather than the contrary, 
which expected of them a certain education in excess of life’s 
barest ne^ which authorised them to use the service of ruder 
men and women in order to secure to themselves a margin of 
life for life’s sake. Perham for three generations her ancestors 
could chum so much gentmty; it was more than enough to put 
a vast gulf between her and the Mutimers. Favourable circum¬ 
stances of upbrin^g had endowed her with delicacy of heart 
and mind not inferior to that of any woman living; mated 
with an equal husband, the children bom of her might hope to 
take their place among the most beautiful and the most intelli¬ 
gent. And her husband was a man incapable of understanding 
her idlest thought. 

He opened his eyes, locked at her blankly for a moment, 
stirred his limbs to make his position easier. 

Pouring rain in London streets. The cab drove eastward, 
but for no great distance. Adela found herself alightmg at a 
lodging-house not far from the reservoir at tiie top of Penton- 
ville Hill. Mutimer had taken these rooms a week ago. 
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A servant fresh from the blackleading of a grate opmed the 
door to them, grinning with recognition at the sight of Mutimer. 
The latter had to help the cabman to deposit the trunks in the 
passage, llien Adda was shown to her bedroom. 

It was on the second floor, the ordinary bedroom of cheap 
furnished lodgings, with scant space between the foot of the 
bed and the fireplace, with a diriy well-paper and a strong 
musfy odour. The window looked upon a l^kyard. 

She passed from the bedroom to the sitting-room; here was 
the same vulgar order, the same musty smell. The table was 
laid for dinner. 

Mutimer read his wife’s countenance furtively. He could 
not discover how the abode inwressed her, and he put no question. 
When he returned from the bedroom she was sitting bdore Uie 
fire, pensive. 

* You’re hungry, I expect ? ’ he said. 

Her appetite was far from keen, but in order not to appear 
discontented she replied that she would be glad of dinner. 

The servant, her hands and face half washed, presently 
appeared with a tray on which were some mutton-chops, 
potatoes, and a cabbage. Adela did her best to eat, but the 
chops were ill-cooked, the vegetables poor in quality. There 
followed a rice-pudding; it was nearly cold; coagulatra masses 
of rice appeared beneath vellowish water. Mutimer made no 
remark al^ut the food till the table was cleared. Hien he 
said: 

* Th^’ll have to do better than that. The first day, of 
course You’ll have a talk with the landlady whilst Fm 
out to-night. Just let her see that you won’t be content with 
anything ; you have to talk plainly to these people.’ 

' Yes, i’ll speak about it,* Adela replied. 

* They made a trouble at first about waiting on us,’ Mutimer 
pursued. ' But I didn’t see how we could get our own meals 
v^ well. You can’t cook, can you ? ’ 

He smiled, and seemed half lushamed to ask the question. 

* Oh yes; I can cook ordinary things,’ Adela said. ‘ But— 

we haven’t a kitchen, have we 7 ’ . 

* Well, no. If we did anything of that kind, it would have 
to be on this fire. She charges us four shillings a week more 
for cooking the dinner.* 

He add^ this information in a tone of assumed carelessness. 

* I think we might save tha^* Adela said. * If 1 had the 
necessary things— I should lilto to try, if you will let me.' 

* Just as you please. I don’t suppose the stuff they send us 
up will ever be very eatable. But it’s too bad to oak yon to do 
woHr of that kind.’ 
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* Oh, 1 shui’t mind it in the least! It will be far better, better 
in eveay way.* 

Madmer brightened up. 

* In that case we*U only get them to do the housemaid work. 
You can explain that to the woman; her name is Mrs. Gullimiui.* 

He paoB^. 

* Think you can make yourself at home, here? ’ 

* Yes, certainly.’ 

* Hiat’s all right. I shall go out now for an hour or so. You 
can unpack your boxes and get things in order a bit.* 

Adela had her interview with Sfo. GuUiman in the course 
of the evening, and fresh arrangements were made, not perhaps 
to the landlady’s satisfaction, though she made a show of 
absorbing interest and vast approval. She was ready to lend 
her pots and pans till Adda should have made purchase of 
those articles. 

Adda hod the satisfaction of saving four shillings a week. 

Two days later Mutimer sought eagerly in the * Fiery Gross * 
for a report of the proceedings at New Wanley. Only half 
a column was given to the subject, the speeches being sum¬ 
marised. He had fully expected that the wt^’s * leader * would 
be oonoemed with his affairs, but there was no mention of him. 

He bought the * Tocsin.* Foremost stood an article headed, 
* The Bursting of a Soap Bubble.* It was a satirical review of 
the history of New Wanley, signed by Comrade Roodhouse. 
He read in one place: * Undertakings of this kind, even if 
pursued with genuine enthusiasm, are worse than useless; th^ 
arc positively pernicious. They are half measures, and can 
only result in delaying the Revoluticm. It is assumed that 
working men can be kept in a good temper with a little better 
housing and a little more money. That is to aid the capitalists, 
to smooth over huge wrongs with petty concessions, to cry peace 
where there is no peace. We know this kind of thing of old. 
It is the whole system of wage-earning that must be ovmthrown 
—the ideas which rule the relations of emplovers and emploved. 
Away with these na^tives; let us rejoice when we see woiKing 
men starving ana iU-olad, for in that way their eyes will be 
opened. The brute who gets the uttermost farthing out of the 
toil of his wage-slaves is more a friend to ns and our cause than 
any namby-pamby Socialist, such as the late Dukeling of New 
Wanley. Sooialist indeed! But enough* We have probably 
heard the last of this forvtnu and his loudly trumpeted schemes. 
No true friend of tiie Revolution can be grieved.* 

Muthner bit his lip. 

* Heard the last of me, have they? Don’t be too hasty, 
Roodhouse.* 
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CHAPTER XXVU 

A WEEK later; the scene, the familiar kitchen in Wilton Square. 
Mrs. Mutimer, upon whom time has laid unkind hands since 
last we saw her, u pouring tea for Alice Rodman, who has just 
oome all the way from the West End to Tisit her. Alice, too, 
has suffered from recent vicissitudes; her freshness is to sedc, 
her bearing is no longer buoyant, she is careless in attire. To 
judge from the comers of her mouth, she is confirmed in 
querulous habits; her voice evidences the same. 

She was talking of certain events of the night before. 

* It was about half-past twelve—Pd just got into bed—when 
the servant knocks at my door. “ Please, mum,'* she says, 
** there*s a policeman wants to see master.’* You may th^ 
if 1 wasn*t frightened out of my life! 1 don’t think it was two 
minutes before I got downstairs, and there the policeman stood 
in the hall. I told him I was Mrs. Rodman, am then he sud 
a young man called Henry Mutimer had got looked up for 
making a disturbance outside a music haU, and he*d sent to my 
husband to bul him out. Well, just as we were talking in comes 
Willis. Rare and astonished he was to see me with all things 
huddled on and a policeman in the house. We did so laugh 
afterwards; he said he thou^t Pd been committing a robbei^. 
But he wouldn*t bail ’Arry, and 1 couldn’t blame him. And 
now he says ’Arry ’ll have to do as best he can. He won’t get 
him another place.’ 

* He’s lost his place too ? ’ asked the mother gloomily. 

* He was dismissed yesterday. He says that’s why he went 
drinking too much. Out of ten days that he’s been in the place 
he’s missed two and hasn’t been punctual once. I t hink you 
might have seen he got off at the proper time in the morning, 
mother.’ 

* What’s the good o’ blamin’ me? ’ exclaimed ^e old woman 
fretfully. ' A dasl o’ use it is for me to talk. If Pm to be hdd 
’countable he doesn’t live here no longer; I know that much.' 

* Didt was a fool to pay his fine. Pd have let him go to jwison 
for seven days; it woim have given him a lesson.’ 

kbs. Mntmer sighed deefdy, and lost herself in despondent 
thought. Alice sipped her tea and went on wiHi her voluble 
tftlk - 

'I suppose he^n show up some time to-night unleis Dick 
keeps him. But he can’t do that, neither, unless he makes him 
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sleep on the sofa in their 8ittuig>room. A nice come-down for 
my ladv, to be living in two flushed rooms! But it*8 my 
bdifif wey*re not so badly off as they pretend to be. It’s idl 
very well for Dick to put on his airs and go about saying he’s 
given up eveiy farthing; he doesn’t me to believe that. 
He wouldn’t go paying away his poun^ so readily. And they 
have attendance from the landls^y; Mrs. Adela doesn’t soil 
her fine fingers, trust her. You may depend upon it, they’ve 
plenty. She wouldn’t speak a word for us; if she cared to, sl^ 
could have persuaded Mr. Eldon to let me keep my monty, and 
then there wouldn’t have been all this law bother.’ 

* What bother’s that? ’ 

‘ Why, Dick says he’ll go to law with my husband to recover 
the money he paid him when we were married. It seems he has 
to answer for it, because he’s what thty call the administrator, 
and Mr. Eldon can compel him to make it all good again.’ 

* But I thou^t you said you’d given it all upT ’ 

* That’s my own monty, what was settled on me. I don’t 
see what good it was to me; I never had a penny of it to handle. 
Now they want to get all the rest out of us. How are we to 
pay back the money that’s spent and gone, I’d like to know? 
Willis says they’ll just have to get it if they can. And here’s 
Dick going on at me because we don’t go into lodgings! I don’t 
leave the house before I’m obliged, 1 know that much. We 
may as well be comfortable as long as we can. 

* The mean thing, that Adela 1 ’ she pursued after a pause. 

* She was to have married Mr. Eldon, and broke it off when 
she found he wasn’t going to be as rich as she thought; then 
she caught hold of Dick. I should like to have seen her face 
when she found that will!—I wish it had been me! ’ 

Alice lauded unpleasantly. Her mother regaled her with 
an air of curious inquiry, then murmured: 

* Dick and she did the honest thing. I’ll say so much for 
them.* 

* I’ll be even with Mrs. Adela yet,’ pursued Alice, disregarding 
the remark. * She wouldn’t speak for me, but she’s spoken for 
herself, no fear. She and her airs I ’ 

There was silenoe: then Mutimer said: 

* Fve let the top bedroom for four-and-six.’ 

* ’Arty’s room? What’s he ^ing to do then? ’ 

* He’ll have to sleep on the chair-bedstead, here in the kitchen. 
That is, if I have him in the ’ouse at aU. And 1 don’t know 
yet as I shall’ 

* Have you got enough money to go on with ? * Alice adced. 

’ Dkk sent me a pound this morning. 1 didn’t want it.’ 

’ Has he been to see you yet, mo&er? ’ 
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!nie old 'vronuui ahook hir hmd. 

* Do you want him to oome, or don't you? * 

There was silence. Altoe looked at her mother askance; The 
leathern mask of a face was working with some secret emotion. 

‘ He'll come if he likes, I s'pose,* was her abrupt answw. 

In the renewed silence they heard some one enter the house 
and descend the kitchen sta^. 'Airy presented himself. Ho 
threw his hat upon a chair, and came forward with a swi^^ger 
to seat himself at the tea-table. 

His mother did not look at him. 

* Anything to eat? * he asked, more loudly than was necessary, 
as if he found the silence oppressive. 

' There’s bread and butter,' replied Alice, with lofty scorn. 

‘ Hullo I Is it you ?' exclaim^ the young man, Meeting to 
recognise his sistw. ' I thought you was above coming here! 
Have th^ turned you out of your house? * 

* That's what'U happen to you, I shouldn’t wonder.’ 

'Anw oast a glance towards his mother. Seeing that her eyes 
were fixed in another direction, he began pantomimic inter- 
romtion of Alice. The latter disregarded him. 

VArry presented an appearance less than engaging. He still 
bore the traces of last mght's debauch and of 1^ sojourn in the 
police-cell. There was dry mud on the back of his coat, his 
tiiirt-cuffs and collar were of a slatv hue, his hands and face 
filthy. He began to eat bread and outtor, washing down each 
morsel with a gulp of tea. The spoon remained in the cup 
whilst he druik. To 'Any it was a vast relief to be firee from 
the conventionalities of Aaela's table. 

^Tbat lawyw fdlow Yottle’s been to see them to-day,' he 
remarked presently. 

Alice lowed at him eagerly. 

‘ What about?' 

* There was talk about you and Rodman.' 

* What did they say?' 

' Couldn't hear. I was in the other room. But I heard Yottle 
speaking your name.' 

He h^ in fact, heard a few words through the keyhole^ 
but not enough to gather the sense of the conversation, which 
had been earned on in discreet tones. 

'There you arel’ Alice exclaimed, addressing her mother. 
' They're plotting against us, you see.' 

' I don^t think it 'ud be Hick's wish to do you harm,' said 
Mrs. Mutimer absently. 

' Dick '11 do whatever she tdls hinau' 

' Adela, eh? * observed 'Any. ' She's a oat’ 

* Yon mind your own butiness! * returned his suiter^ 
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* So it IB my basinees. She looked at me as if 1 wasn't good 
enough to come near her 'igh-and^mightineBB. Tm to see 
her brouf^t down a peg, chuioe it! * 

Afioe would not oondesomd to join her reprobate Inother, 
even in abuse of Adela. She very shortly t(^ leave of her 
mother, who went up to the door with her. 

*Are you going to see DiokT* Mrs. Mutimer said, in the 
passage. 

* 1 shan’t see him till he comes to my house,* replied Alice 
sharply. 

The old woman stood on the doorstep till her daughter was 
out of sight, then sighed and returned to her kitchen. 

Afioe returned to hor more fashionable quarter by omnibus. 
Though Rodman had declined to make any change in their 
establishment, he practised economy in the matter of his wife’s 

{ )in-mon^. Gone were the defights of shopping, gone the little 
unohes in confectioners’ shops to which ^ce, who ate sweet 
things like a child, had been much addicted. Even the carriage 
she could seldom make use of, for Rodman had constant need 
of it—to save cab-fares, he said. It was chiefly employed in 
taUng him to and from the City, where he appeared to have 
much business at present. 

On reaching home Alice found a tel^ram from her husband. 
’Shall bring three friends to dinner. Be r^y for us at 
half-past seven.’ 

Yet he had assured her that he would dine quietly abne 
with her at eight o’clock. Alice, who was weary of the kind 
of men her husband constantly brought, felt it as a bitter dis¬ 
appointment. Besides, it was already after six, and there were 
no provisions in the house. But for her fife she durst not cause 
Rodman annoyance by offmng a late or insufficient dinner. 
She thanked her stars that her return had been evmi thus early. 

The men when they presented themselves were just of the 
kind she expected—^loud-talking—-their interests divid^ between 
horse-racing and the money-market; she was a cipher at her 
own table, scarcely a remark being addressed to her. The 
conversation was meaningless to her; it seemed, indeed, to 
be made pnrpo^y mysterious; terms of the stock-exchange 
were eked out with no^ and winks. Rodman was in far bet^ 
spirits than of late, whence Alice gathered that some promising 
rascality was under consideratkm. 

The dinner over, she was left to amuse herself as she could 
in the drawing-room. Rodman and his friends continued their 
talk round the table, and did not break up tUl cloae upon mid- 
nii^t. Then ahe hes^ the men take their die|)artoxe. Rodman 
presmtly came up to her and threw himself mto a chair. His 
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face WBB veiy red, a agn with wfaidi AHoe was familiar} hut 
exeeadva potations apparently had not produced the usual affeel» 
for he was still in the oest of tonpers. 

* Seen that young blackguard?^ he begw by asking, 

* I went to see mother, and he came wlw I was there.’ 

' He’ll have to look idter himsdf in future. You don’t catch 
me helping him mia.* 

* He says Mr. Yottle came to see them to>day.’ 

* To see who? ’ 

* Dick and his wife. He heard them talking about us.’ 

Rodman laughed. 

* Let ’em go ahead! I wish them luck.’ 

’ But can’t they ruin us if they like ? ’ 

* It’s all in a life. It woulwt be the first time Fve been 
ruined, old girl. Let’s enjoy ourselves whilst we can. There’s 
nothing like plenty of excitement.’ 

* It’s all very well for you, Willis. But if you had to sit at 
home edl day doing nothing, you wouldn’t find it so pleasant.’ 

* Get some novels.* 

* Tm tired of novels,’ she replied, sighing. 

' So Yottle was with them? ’ IMman said musingly, a smile 
still on his face. ’ I wish I knew what twms they’ve come to 
with Eldon.’ 

*I wish I could do something to pay out that woman 1’ 
exclaimed Alice bitterly. ’ She’s at the bottom of it all She 
hates both of us. Didr ’ud nev«r have gone agamst you but 
for her.* 

Rodman, extended in the low chair at full length, fixed an 
amused look on her. 

’ You’d like to pay her out, eh ? ’ 

' Wouldn’t I just! * 

*Ha! ha! what a vicious little puss you axel It’s a good 
thing I don’t tell you everything, or you might do damage.^ 

Alice turned to him with eagerness. 

’ What do vou mean ? ’ 

He let his head foil back, and laughed with a drunken man’s 
hilarity. Alice persisted with her question. 

* Come and sit here,’ Rodman said, patting his knee. 

Alice obeyed him. * 

*What is it, Willis? What have you found out? Do tell 
me^ there’s a dear!’ 

*ril tdl ;^ou one thing, old girl: you’re losiim your good 
looks. Nothing like what you were whm I married you.’ 

£Die flushed and locdced miserable. 

* 1 can’t help my looks. 1 don’t believe you care how I look.’ 

*Oh, don’t 1, though! Why, do you thU Td have stack 
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to you like this if I didn't? What was to prerent me from 
reaUsing all the cash 1 could and clearing off, riiT ’Twonldn't 
have the first——* 

* The first what ? * Alice asked sharply. 

‘ Never mind. You see I didn't do it. Too bad to leave the 
Princess in the lurch, wouldn't it be? * 

Alice seemed to have forgotten the other secret. She searched 
his face for a moment, deeply troubled, thook asked: 

* Willis, I want to know who Clara is 7' 

He moved his ^es slowly, and regarded her with a puzzled 
look. 

* Clara? What Clara?* 

* Somebody you know of. You've got a habit of talking in 
your sleep lately. You were calling out “ Clara 1" last night, 
and that's the second rime I've heard you.' 

He was absent for a few seconds, then laughed and shook 
his head. 

* I don't know anybody called Clara. It's ^our mistake.* 

* I’m quite sure it isn'iC* Alice murmured discontentedly. 

*Well, then, we'll say it is,’ he rejoined in a firmer voice. 

' If I talk in my sleep, perhaps it’ll be better for you to pay no 
attention. I might find it inconvenient to live wi^ you.' 

Alice looked frightened at the threat. 

* You’ve got a great many secrets from me,' she said de¬ 
spondently. 

* Of course I have. It is for your good. I was going to tell 
you one just now, only you don’t seem to care to hear it.' 

* Yes, yes, I do! * Alice exclaimed, reoolleoring. * Is it smne- 
thing about Adela ?' 

He nodded. 

* Wouldn't it delight yon to go and get her into a terrible 
row with Dick? * 

* Oh, do tell me 1 What's she been doing ?' 

* I can't quite promise you the fun,' he replied, lauding. 
* It may miss fire. What do you think of hw meeting Eldon 
alone in the wood that Monwy afternoon, riie day alter she 
found the will, you know ?' 

* You mean that?' 

* I saw them together.' 

‘ But she-—you don't mean she—? * 

Even Alice, with all her venom against her brother’s wife^ 
had a difficulty in attributing this kffid of evil to Adria. In 
spite of herself she was incredulous. 

* Think what you like,' said Bodman. * It looks queer, that's 
all* 

It was an eartaaordinaiy instance of malice perpetrated out 
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of sheer good-hamonr. Had he not been assured by what he 
heard in the wood of the perfectly innocent relations between 
Adela and Eldon, he would natnraUy have made some profitable 
use of his knowledge before this. As long as there was a possi¬ 
bility of advantage in keeping on good terms with Adem, he 
spoke to no one of that meeting which he had witnessed. Even 
now he did not know but that Adela had freely disclosed the 
affair to her husband. But his humour was genially misohievous. 
If he could gratify Alice and at the same time do the Mutimere 
an ill turn, why not amuse himself ? 

* m tdl Dick the very first thing in the morning! * Alice 
declared, aglow with spiteful uiticipation. 

Rodman approved the purpose, and went off to bed laughing 
uproariously. 


CHAPTER XXVIII 

Adela allowed a week to pass before speaking of her desire 
to visit Mrs. Westlake. In Mutimer a fit of sidlenness had 
followed upon his settlement in lodgings. He was away from 
home a good deal, but his hours of return were always uncertain, 
and Adela could not help thinking that he presented himself 
at unlikely times, merely for the sake of surprising her and 
discovering her occupation. Once or twice she had no know¬ 
ledge of his approach until he opened the door of the room; 
when she remarked on his having aacfflided the stairs so quietly, 
he professed not to understand her. On one of those occasions 
she was engaged on a letter to her mother; he inquired to 
whom she was writing, and for reply she merely held out the 
sheet for his perusal He glanced at the superscription, and 
handed it back. Breathing this atmosphere of suspicion, she 
shrank from irritating him by a mention of Stella, and to go 
without his eamress permission was impossible. Stella did not 
write; Adela began to fear lest her illness had become more 
serious. When she spoke at length, it was in one of fhe moments 
of indignation, almost of revolt, which at intervals came to her, 
she knew not at what impulse. At Wanley her resource at such 
times had been to quit the house, and pace her chosen walk 
in the garden till she was weary. In London she had no refuge, 
and the result of her loss of fr^ air had speedily shown itself 
in moods of impatience which she found it very diffimilt to 
oonquer. Her husband came home one afternoon about five 
o'clock, and, refusing to have any tea, sat for several hours in 
complete silaoce; oc^urionaUy he pretended to look at a pamphlet 
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which he had brought in with hiui, but for the most part he sat, 
with his oross^ frown^ at vacancy. Adela grew feverish 
beneath the oppression of this brooding ill'temper; her endeavour 
to read was vam; the silence was a constraint upon her moving, 
her breathing. She spoke before she was conscioua of an intention 
to do so. 

* I think 1 must go and see Mrs. Westlake to-morrow morning.* 

Mntimer vouohs^ed no answer, gave no sign of having heai^ 

She repeated the words. 

* If you must, you must.’ 

* 1 wish to,’ Aaela said with an emphasis she could not help. 
* Do you object to my going ? ’ 

He was surprised at her tone. 

* I don’t object. I’ve told you 1 think you get no good thmw. 
But go if you like.' 

She said after a silence: 

* 1 have no other friend in London; and if it were only on 
account of her kindness to me, 1 owe her a visit.’ 

*A11 right, don't talk about it any more; I’m thinking of 
something.’ 

The evening wore on. At ten o'clock the servant brought 
up a jug of lM»r, which she fetched for Mutuner every night; 
he said ho could not sleep without this sedative. It was idways 
the sign for Adela to go to bed. 

She visited Stella in the morning, and found her still suffering. 
Thqr talked for an hour, then it was time for Adela to hasten 
homewards, m order to have dinner ready by half-past one. 
From Stella she had no secret, save the one wiiich she did her 
best to make a secret even to herself; she spoke freely of her 
mode of life, though without comment. Stella made no comments 
in her replies. 

* And you cannot have lunch with me?' she asked when 
her Mend rose. 

* I cannot, dear.’ 

* May 1 write to you ? ’ Stella said with a meaning look. 

‘ Yes, to tell me how you are.’ 

Adria had not got far from the house when she saw hor 
husband walking towards her. She looked at him steadi^. 

* I happened to be near,’ he explained. ’ and thought I might 
as well ^ home with you.’ 

’ 1 m^t have been gone.’ 

* Oh, 1 shouldn’t have waited bng.' 

The form of his reply discovered that he had no intention of 
caHing at the honse; Adela understood that he had been in 
Avenue Road for some time, probably had reached it very soon 
after hw. 
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Hie next morning there arrived for Mutimer a letter from 
Alice. She desired to see him; her husband would be from 
home idl and she would be found at any hour; her business 
was of importance—underlined. 

Mutimer wmit shortly after breakfast, and Alice received 
him very much as she would have done in the da^^ before the 
catastrophe. She had arrayed herself with special care; he 
found hor leaning on cushions, her feet on a stool, the eternal 
novel on her lap. brother had to stifle anger at seeing her 
thus in appearance unaffected by the storm which had swept 
away his own happiness and luxuries. 

* What is it you want 7' he asked at once, without preliminary 
greeting. 

‘ You are not very polite,* Alice returned. ‘ Perhaps you’ll 
take a chair.* 

* 1 haven’t much time, so please don't waste what I can 
afford.’ 

* Are you so busy ? Have you found something to do 7 ’ 

* I’m mcely to have enough to do with people who keep what 
doesn’t belong to them.’ 

* It isn’t my doing, IHck,’ she said more seriously. 

* 1 don’t suppose it is.* 

* Then you oughtn’t to be angiy with me.’ 

‘ I’m not angry. What do you want 7 ’ 

‘ I went to see mother yesterday. I think she wants you to 
go; it looked like it.’ 

* rU go some day.’ 

* It’s too bad that she should have to keep ’Any in idleness.* 

* She hasn’t to keep him. I send her money.’ 

* But how are you to afford that 7 ’ 

* That’s not your business.’ 

Alice looked indignant. 

‘ 1 think you might speak more politely to me in my own 
house.’ 

* It isn’t your own house.’ 

’ It is as long as 1 live in it. 1 suppose you’d like to see me 
f;o back to a workroom. It’s all very well for you; if yon live 
m lodgings, that doesn’t say you’ve got no mohey. We have 
to do the bmt we can for ourselves; we haven’t got your ohamces 
of making a good bargain.’ 

It was said with much intention; Alice half closed her eyes 
and corled her lips in a disdaiiif ul smile. 

’ Whatchanoee7 What do you mean7’ 

’Perhaps if I’d been a particular friend of Mr. BHdon’s— 
never nuE^’ 

He flashed a look at her. 
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* What are you talking about? Just speak plainty, will yon? 
What do you mean by “ partioular friend ** 7 Fm no more a 
friend of Eldon’s than you are» and Fve made no bargain with 
him.’ 

* I didn’t say you.’ 

‘ Who then? ’ he exclaimed sternly. 

* Don’t you know ? Some one is so very proper, and such 
a fine lady, I shouldn’t have thought she’d ^ve done things 
without your knowing.’ 

He turned pale, and seemed to crush the floor with his foot, 
that he might stand firm. 

‘ You’re talking of Adela? ’ 

Alice nodded. 

‘ What about her? Say at once what you’ve got to say.’ 

Inwardly she was a little frightened, perhaps half wished 
that she had not beran. Yet it was swreet to foresee the thunder¬ 
bolt that would ffJl on her enemy’s head. That her brother 
would suffer torments did not affect her imagination; she had 
never credited him with strong feeling for his wife; and it was 
too late to draw back. 

* You know that she met Mr. Eldon in the wood at Wanley 
on the day after she found the will ? ’ 

Mutimer knitted his brows to regard her. But in speaking 
he was more self-governed than before. 

* Who told you that? ’ 

* My husband. He saw them together.’ 

’ And heard them talking? ’ 

‘Yes.’ 

Rodman had only implied this. Alice’s subsequent interro¬ 
gation had failed to elicit more from him than dark hints. 

Mutimer drew a quick breath. 

‘ He must be go^ at spying. Next time I hope he’ll find 
out something worth talking about.’ 

Alice was surprised. 

' You know about it ? ’ 

' Just as much as Rodman, do you understand that? ’ 

* You don’t believe? ’ 

She herself had doubts. 

* It’s nothing to you whether I believe it or not. Just be 
good enough in futiw to mind your own business; you’U have 
plenty of it before long. I suppose that’s what you brought 
me here for ? ’ 

She made no answer; she was vexed and puzzled. 

* Have you anything dse to say ? ’ 

Alice maintained a rtubborn silenoe. 

* Alice, have you anything more to tell me about Adela ? ’ 
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* No* 1 haven'i.' 

* Then yon might have spared me the trouhlek Tdl Rodman 
with my oomidiments that it would be as well for him to keep 
out of my way.* 

He left her. 

On quitting the house he walked at a great pace for a quarter 
of a before he remembered the neoessity of taking either 
train or omnibus. The latter was at hand* but when he had 
ridden for ten minutes the constant stoppages so irritated him 
that he jumped out and sought a hansom. Even thus he did 
not travel fast enough; it seemed an endless time before the 
ascent of Pentonville Hill began. He descended a little distance 
from his lodgings. 

As he was paying the driver another hansom went by; he 
by chance saw the occupant, and it was Hubwt Eldon. At 
least he felt convinced of it, and he was in no mind to balance 
the possibilities of mistake. The hansom had come from the 
street which Muthner was just entering. 

He found Adela engagM in oooki^ the dinner; she wore 
an apron, and the sleeves of her dress were pushed up. As he 
came into the room she looked at him with her patient smile; 
finding that he was in one of his worst tempers, she said nothing 
and went on with her work. A coarse cloth was thrown over 
the table; on it lay a bowl of vegetables which she was preparing 
for the saucepan. 

Perhaps it was the sight of her oocuration, of the cheerful 
simplicity with which she addressed hersw to work so unworthy 
of her; he could not speak at once as he had meant to. He 
examined her with eyes of angry, half-foiled suspicion. She 
had occasion to pass him; he caught her arm ana stayed her 
before him. 

' What has Eldon been doing here?' 

She paused and shrank a little. 

‘ Mr. Eldon has not been here.’ 

He thought her face betrayed a guilty agitation. 

* I happen to have met him going away. I think you’d better 

tell me the truth.* , 

* I have told you the truth. If Mr. Eldon has been to the 
hous^ I was not aware of it.* 

He looked at her in sUence for a moment, then asked: 

‘ Are yon the greatest hypocrite living? * 

Adela drew f^her away. I&e kept h«r eyes down. Long 
ago she had suspected what was in Mutimer’s mind, but she 
only been i^prehensive of the results of jealousy on his 
temper and on their ndatums to each other; it had not entwed 
her thou^t that she might have to defend hererif against an 
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aocusataon. This violent question affected her atmiflelj. For 
a moment she referred it entirely to the seerets of her heart, 
aiid it seemed impossible to deny what was haunted to her, 
impossible even to resent his way of speaking. Was die not a 
hyTOoritef Had she not many, many times concealed with look 
and voice an inward state which was equivalent to infiddity? 
Was not her whole life a pretence, an affectation of wifely 
virtues? But the hypocrisy was involuntary; her nature had 
no power to extirpate its causes and put in their place the 
per^t dimty of uprightness. 

* Why do you ask me that? ’ she said at length, raising her 
eyes for an instant. 

* Because it seems to me I’ve good cause. 1 don’t know 
whether to believe a word you say.’ 

* I can’t remember to have told you falsehoods.* Hw chedcs 
flushed. * Yes, one; that I oonfessM to you.* 

It brought to his mind the stoiy of the wedding ring. 

* There’s such a thing as lying when you tdl the ^th. Do 
you rememb^ that 1 met you coming back to the Manor that 
Monday afternoon, a month ago, and asked you where you’d 
been? * 

Her heart stood still. 

' Asswee me, will you? * 

' I remember it.* 

* You told me you’d been for a walk in the wood. You forgot 
to say who it was you went to meet.* 

How did he know of this? But that thought came to her 
only to pass. She understood at length the whole extent of his 
suspicion. It was not only her secret feelings that he called in 
question, he accused her of actual dishonour as it is defined by 
the world—that clumsy world with its topsy-turvydom of morm 
judgments. To have this certainty fiawed upon her was, as 
soon as she had recovered from the shook, a sensible assuage¬ 
ment of her misery. In face of this she coidd stand her ground. 
Her womanhood was in arms; she faced him soomfully. 

* Will you please to make plain your charge against me? ’ 

* I think it’s plain enough. If a married woman makes appoint¬ 
ments in quiet places with a man she has no busineBs to see 
anywhere^ what’s that called? I fancy I’ve seen something of 
that kind before now in oases before the Divorce Court* 

It angered him that she was not overwhelmecL He saw that 
she did not mean to dei^ having met l^n, ami to have Alioe’s 
sto^ thus confirmed inflamed lus jeidou^ l^ond endurance. 

* You must believe of me what you Ime,* Adela replied in a 
slow, subdued voice. * My word would be vam against timt of 
my aoouser, whoever it is.^ 
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* Your aoouBer, as you say, happened not only to see you, 
but to hear you talking.* 

He waited for her surrender before this eridenoe. Instead 
of that Adda smiled. 

* If my words were reported to yon, what fault have you to 
find with mef * 

Her confidence, together with his actual ignorance of what 
Rodman had hea^ Rubied him with doubt. 

* Answer this question,* he said. * Did you make an appoint¬ 
ment with that man ? ’ 

‘ I did not.’ 

* You did not ? Yet you met him ? ’ 

* Unexpectedly.* 

‘ But you talked with him ? ’ 

* How can you ask t You know that 1 did.’ 

He collected his thoughts. 

* Repeat to me what you talked about’ 

* That 1 refuse to do.* 

* Of course you dol * he cried, driven to frenay. * And you 
think 1 shall let this rest where it is ? Have you forgottmi that 
1 came to the Westtakes and found Eldon there with you? 
And what was he doing in this street this morning if he hf^’t 
come to see you? I begin to understand why you were so 
precious eager about giving up the will. That was your fine 
sense of honesty, of course! You are full of fine senses, but 
your mistake is to think I’ve no sense at all What do you 
take me for? ’ 

The thin crust of refinement was sliattered; the very man 
came to light, coarse, violent, whipped into fury by his passions, 
of which injured s<df-love was not the least. Whether he believed 
his wife gimty or not he could not have said; enou^ that she 
had kept thin^ secret from him, and that he could not overawe 
her. Whensoever he had shown anger in conversation with her, 
she had made him sensible of her superiority; at length he fell 
back upon lus brute force and resolved to bring her to his feet, 
if need be by outrage. Even his accent deteriorated as he 
flung out his passionate words; he spoke like any London 
me^nic, with defect and excess of aspirates, with nec^t of 
g’s at the md of words, and so on. Adela could not bear it; 
she moved to the door. But he caught her and thrust her 
bade; it was all but a blow. Her foce half recalled him to his 

* Where are you going? ’ he stammered. 

* Anywhere, an 3 nvhe^ away from this house and from vou! ’ 
Adela replied. E^rt to command herself was vain; his heavy 
hand had completed the effect of his language^ ai^ she, too, 
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spc^e as nature impeUed her. * Let me paee! I wonld rather 
die than remain here! * 

* All the same, you’ll stay where you are! ’ 

’Yes, your strength is greater than mine. You can hold 
me by force. But you hare insulted me beyond forgireness, 
and we are as much strangers as if we had never met. Yon 
have brokcoi every bond tiiat bound me to you. You can make 
me your prisoner, but like a prisoner my one thought wiU be 
of escape. I will touch no food whilst I remain here. I have 
no duties to you, and you no claim upon me! ’ 

’ All the same, you stay! ’ 

Before her sobbing vehemence he had grown calm. These 
words were so unimaginable on her lips that he could make 
no reply save stubborn repetition of his refusal And having 
utter^ that he went from the room, changing the key to the 
outside and looking her in. Fear lest he might be unable to 
withhold himself from laying hands upon her was the cause of 
his retreat. The lust of cruelty was boiling in him , as once or 
twice before. Her beauty in revolt made a savage of him. He 
went into the bedroom and there waited. 

Adela sat alone, sobbing still, but tearless. Her high-spirited 
nature once thoroughly aroused, it was some time before she 
could reason on what had come to pass. The possibility of such 
an end to her miseries had never presented itself even in her 
darkest hours; endurance was all she could ever look forward 
to. As her blood fell into calmer flow she found it hard to 
believe that she had not dreamt this scene of agony. She looked 
about the room. There on the table were the vegetables she 
had been preparing; her hands bore the traces of the work 
she had done this morning. It seemed as thon^ she had only 
to rise and go on with her duties as usual 
Her arm was painful, just below the shoulder. Yes, that 
was where he had seized W with his hard hand to push her away 
from the door. 

What had she said in her distraction ? She had broken away 
from him, and repudiated her wifehood. Was it not well done? 

If he believed her unfaithful to him- 

At an earlier period of her married life such a charge would 
have held her mute with horror. Its effect now was not quite 
the same; she could face the thought, interrogate herself as to 
its meaning, with a shudder, indeed, but a shudder tdiioh came 
of fear as wdl as loathing. Life was no longer an untried 
country, its difficulties and perils to be met with the sole aid of 
a few instincts and a few maxims; she had sounded the d^ths 
of misecy and was invested with ^e woeful knowlec^ of what 
we poOT mortals call the facts of existence. And sitting here, 
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as on the desert bed of a river whose water had of a sudden 
oeaaed to flow, she could regard her own relation to truths* 
however desolating, witli the mind which had rather brave all 
than any lonsw am to deceive itself. 

Of tliat wmoh he imputed to her she was incapable; that 
such suspicion of her could enter his mind brandra him with 
baseness. But his jealousy was justified; howsoever it had 
awakened in him, it was sustained truth. Was it her duty 
to tell him that, and so to render it impossible for him to seek 
to detain her? 

But would the confession have any such result? Did he not 
already believe her criminal, and yet forbid her to leave him? 
On what toms did she stand with a man whose thought was 
devoid of ddicacy, who had again and again proved himself 
without understanding of the principles of honour? And could 
she indeed make an Emission whLoh would compel her at the 
same time to guwd against revolting misconceptions? 

The ouestion of how he had obtained tins kimwledge recurred 
to her. It was evident that the spy had intentionally calumniated 
her, professing to have heard her speak incriminating words. 
She thouf^t of Rodman. He had troubled her by his private 
request that she would appeal to Elldon on Alice’s bcuialf, a 
request which was almost an insult. Could he have been led 
to make it in consequence of his being aware of that meeting 
in the wood? That might well be; she distrusted him and 
believed him capable even of a dastardly revenge. 

What was the troublesome thought that hung darkly in her 
mind and would not come to consciousness? She held it at 
last; Mutimer had said that he met Hubert in the street bdow. 
How to explain that? Hubert so near to her, perhaps still in 
the neighbourhood 7 

Again she shrank with fear. What might it mean, if he had 
really come in hope of seeing her ? That was unworthy of him. 
Had she betrayed herself in her conversation with him? 'Diea 
ho was worse than cruel to her. 

It seemed to her that hours passed. From time to time she 
heard a movement in the next room; Mutimer*was still there. 
There sounded at the house door a loud postman’s knock, and 
in a few minutes someone came up the stairs, doubtless to brmg 
a letter. The bedroom door opened; she heard her husband 
thank the servant and again shut himself in. 

The fire whidh she h^ been about to use for cooking was 
all but dead. She rose and put fresh coals on. There was a 
smaO oblong mirror over the mantelpiece; it showed her so 
gfaas% a face that she turned quickly awajr. 

If ute succeeded in escaping fipcm her {ffison, whither should 
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she go? Her mother would receive her« bat it was impossible 
to go to Wanky, to live near the Manor. Impossible, too, to 
take refuge with Stella. If she fled and hid hersdf in some 
other part of London, how was life to be supp(ffted? Bat tiiere 
were graver obstacles. Openly to flee from her husband was to 
subject h^aelf to injurious suroicions—^it might be, considering 
Mutimer’s character, to involve Hubert in some intolerable 
puUic shame. Or, if that worst extremity were avoided, would 
it not be said that she had deserted her husband because he 
had suddenly become poor? 

That last thought brought the blood to her chedcs. 

But to live with him after this, to smear over a deadly wound 
and pretMid it was healed, to read hourly in his face the cowardly 
triumph over her weakness, to submit herself—Oh, what rescue 
from this hideous d^radation I She went to the window, as if 
it had been possible to escape by that way; she tamed again 
and stood moaning, with her hands about her head. When was 
the worst to come in this life so long since b^eft of hope, so 
forsaken of support from man or God? The thought of death 
came to her; she subdued the tumidt of her agony to weigh it 
wdl. Whom would she wrong by killing herself? Hersw, it 
might be; perchance not even death would be sacred i^;ainst 
ou&age. 

She heard a neighbouring clock strike five, and shortly after 
her husband entered the room. Had she looked at him she 
would have seen an inexplicable animation in his face. He. 
paced the floor once or twice in silence, then aeked in a hard 
voice, though the tone was quite other than befcnre: 

^Will you tell me what it was you talked of that day in 
the wood? ’ 

She did not reply. 

* 1 suppose by refusing to speak you confess that yon dare 
not let me know ? * 

Physical torture could not have wrung a word from her. 
She felt her heart surge with hatred. 

He went to the cupboard in which food was kept» toc^ out 
a loaf oi bread, and out a slioe. He ate it, standing before the 
window. Then he cleared the table and sat down to write a 
letter; it occupied him for half-an-hour. When it was finished, 
he put it in his pocket and b«^ again to pace the room. 

* Are you going to sit like that aU night? * he asked suddenly. 

She dcew a d^ sigh and rose from her seat He saw that 

she no longer thought of escaping him. She began to make 
prepamtionB for tea. As helpless in his hands as thou^ he 
had purchased her in a slave market, of what avafl to sit like 
a perv er se child? Hie fmoe of her hatred warned her to keep 
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watoh lest she brought herself to his level. Without defeuoe 
against indignitiee which were bittw as death, by law his ehattel, 
as likely as not to fed the weight of his hand if she again roused 
his an^, 'vhskt remained but to surrender all outward thio^ 
t(» unthinking habit, and to keep her soul apart, nourishing in 
silence the ^ of its revolt? It was the most pity-moving of 
all tragedies, a noble nature overcome sordid circumstances. 
She was deficient in the strength of oharaotw which will subdue 
all circumstances; her stren^h was of the kind that supports 
endurance rather than breaks a way to freedom. Every day, 
every hour, is some such tragedy played tlirough; it is the 
inevitable result of our social state. Adela could have wept 
tears of blood; her shame was like a branding iron upon her 
tlesh. 

She was on the second floor of a lodging-house in Pentonville, 
making tea for her husband. 

That husband appeared to have undergone a change since 
he quitted her a few hours ago. He was st^ venomous towards 
her, but his countenance no longer lowered dangerously. Some¬ 
thing distinot from liis domestic troubles seem^ to be occupy¬ 
ing mm, something of a pleasant nature. He all but smiled 
now and then; the glances he cast at Adela wore not wholly 
occupied with her. He plainly wished to speak, but could not 
bring himself to do so. 

He ate and drank of what she put before him. Adela took 
a cup of tea, but had no appetite for food. When he had satisfied 
himself, she removed the things. 

Another hidf-hour passed. Mutimer was pretending Ui read. 
Adela at length broke the silence. 

‘ I think,* she said, * 1 was wrong in refusing to tell you wliat 
{lassed between Mr. Eldon and myself when I by chance met 
him. Someone seems to have misl^ you. He be^n by hoping 
that we should not think ourselves bound to leave the Manor 
until we had had full time to make the necessary arrangements. 
1 thanked him for his kindness, and then asked something 
further. It was that, if he could by any means do so, he would 
continue the works at New Wanley without an^ change, main¬ 
taining the principles on which they had been begun. He said 
that was impossible, and ezplamed to me what his intentions 
were, and why he had formed them. That was our convmsation.' 

Mutter observed her witik a smile which affected inGreduHty. 

* Will you take your oath that that is true ? * he asked. 

* Na I have told you because 1 now see that the exdanation 
was owing, sinoe you have been deceived. If you disb^ve me, 
it is no concern of mine.* 

She had taken up some sewing, and, having spdieai, went 
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on witii it. Mutimer kept his eyes fixed upon her. His suspioions 
never reeisted b direct word from Adela*s lips, though other 
feelings might exasperate him. What he hM just heard he 
believed the more readily because it so surprised him; it was 
one of those revelationB of his wife’s superiority which abashed 
him without causing evil feeling. They always had the result 
of restoring to him for a moment something of the reverence 
with which he had approached her in the early days of their 
acquaintance. Even now he could not escape the impression. 

* What was Eldon doing about here to-day ? ’ he asked after 
a pausa 

‘ I have told you that I did not even know he had been near.’ 

‘ Perhaps not. Now, will you just tell me this: Have you 
written to Eldon, or had any letter from him since our married ? ’ 

Her fingers would not continue their work. A deadening 
sensation of disgust made her close her eyes as if to shut out the 
meaning of his question. Her silence revived his distaust. 

* You had rather not answer? ’ he said significantly. 

* eSannot you see that it degrades me to answer such a question ? 
What is ^our opinion of me? Have 1 behaved so as to lead 
you to think that 1 am an abandoned woman? ’ 

After hesitating he muttered: * You don’t give a plain yes 
or no.’ 

* Yon must not expect it. If you think 1 use arts to deceive 
you—^if you have no faith whatever in my purity—^it was your 
duty to let me go from you when 1 would have done so. It is 
horrible for us to live together from the moment that there is 
such a doubt on either side. It makes me something lower 
than your servuit—something that has no name! ’ 

She shuddered. Had not that been true of hw from the 
very morrow of their marriage? Her life was cast away upon 
shoals of debasement; no sanctity of womanhood remained in 
her. Was not her indignation hah a mockeiy? She could not 
even defend her hones^, her honour in the vulgarest sense of 
the word, without involving herself in a kind of fals^ood, 
which was desolation to her spirit. It had b^un in her advocacy 
of uprightness after her discovery of the wW; it was imbuing 
her whole nature, making her to her own conscience that which 
he had called her—a very hypocrite. 

He Bp3ke more conciliatinjpy. 

‘ Well, there’s one thing, at all events, that you can’t refuse 
to explain. Wliy didn’t you tell me that you had met EUdon, 
and ^at he meant to do ? * 

She had not prepared herself for the question, and it went 
to the root of her thoughts; none the less she rqilied instantly, 
careless how he undersUxxi the truth. 
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* I k^t aOimoe because the meetuig had nven me pain, 
because it distressed me to have to speak with Mr. Eldon at 
that place and at that time^ because 1 knew how you regard 
him, and was afraid to mention him to you.* 

Mutimar was at a loss. If Adela h^ calculated her reply 
with the deepest art she could not have chosen words better 
fitted to silence him. 

*And you have told me every word that passed between 
you ? ’ he aeked. 

* That would be impossible. 1 have told you the substance 
of the conversation.* 

* Why did you ask him to keep the works going on my plan ?' 

‘ 1 can tell you no more.* 

Her strength was spent. She put aside her sewing and moved 
towards the door. 

* Where are you going? * 

* I don’t feel wdL 1 must rest.* 

* Just stop a minute. I’ve something here I want to show you.* 

She turn^ wearily. Mutimer took a letter from his pocket. 

‘ Will you read that? * 

She t(^k it. It was written in a very clear, delicate hand, 
and ran thus:— 

* Deas Sib, —I who address you have lain for two years on 
a bed from which I shall never move till I am carried to my 
grave. My age ie three>and*twenty; an accident which happened 
to me a few days aftm my twenty-first birthday left me without 
the use of my limbs; it often seems to me tliat it would have 
been better I had died, but there is no arguing with fate, 
and the wise thing is to accept cheerfully whatever befalls us. 
1 hoped at one time to take an active part in life, and my 
interMt in the world’s progress is as strong as ever, especially 
in everything that concerns social reform. I have for soma 
time known your name, and have constantly sought information 
about your grand work at New Wanley. Now I venture to 
write (by the hand of a dear friend), to express my admiration 
for your high endeavour, and my grief at thcf circumstances 
which have made you powerless to continue it. 

* I am possessed of means, and, as you see, can spend but 
little on myself. I ask you, with much earnestness, to let me 
be of some small use to the cause of social justice, by putting 
in your hands the sum of five hundred pounds, to be employed 
as may semn good to you. 1 need not affect to be ignorant of 
your position, and it is my great fear lest you should be unable 
to work for Socialism wim your undivided energies. Will you 
aoc^t this money, and ctmtinue by means of public lecturing 
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to ipread tiie gospel of emaaemtioii? lliat I am oommioed is 
your fint detii^ U yon wiU do me this greet kindness, I diell 
adc yonr permission to arrange tihat the same snm be p^ to 
you amin^y, for the next ten years, whether I still hve ot 
not. To be helping in this indirect way wonld cheer me more 
than yon can think. I enclose a draft on Messrs.-w 

* As I do not know yonr private address, 1 send this to the 
office of the ** Fiery Cross.” Pardon me for desiring to remain 
anonymons; many reasons necessitate it. If yon grant me 
this lavonr, will yon advertise the word “ Accepted ” in the 
** Times ” newspaper within ten days? 

* With heartfelt sympathy and admiration, 

* I sign myself, 

* A 

Adela was unmoved; she returned the letter as if it had no 
interest for her. 

* What do you think of that? * said Mutimer, forgetting their 
differences in his exultation. 

* 1 am glad you can continue your work,’ Adela replied 
absmitly. 

She was moving away when he again stopped her. 

* Look here, Adela.’ He hesitated. ’ Are you still angry 
with me? ’ 

She was silent. 

* 1 am sorry I lost my temper. 1 didn’t mean all 1 said to 
you. Will you try and forget it? * 

Her lips spoke for her. 

* I will try.’ 

* You needn’t go on doing housework now,’ he said asauringly. 
* Are you going? Gome and say go^>night.’ 

He approached her and laid his lumd upon her shoulder. 
Adela smank from his touch, and for an instant gazed at him 
with wide eyes of fear. 

He droppra his hands and let her go. 


CHAPTBBXXIX 

Tte valley zested. On the morning of Mutimer’s departure 
from Wamey there was no wonted clank of maohin^, no 
smoke from the chimneys, no roar of iron-smelting furnaces; 
the men and women of the odoi^ stood idly before their houses, 
disonming prospects, addng each other whrther it was serioos^ 

344 



Demos 

Mr. Eldon’s intentioa to nse New Wanlev, mMijr oi them 
gnimUing or giving vent to revolatiioDAiy w^ta. They had 
oontiniied in work thus long dnoe the property in fact changed 
hands, and to most of them it seemed unlikelv, in spite of every¬ 
thing, that they would have to go in search of new employments. 
This morning toey would hear finally. 

The valley rest^ For several days there had been constant 
rain; thou^ summer was scarcely over, it had turned cold 
and the sl^ was cheerless. Over Stanbury Hill there were aluays 
heavy, dripping clouds, and the leaves of Adda’s favourite 
wood were dre^y falling. At the Manor there was once more 
disorder; before Mutimer and his wife took their departure 
the removal of furniture had commenced. Over the whole 
scene brooded a spirit of mdancholy. It needed faith in human 
miergy to ima^e the pollutions swept away, and the seasons 
peacefully gliding as of old between the hillsides and amid 
meadows and garden closes. 

Hubert El(ton drove over from Agworth, and was in the 
Public Hall at the ap^mted time. His business with the men 
was simple and brief. He had to inform them that their employ¬ 
ment here was at an end, but that each one would receive a 
month’s wages and permission to inhabit their present abodes 
for yet a fortnight. After that they had no longer r^ht of 
tenancy. He added that if any man considered himself specially 
ag^eved by this arrangement, he was prepared to hear and 
ji^ge the individual case. 

There was a murmur of discontent through the room, but 
no one took upon himself to rise and become spokesman of the 
community. Disregarding the manifestation, Hubert described 
in a few words how and whm this final business would be trans¬ 
acted; then he left the hall by the door which led from the 
platform. 

Then followed a busy week. Oaimsof all kinds were addressed 
to him, some reasonable, most of them not to be entertained. 
Mr. Tottle was constantly at the Manor; there he and Hubert 
held a kind of court. Hubert was not well fitted for businesB 
of this nature; he eauly became impatimt, and, in spite of 
humane intentions, often sufiered from a tumult of his blood, 
when opposed by some dogged mechanic. 

* I can’t help it! ’ he exclaimed to Mr. Wvvern one ni^t, 
aft» a day of peculiar annoyance. ‘ We are aU men, it is true; 
but for the brotherhood—^feel it who cant 1 am illiberal, if 
you like^ but in the presence of those fellows 1 feel that I am 
fiMnng enemtes. It seems to me that I have nothing m txmmon 
with them but the aniniid functions. Absurd? Yes, of course, 
it is ahemd; but I sp^ of how intercouiae with ttom sheets 
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me. They are our enemiea, yours as 'well as mine; they are 
the enemies of ereiy man who speaks the pure Ehiglish tongue 
and does not earn a living with his hand& When tiiey face 
me 1 understand what revolution means; some of them look 
at me as they would if they had muskets in their hands.* 

* You are not conciliating,* remarked the vicar. 

* I am not, and cannot be. Th^ stir the worst feelings in 
me; 1 grow arrogant, autocratic. Ab lo^ as 1 have no private 
dei^gs with them 1 can consider their hardships and judge 
their characters dispassionately; but I must not come to close 
quarters.* 

* You have special causra of prejudice.* 

* True. If I were a philosopher 1 should overcome all that. 
However, my prejudice is good in one way; it enables me 
thoroughly to understand the detestation with which they 
regard me and the like of me. If 1 had been bom one of thmn 
I should be the most savage anarchist. The moral is, that 1 
must hold apart. Perhaps I shall grow cooler in time.* 

The special causes of prejudice were quite as strong on the 
side of the workmen; Hubert might have been far less aristo- 
cratLc in bearing, they would have disliked him as cordially. 
Most of them took it as a wanton outrage that they should be 
driven from the homes in which tli^ had believed themsdves 
settled for life. The man Redgrave—^he of the six feet two 
who had presented the address to Mutimer—^was a powerful 
agent of ill-feeling; during the first few days he was constantly 
gathering impromptu meetings in New Wanley and haranguing 
them violently on the principles of Socialism. But in less than 
a we^ he had taken his departure, and the main trouble seemed 
at an end. 

Mrs. Eldon was so impatient to return to the Manm* that 
a room was propped for her as soon as possible, and she came 
from her house at Agworth before Mutimer had been gone a 
week. Through the summer her strength had failed rapidly; 
it was her own conviction that she could live but a short time 
longer. The extrmne amtation caused by the discovery of the 
will had visibly enfeebled her; it was her one desire to find 
herself once more in her old home, and there to brea^e her 
last. The joum^ from Agworth cost her extreme suffering; 
she was prostrate, almost lueless, for three days after ih But 
her son*B society revived her. Knowing him estaUished in 
his family possessions, she onfy cared to taste for a little widle 
this unhoped-for joy. Lvii^; on a couch in her famifiar chamber, 
she delisted to have flowers brought to her from the garden, 
even leaves from the dear old tr^ every <me of wfaieh die 
knew as a friend. But she had constant thou^t for those upon 
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whose disaster her own happinees was founded; of Adela 
spoke often. 

* What will become of that poor child f ’ she asked one even« 
ing» when Hubert had been spraking of Rodman’s impracticable 
attitude, and of ti^e proceedin|ra Mutimer was about to take. 

' Do you know anything of her me, Hubert? * 

* I met her in the wood here a few weeks ago,’ he replied, 
mentioning the incident for the first time. * She wanted to make 
a SoohJist of me.' 

* Was that after tiie will came to light? ’ 

‘The day after. She pleaded for New Wanley—hoped 1 
should keep it up.’ 

* llien she has really accepted her husband’s views ? * 

‘ It seems so. I am afraid she thought me an obstinate 
tyrant.’ 

" He spoke carelessly. 

‘ But she must not suffer, dear. How can they be helped? ’ 

‘They can’t fall into absolute want. And 1 suppose his 
Socialist friends will do something for him. 1 have been as 
considerate as it was possible to be. I dare say he will make 
me a commonplace in his lectures henceforth, a type of the 
brutal capitalist.’ 

He laughed when he hod said it, and led the conversation 
to another subject. 

About the workmen, too, Mrs. Eldon was kindly thou^tfuL 
Hubert spared her his prejudices and merely described what 
he was doing. She urgra him to be rather too easy than too 
exacting with them. It was the same in everything; the bless¬ 
ing which had fallen upon her made her full of gentleness and 
sweet charity. 

The fortnight’s grace was at an end, and it was announced 
to Hubert that the last family had left New Wanley. The 
rain still continued; as evening set in Hubert returned from 
. an inspection of the deserted colony, his spirits weighed ujmn 
by the scene of desolation. After mnner he sat as usual with 
hiB mother for a couple of hours, then went to his own room 
and read till eleven o’clock. Just as he had thrown aside his 
book the silence of the ni^t was riven by a terrifio yell, a 
savage cry of many voices, which came from the ^ucden in the 
front of the house, and at the same instant there sounded a 
great crashing of glass. The windows behind his back were 
broken and a couple of heavy missiles thundered near him 
upon the floor—stones they proved to be. He rushed from the 
room. All the lights in the house except his own and that in 
klrs. Eldon’s room were extinguished. He reached his mother’s 
door. Befrae he could open it the ydl and the shower of stones 
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were repeated, again with rnin of windows, this time on the 
east side of tiie Manor. In a moment he was by his mother’s 
bed; he saw her sitting up in terror; she was speechless and 
unable even to stretch her arms towards him, ^ inner door 
opened and the woman who was always in attendaiKie rudied 
in half dressed. At the same time there were sounds of move¬ 
ment in other parts of the house. Once more the furious voices 
and the stone-voll^; Hubert put his arms about his mother 
and tried to calm her. 

* Don’t be frightened; it’s those cowardly roughs. They 
have had their three shots, now th^’ll tahe to their heels. 
Mrs. Winter is here, mother: she will stay with yon whilst 1 
go down and see what has to be done. I’D be back directly if 
&ere is no more danger.’ 

He hastened away. The servants had collected upon the 
front staircase, with lamps and candles, in fright and disorder 
unutterable. Hubert repeated to them what he had said to 
his mother, and it seemra to be the truth, for the silence out¬ 
side was unbroken. 

* 1 shouldn’t wonder,’ he cried, * if th^’ve made an attempt 
to set the house on fire. We must go about and examine.’ 

The door-bell was rung loudly. The servants rushed back 
up the stairs; Hubert went into the dining-room, canying no 
light, and called through the shattered windows asking who 
h^ rung. It was the vicar; the shouts had brought him forth. 

’ They are gone,’ he said, in his strong, deep voice, in itself 
reassuring. ‘ 1 think there were only some ten or a dozen; 
they’ve made off up the hiU. Is anybody hurt? ’ 

* No, th^ have only broken all the windows,* Hubert replied. 
* But I am terribly afraid for the effect upon my mother. We 
must have the doctor round at once.’ 

The vicar was admitted to the house, and a messenger forth¬ 
with despatched for the medical man, who resided halfway 
between Wanley and Agworth. On returning to his mother’s 
room Hubert found his fears only too wdil justed; Mrs. EUdon 
lay motionless, her eyes open, but seemingly without intdligoice. 
At intervals of five minutes a sigh was audible^ else she could 
scarcely be perceived to breathe. The attendant said that she 
had not spedeen. 

It was some time before the doctor arrived. After a brief 
examination, he came out with Hulxnrt; his opinion was that 
the sufferer would not see daybreak. 

Sie lived, Imwever, for some twelve hours, if that could be 
called life which was (Hofy distinguishable from the last sUence 
by tiie closest scrutiny. Hubert did not move from tim bed- 
ime^ and from time to time Mr. Wyvem came and sat with 
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him. Nmther of them spoke. Hubert had no thought of food 
or rest; the shadow of a 1(»b, of which he only understood the 
meaning now that it was at hand, darkmed him and all the 
world. Behind his voiceless miseev vras immeasurable hatred 
of those who had struck him this blow; at moments a revenge* 
ful fury all but maddened him. He held his mother’s hand; if 
he could but feel one pressure of the slight fingers before they 
were impotmt for ever! And this much was granted him. 
Shortly ^ore midday the open eyes trembled to consciousness, 
the Ups moved in endeavour to spe^. To Hubert it seemed 
tliat his intense gaze had worked a miracle, effecting that which 
his will demand^. She saw him and understood. 

* Mother, can you speak ? Do you know me, dear 7 ’ 

She smiled, and her lips tried to shajm wor^. He bent over 
her, close, cl^. At first the faint wtopw was unintelligible, 
then he heard: 

‘ Th^ did not know what they were doing.’ 

Something followed, but he could not understand it. The 
wliisper ended in a sigh, the smiling features quivered. He 
held her, but was alone. . . . 

A hand was laid gently upon his shoulder. Through blmd- 
mg tears he discemm Mr. Wyvern’s solemn countenance. He 
resisted the efforts to draw him away, but was at length 
persuaded. 

Early in the evening he fell asleep, lying dressed upon his 
bed, and the sleep last^ till midnight. Then he left his room, 
and descended the stairs, for the lower part of the house was 
stiU lighted. In the hall Mr. Wyvem met him. 

* Let us go into the library,^ he said to the clergyman. * I 
want to talk to you.* 

He had resumed his ordinary manner. Without mention of 
his motiier, he began at once to speak of the rioters. 

*They were led by that man Redgrave; there can be no 
• doubt of that. I shaU go to Agworth at once and set the police 
at work.’ 

* I have already done that,* replied the vicar. \Three fellows 
have been arrestra in Agworth.* 

‘ New Wanley men 7 ’ 

* Yes; but Redgrave is not one of them.’ 

* He shall be caught, though! ’ 

Hubert appeared to have forgotten everything but his desire 
of revenge. It supported him through the wretched days that 
followed~-evmi at the funeral his face was hud*set and his 
eyes dry. But in spite of every effort it was impossible to 
adduce evidence agai^ any but the three men who had loitered 
drinking in Agworth. Red^psive came forward voluntarily and 
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proved an alibi; he was vastly indignant at the charge brought 
against bim, decltured that window-breaking was not h& business, 
and that had he been on the spot he should have used all his 
influence to prevent such contemptible doings. He held a meet¬ 
ing in Belwiok of all the New Wanleyers he could gather together: 
those who came repudiated the outrage as useless and unworthy. 
On the whole, it seemed probable tlmt only a handful of good- 
for-nothings had been concerned in the afEair, probably men 
who had been loafing in the Belwick public-houses, indisposed 
to look for work, ^e * Fiery Cross ’ and the * Tocsin * com¬ 
mented on the event in their respective ways. The latter organ 
thought that an occasional demonstration of this kind was not 
amiss; it was a pity that apparently innocent individualB should 
suffer (an allusion to the death of Mrs. Eldon); but, after all, 
what member of the moneyed classes was in reality innocent? 
An article on the subject in the * Fiery Gross ’ was signed 
^Richard Mutimer.* It breathed righteous indignation and 
called upon aU true Socialists to m^e it known that they 
pursued their ends in far other ways than by the gratification 
of petty malice. A copy of this paper reached Wa^ey Manor. 
Hubert glanced over it. 

It lay by him when he received a visit from Mr. Wyvern the 
same evening. 

* How is it to be explained,’ he asked; ‘ a man like Westlake 
mixing himself up with this crew? ’ 

* Do you know him personally ? ’ the vicar inquired. 

* 1 have met him. But I have seen more of Mrs. Westlake. 
She is a tenth muse, the muse of lyrical Socialism. From which 
of them the impulse came I have no means of knowing, but 
surely it must have been from her. In her case I can understand 
it; she fives in an aesthetic reverie; she idealises everything. 
Naturally she knows nothing whatever of real life. She is one 
of the most interesting women I ever met, but 1 should say 
that her influence on Westlake has been deplorable.* 

* Mrs. Mutimer is greatly her friend, 1 believe,* said the vicar. 

* 1 believe so. But let us speak of this paper. 1 want, if 
possible, to understand Westl^e’s position. Have you ever 
read the thing? * 

* Frequently.* 

‘ Now here is on article signed by Westlake. You know his 
books ? How has he fallen to this ? £fis very style has abandoned 
him, his English smacks of the street oomers, of Badioal clubs. 
Ihe man is rained; it is next to impossible that he should 
ever again do good work, such as we used to have from him. 
The man who wrote ** Daphne ** ! Oh, it is monstrous! ’ 

‘ It is sometiiing of a problem to me^* Mr. Wyvem admitted. 
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* Had be been a youngw man, or if bia writing bad been of a 
different kind. Yet his sinoerity is b^nnd doulrt.' 

* 1 doubt it,' Hubert broke in. ^Not bis sincerity in the 
b^;inning; but he must long since have ached to free himself. 
It is such a common thing for a man to commit himself to some 
^nounoed porition in public life and for very shame shrink 
from withdrawing. He would not realise what it meant. Now 
in the revolutionary sooieti«38 of the Clontinent there is some¬ 
thing that appeals to the imagination. A Nihilist, with Siberia 
or death before him, fighting against a damnable tyranny-—the 
best mi^t sacrifice eveiything for that. But English Socialism! 
It is unused with the spuit of shopkeeping; it appeals to the 
vulgarest minds; it keeps one eye on personal safety, the other 
on the capitalist’s strong-box; it is stamped commonplace, 
like evei^hing originating with the English lower classes. How 
does it differ from Radicalism, the most contemptible claptrap 
of politics, except in wanting to hurry a little the rule of the 
mob ? Well, 1 am too subjective. Help me, if you can, to under¬ 
stand Westlake.' 

Hubert was pale and sorrow-stricken; his movements were 
heavy with weariness, but he had all at once begun to speak 
with the old fire, the old scorn. He rested his chin upon his 
hand and waited for his companion's reply. 

* At your aro,' said Mr. W^em, snming half sadly, * I, too, 
had a habit of vehement spea^^g, but it was on the other side. 
I was a badly p^ curate working in a wretched parish. 1 
lived among the vilest and purest of the people^ and my imagina¬ 
tion was constantly at boiling-point. I can only suppose that 
Westlake has been led to look below the surface of society and 
has been affected as I was then. He has the mind of a poet; 
probably he was struck with horror to find over what a pit he 
had been living in careless enjoyment. He is tender-hearted; 
of a sudden he felt Mmself orinunal, to be playing with beautiful 
toys whilst a whole world lived only to sweat and starve. The 
appeal of the miserable seemed to be to him personally. It is 
what certain sects call conversion in religion, a truth addressing 
itsdf with unwonted and mvincible force to the in^ridual souL' 

' And you, too, were a Socialist 7' 

* At that age and under those conditions it was right and 
good. I should have been void of feriing and imagination 
otherwisa Such convictions are among r^tive truths. To 
be a social enthusiast is in itself neither right nor wrong, neither 
praiseworthy nor the opposite; it is a state to be judged in 
relation to the other facts of a man's life. You will never know 
lhat state; if you affected it you would be purely contemptible. 
And I mysrif have outgrown it.' 
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* But yoo most not tiunk tiiat I am inhuman,’ said Hubert 
^ The ei^t of diatreM touches me deeply. To the individiial 
poor man or woman 1 would give mv lut penny. It is when 
th^ rise against me as a class that I become pititoss.* 

* I understand von jp^ectty, thou^ 1 have not the same 
m^udices. My old zeal lingers with me in the form of tolerance. 
I can enter into the mind of a furious proletarian as easily as 
into the feeling which you represent* 

* But how did your zeal come to an end ? * 

’ In this way. 1 worked under the conditions I have described 
to you tall I was nearly thirty. Then 1 broke down physically. 
At the same time it happened that I inherited a small com¬ 
petency. 1 went abroad, lived in Italy for a couple of years. 
I left England with the firm intention of getting my health 
and then returning to work harder than ever. But during those 
two years I educated myself. When 1 reached England again 
1 found that it was impossible to enter again on the old path; 
I should have had to force myself; it would have hem an 
instance of the kind of thing you suggest in explanation of 
Westlake’s persistence. Fortunately 1 yielded to my better 
sense and altogether shunned the life of towns. I was no longer 
of those who seek to change the world, but of those who are 
content that it should in substance remain as it is.* 

’ But how can you be content, if you are convinced that the 
majority of men uve only to suffer ? * 

* It is yon who atiaibute the conviction to me,’ said Ulo vicar, 
smiling good-naturedly. ’ My conviction is the very opposite. 
One of &e pet theories I have developed for myseff in recent 
years is, that happiness is very evenlv distributed among all 
classes and conditaons. It is the result of sober reflection on 


my experience of life. Think of it a moment. The bulk of men 
are neither rich nor poor, taking into consideration their habits 
and needs; th^ live in much oontenti despite social imper- 
iectionB and injustices, despite the ills of nature. Above and 
bdow are classes of extreme characterisation; I believe the 
^ppiness assignable to those who are the lowest stratum of 
oiviWtion is, rdativdy speaking, no whit lees than that we may 
attribute to the thin steatum of the surface, using l^e surface to 
meui the exoessivdy rich. It is a paradox, but anyone capable 
of t.liitihing may be assured of its truth. The life of the very 
poorest is a struggle to support their bodies; the richest, relieved 
m that one anxiety, are overwhdmed with such a mass of 
srtifidal taroubles tliat their few moments of genuine repose 
do not exoeed those vouchsafed to their antipodes. You would 
urge the snfiterings of the criminal class under punishment? 
1 balance against it the miscEy of the rich under the soouxge of 
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their oixhi excesses. It is • mistake due to mere thoaghtiessness, 
or ignorance, to imagine the labouring, even the destitute, 
pop^tion as ceasdeesly groaning beneath the burden of their 
existence. Go along the poorest street in the Bast End of London, 
and you will hear as much lau^ter, witness as much gaiety, 
as in uiy thoroughfare of the West. Laughtor and saiety of 
a miserable kind 7 1 speak of it as relative to the h^its and 
capabilities of the people. A being of superior intelligenoe regard¬ 
ing humanity with an eye of perfect understanding would dis¬ 
cover that life was enjoyed every bit as much in the slum as in 
the palace.* 

* You would consider it fair to balance excessive suffering of 
the body in one class against excessive mental suffering in 
another? ’ 

* Undoubtedly. It is a fair application of my theory. But 
let me preach a little longer. It is my belief that, though this 
equality of distribution remains a fact, the sum total of happi¬ 
ness in nations is seriously diminishing. Not only on account 
of the growth of population; the poor have more to suffer, the 
rich less of true enjoyment, the mass of comfortable people fall 
into an ever-increasing anxiety. A Radical will tell you that 
this is a transitional state. Possibly, if we accept the Radical 
theories of progress. I held them once in a very light-hearted 
way; 1 am now far less disposed to accept them as even 
imaginably true. Those who are enthusiastic for the spirit of 
the age proceed un the principle of countenancing eim that 
good may some day come of it. Such a position astonishes me. 
Is the happiness of a man now alive of less account than that 
oi the man who shall live two hundred years hence? Altruism 
is doubtless good, but only so when it gives pure enjoyment; 
that is to say, when it is embraced instinctively. Shall 1 frown 
on a man because he cannof find his bliss in altruism and bid 
him perish to make room for a being more perfect? What 
right have we to live thus in the far-off future? Thinking in 
tlw way, 1 have a profound dislike and distrust of this same 
progress. Take one feature of it-—universal education. That, 
I beUeve, works most latently for the mowing misery I spok 
of. Its results affect all class^ and all for worse. 1 said 
that I used to have a very bleeding of the heart for the half- 
clothed mid quarter-fed h^gers-on to civilisation; 1 think far 
less of them now than of another class in appearance much 
better off. It is a class created by the mania of education, and 
it consists of those unhappy mm and women whom unspe^- 
able cruelty endows with intellectual needs whQst reding 
them the sustenance th^ are taught *to crave. Another genera¬ 
tion, and this class will be terribly extended, its existence 
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blitting ike whole socuJ state. Every one of these poor 
creatures has a right to corse the work of those who clamour 
progress, and pose as benefactors of their race.* 

* All that st^es me as very good and true,* remarked Hubert; 
* but can it be helped 7 Or do yon refuse to believe in the modem 
conception of laws ruling social development? * 

* 1 wish 1 could do so. No; when I spoke of the ri^t to 
curse, I should have said, from their point of view. In truth, 
I fear we must accept progress. But 1 cannot rejoice in it; I 
w2I even do what little I can in my own comer to support the 
old order of things. You may be aware that I was on very 
friendly terms with the Mutimers, that I even seemed to en¬ 
courage them in their Socialism. Yes, and because I felt that 
in that way 1 could best discharge my duty. What I really 
encouraged was sympathy and humanity. When Mutimer came 
asking me to be present at his meetings 1 plainly refused. To 
have held apart from him and his wife would have been as 
wrong in me as to publicly countenance their politics.* 

Wyvem was on the point of referring to his private 
reasons for befriending Adela, but checked hims^. 

* What I made no secret of approving was their substitution 
of human relations between employer and employed for the 
detestable ** nexus of cash parent,** as Carlyle calls it. That is 
only a return to the good old order, and it seems to me that it 
becomes more impossible every day. Thus far I am with the 
Socialists, in that I denounce the commercial class, the bourgeois, 
^e capitalists—call them what you will—as ^e supremely 
maleficent. They hold us at their mercy, and their mwcy is 
nou^t. Monstrously hypocritical, they cry for progress when 
they mean increased opportunities of swelling their own purses 
at the expense of those they employ, and of those th^ serve; 
vulgar to the core, they ei^t a gross ideal of well-being, and 
stii^ in their prosperity. The very poor and the uncommercial 
wealthy alike suffer from them; the intellect of the country is 
poisonra by their influence. They it is who indeed are oppressors; 
they grow rich on the toil of iK>or girls in London garrets and 
of men who perish prematurdy to support their children. I 
won*t talk of these people; I should lose my calm views of 
things and use language too much like this of the ** Fiery Ooss.** * 

Hubort was thoughtfuL 

* What is bdfore us 7 * he murmured. 

* Evil; of that *1 am but too firmly assured. Frogress will 
have its way, and its path will be a path of bitterness. A pillar 
of dark cloud leads it ny ^y, and of terrible fire by night. I do 
not say that the promi^ land may not lie ahead of its guiding, 
but woe is me for Ihe desert first to be teaversed! vices 
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are growing among us to dread proportions—^iiidifferenoe and 
hatred: the one ww let poverty anffoish at its door, the other 
will hound on the vassal against nis lord. Papers like the 
** Fiery Gross,” even though suoh a man as Westlake edit them, 
serve the cause of hatred; they preach, by implication at all 
events, the childish theory of the equality of men, and se^ to 
make discontented a whole class which only needs regular 
employment on the old conditions to be perfectiy satisfied.' 

* Westlake says here that they have no right to be satisfied.' 

* I know. It is one of the huge fallaoies of the time; it comes 
of the worship of progress. I am content with the fact that, 
even in our bad day, as a class they are satisfied. No, these 
reforms address themselves to the wrong people; th^ begin 
at the wrong end. Let us raise our voices, if we feel imp^ed 
to do so at all, for the old simple Christian rules, and do our 
best to get the educated by the ears. I have my opinion about 
the clergy; I will leave you to guess it.' 

* Have you any beli^ in the possibility of this revolution 
they threaten t ’ 

‘ None whatever. Changes will come about, but not of those 
men’s making or devising. And for the simple reason that they 
are not sincere. I put aside an educated enthusiast such as 
Westlake. The proletarian Socialists do not believe what they 
say, and therefore they are so violent in saying it. Ihey are 
not themselves of pure and exalted character; they cannot 
ennoble others. If the movement continue we shall see miserable 
examples of weakness led astray by popularity, of despicable 
qualities aping greatness.’ 

Me pausM somewhat abruptly, for he was thinking of Mutimer, 
and dm not wish to make the application too obvious. Hubert 
restrained a smUe. 

They parted shortly after, but not till Hubert had put one 
more question. 

" Do you, or do you not, approve of what 1 am doing down in 
the valley ? ’ 

Mr. Wyvern thought a moment, and replied gravely: 

' You being yoursdf, 1 approve it heartily. It will gladden 
my ^es to see the grass growing when spring comes round.’ 

He shook Hubert’s hand affectionately and left him. 
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CHAPTE® XXX 

Wb mnBt concern ourselves for a little with the affairs of our 
old acquaintance, Daniel Dabbs. 

Daniel’s disillusionment with regard to Richard Mutimer 
did not affect his regularity of attendance at the Socialist 
lectures. In most things a typical English meohatiic, he was 
especially so in his relation to the extreme politi(» of which he 
declared himself a supporter. He became a Socialist because 
his friend Dick was one; when that was no longer a reason, he 
numbered himself among the followers of Comrade Roodhouse 
—first as a sort of angry protest against Mutimer’s private 
treachery, then again because he had got into the habit of 
listening to inflammatory discourses every Sunday night, and 
on the whole found it a pleasant way of passing the evening. 
He enjoyed the oratory of Messrs. Cowes and Cullen; he lik^ 
to shout * Hear, hear! ’ and to stamp when there was general 
applause; it affected him with an agreeable sensation, much 
like that which follows upon a good meal, to hear himself pitied 
as a hard-working, ill-used fellow, and the frequent allusion 
to his noble qualities sweetly flattered him. When he went 
home to the public-house after a lively debate, and described 
the proceedings to his brother Nicholas, he always ended by 
declaring that it was * as good as a play.’ 

He reM the * Tocsin,’ that is to say, he glanced his eye up and 
down the columns and paused wherever he caught words such 
as ’ villains,’ ’ titled scoundrels,’ * vampires.’ and so on. The 
expositions of doctrine he passed over; anything in the nature 
of reasoning muddled him. From hearing them incessantly 
repeated he knew the root theories of Socialism, and could him- 
sdf hold forth on such texts as ‘ the community of the means 
of production ’ with considerable fluency and vehemence; but 
in very fact he concerned himself as little with economic re¬ 
forms as with the principles of high art, and had as little gmuine 
belief in the promised revolution as in the immortality of his 
own soul. Had he been called upon to suffer in any way for 
the * cause of the people,’ it w'ould speedily have been demon¬ 
strated of what metal his enthusiasm was made. 

But there came a different kind of test. In the winter which 
foUoTved upon Mutimer’s downfall, Nicholas Dabbs fell ill and 
died. He was married but had no children, and his wife had 
been separated from him for several years. His brother Daniel 
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found himself in flourishing circumstances, with a publio^house 
which brought in profits of forty pounds a week. It goes without 
saying that Danid forthwith abandoned his daily labour and 
installed himsdf behind the bar. The position suited him 
admirably; with a barmaid and a potman at his orders (he 
paid than no penny more than the market rate), he stood 
about in his shirt sleeves and gossiped from mom to midnight 
with such of his friends as hem leisure (and mon^) to spend 
in the temple of Bacchus. From the day that saw him a licensed 
victualler he ceased to attend the Socialist meetings; it was, 
of course, a sufficient explanation to point to the fact that he 
could not be in two places at the same time, for Sunday evening 
is a season of brisk business in the liquor trade. At first he 
was reticent on the subject of his old convictions, but by degrees 
he found it possible to achieve the true innkeeper’s art, and 
speak freely in a way which could offend none of his customers, 
^d he believed himself every bit as downright and sincere as 
he had ever been. 

Comfortably established on a capitalist basis, his future 
assured because it depended upon the signal vice of his class, it 
one day occurred to Daniel that he ought to take to himself a 
helpmeet, a partner of his joys and sorrows. He had thought 
of it from time to time during the past year, buf only in a 
vague way; he had even directed his eyes to the woman who 
mi^t perchance he the one most suitable, though with anything 
but assurance of his success if he seriously endeavoured to 
obtain her. Long ago he had ceased to trouble himself about 
his first love; %vith characteristic acceptance of the accom* 
plished fact, he never really imagined that Alice Mutimer, after 
she became an heiress, could listen to his wooing, and, to do him 
justice, he appreciated the delicacy of his position, if he should 
continue to press his suit. It cost him not a little suffering 
altogether to abandon his hopes, for the Princess had captivated 
him, and if he could have made her his wife he would~for at 
least twelve months—have been a proud and exultant man. 
But all that was over; Daniel was heart-free, when he again 
began to occupy himself with womankind; it was a very differoit 
person towards whom he found himself attracted. Hiis was 
Emma Vine. 

After that chance meeting with Mrs. Olay in the ofimibus 
he lost sight of the sisters for a while, but one day Kate oame 
to the public-house and desired to see him. She was in great 
misery. Emma had fallen ill, gravely ill, and Kate had no 
money to pay a doctor. The people in the house where she 
lodged were urging her to send for the parish doctor, but that 
was an extremity to be avoided as long as a single hope remained. 
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She had come to borrow a few shillmgs in order that ehe might 
take Emma in a cab to the hospital; perhajM the^ would receive 
her as an in-patient. Daniel put his hand in ms pocket. He 
did more; though on the point of returning from breakfast 
to his work, he sacrificed the morning to accommnj Hra. Gay 
and help her to get the sick girl to the horaital. Fortunately 
it was found possible to give her a bed; Emma remained in 
the hospital for seven weeks. 

Daniel was not hasty in forming attachments. During the 
seven weeks he called three or four times to inquire of Bfis. 
Clay what progress her sister was making, but when Emma 
came home agam, and resumed her usual work, he seemed to 
have no further interest in her. At length Kate came to the 
[mblic-house one Saturday night and wished to pay back half 
the loan. Daniel shook his head. * All right, Mrs. Clay; don’t 
vou hurt yourself. Let it wait till you’re a bit better off.* 
Nicholas was behind the bar, and when Kate had gone he asked 
Ids brother if he hadn’t curved something curious in Mrs. 
Gay’s behaviour. Daniel certainly had; the brothers i^reed 
that she must have been drinking rather more than was good 
for her. 

‘ I shouldn’t wonder,’ said Daniel, * if she started with the 
whole o’ the mon^.’ 

Which, indeed, was a true conjecture. 

Time went on, and Daniel had been sis months a licensed 
victualler. It was summer once more, and thirsty weather. 
Daniel stood behind the bar in his shirt sleeves, oollarless for 
personal ease, with a white waistcoat, and trousers of light 
tweed. Across his stomach, which already was more portly 
than in his engineering days, swayed a heavy gold chain; on 
one of his fingers was a demonstrative ring. His face and neck 
were very red; his hair, cropped extremely short, gleamed with 
odorous oils. You could see that he prided himself on the spot-, 
Irssness of his linen; his cuffs were turned up to avoid alooholio 
soilure; their vast luiks hung loose for better observance by 
customers. Daniel was a smil^ and a happy man. * 

It was early on Sunday evening; Hoxton had shdten itself 
from the afternoon dumbw, had twen a moderate tea, and was 
in no .two minds about the entirely agreeable way of getting 
through the hours till bedtime. Daniel beamed on the good 
thirsty souls who sought refuge under his roof from the still 
wani!i rays of the sun. Whilst seeing that no customer lacked 
due attention, he conversed genially with a group ot his special 
friends. One oi these had been present at a meeting held on 
Geikenwdl Green that morning, a meeting assembled to heu 
Bidhard Mutimer. Richwrd, a year having passed ainoe his 
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temponuy ecUp^ was onoe more ^minent as a jrapular leader. 
He was addressing himself to the blast End espeoiaJly, and had 
a scheme to propound which, whatevw mig^t be its sucoess cff 
the^posite, Kept him well before the eyes of men. 

‘ W^t’s ^ this *ece about? * cried one of the group in an 
impatiently contemptuous tone. * I can’t see nothin’ in it 
myself.' 

' I cfm see as he wants money,’ observed another, laughing. 

* There's a good many ways o' gettin’ money without earnin' it, 
particular if you’ve got a tongue as goes like a steam engine.' 

* 1 don’t think so bad of mm as all that,’ said the man who 
had attended the meeting. *’Tain't for himself as he wants the 
monw. What do you th^ o* this ’ere job, Dan 7 ’ 

' ru tell you more about that in a year’s time,' replied Dabbs, 
thrusting his fingers into his waistcoat pockets. ^’Ocoding to 
Mike^ we’re all goin’ to be rich before we know it. Let’s hope 
it’ll come true.’ 

He put his tongue in his cheek and let his eye circle round 
the group. 

' l^ms to me,' said the contemptuous man, ‘ he’d better 
look after his own people first. Charity b^ns at 'ome, eh, 
mates?' 

' What do you mean by that? ’ inquired a voice. 

* Why, isn’t his brother—^what’s his name? Bill—Jack- ' 

* *AiTy,* corrected Daniel. 

*To be sore, 'Any; 1 don’t know him mvself, but 1 ’card 
talk of him. It's him as is doin’ his three months’ 'ard labour.' 

' That ain’t no fault o’ Dick Mutimer’s,’ asserted the apologist. 

* He always was a bad ’un, that ’Any. Why, you can say so 
much, Dan? No, no, I don't 'old with a man’s b^’ cried down 
'cause he’s got a brother as disgraces himself. It was Dick 
as got him his place, an’ a good place it was. It wasn’t Dick 
as put him up to thievin’, 1 suppose? ’ 

^No, no, that’s right enou^,’ said Dabbs. ' Let a man be 
judged by his own saym’s and doin’s. There's queer stories 
^ about Dick Mutimer himself, but—was it Scotch or Irish, Mike ? * 

Mike had planted his glass on the counter in amannw surest* 
ing replenis^ent. 

"Now that's what 1 call a cruel question!’ cried Mike 
humorously. * llie man as doesn't stick to his country, I don’t 
think much of him.’ 

The humour was not remarkable, but it caused a roar of 
lan^ter to go m 

* Now what I want to know,' exclaimed one, returning to 
the main subject, * is where Mutimer gets his money to live on. 
He does no work, we know that much.’ 
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* He told lie all about that Uiis momm’/ replied the authority. 
* He hae hrimds as keeps him goin*, that’s alL As far as I can 
make out it’s a sort o’ subscription.* 

* Now, thwe you are! ’ put in Daniel with half a sneer. * 1 
don’t call that Socialism. Let a man support himself by his 
own wOTk, then he’s got a right to say what he likes. No, no, 
we know what Socialism means, eh, Tom ? ’ 

The man appealed to answered with a laugh. 

* Well, blest if I do, Dan! There’s so many kinds o’ Socialism 
nowaday. Which lot does he pretend to belong to? There’s 
the “ Fieaw Cross,” and there’s Roodhouse with his “ Tocsin,” 
and now 1 s’pose Dick’ll be startin’ another paror of his own.* 

*No, no,’ replied Mutimer’s supporter. ^He holds by the 
“ Fiery Cross ” still, so he said this momin’. I’ve no opinion 
o’ Hothouse myself. He makes a deal o* noise, but 1 can’t see 
as he does anything.’ 

*You won’t catch Dick Mutimer sidin’ with Roodhouse,’ 
remarked Daniel with a wink. * That’s an old story, eh, Tom ? ’ 

Thus the talk went on, and the sale of beverages kept pace 
with it. About eight o’clock the barmaid informed Daniel 
that Mrs. Clay wished to see him. Kate had entered the house 
by the private door, and was sitting in the bar-parlour. Daniel 
went to her at once. 

She was more slovenly in appearance than ever, and showed 
all the sims of extreme poverty. Her face was not merely 
harsh and sour, it indicated a process of degradation. The 
smile with which she greeted Daniel was disagreeable through 
excessive anxiety to m ingratiating. Her eyes were restless 
and shrewd. Daniel sat down opposite to her, and rested his 
elbows on the table. 

* Well, how’s all at ’ome ? ’ he began, avoiding her look as 
he STOke. 

* Nothing much to boast of,’ Kate replied with an unpleasant 
giggle. ' We keep alive.* 

* Emma all ^ht? ’ 

* She’s all right, except for her bad ’ead-aches. She’s had 
another of ’em this week. But I think it’s a bit better to^y.’ 

* She’ll have a rest to-morrow.* 

The following day was the Au^t bank-holiday. 

* No, she'll have no rest. She’s going to do some cleaning in 
Goswell Road.’ 

Danid drammed with his fingers on the table. 

* ^e isn’t fit to do it, that^ quite certain,* Mrs. Clay con¬ 
tinued. * I wish 1 could get her out for an hour or two. She 
wants fresh air, that’s wlmt it is. I s’pose you’re going some¬ 
where to-morrow ? ’ 
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It WBB adced inainuatin^y, and at the saane time wtth aft 
air of veaiy neiBiiatloii. 

* Well, 1 did think o* gettin* as far as Epping Forest. D'eoa 
think TOO could persuade Emma to come? ^u and the ohikben 
as irelL you know. FU have the mare out if she will* 

* I can ask her and see. It ’ud be a rare treat for us. I feel 
myself as if 1 couldn't hold up much longer, it's that hotl * 

She threw a glance towards the bar. 

* Will you have a bottle o' lemonade?' Danid asked. 

* It’s very kind of you. I’ve a sort o’ fainty feeling. If you’d 
just put ever such a little drop in it, Mr. Dabbs.' 

De^d betrayed a slight annoyance. But he wmt to the 
door Mid gave the order. 

* Still at the same place ? ’ he asked on resuming his seat. 

* Emma, you mean? Yes, but it's only been half a wedr’s 
work, this l^t. And I’ve as good as nothing to do. There's 
the children runnin' about with no soles to their feet.' 

The lemonade—with a dash in it—^was brought to her, and 
she refreshed herself with a deep draught Perhaps the dadi 
was not perceptible enough; she did not seem entirely satisfied, 
though pretending to be so. 

* Suppose I come round to-night and ask her myself?' Daniel 
said, as the result of a short reflection. 

* It ’nd be kind of you if you would, Mr. Dabbs. I'm afrud 
she'll teU me she can’t afford to lose the day.* 

He consulted his watch, then again reflected, still drumming 
on tiie tabla 

* All right, we’ll go,’ he said, rising from his chair. 

His coat was harnging on a peg behind the door. He drew 
it on, and went to tell the barmaid that he should be absent 
exaclly twenty minutes. It was DanieFs polu^ to lead his 
underlings to expect that he might return at any moment, 
though he would probably be away a couple of hours. 

The sistera were now living in a sto^ crossing the angle 
between Goswell Boad and the CiW Road. Daniel was not, as 
a rale, lavidi in his expenditure, W he did not care to watt; 
any i^tanoe, and there was no line of omnibuses available. 
He took a hansom. * 

It ffttifically fdl to Emma’s share to put her sister's children 
to bed, for Mrs. day was seldom at home in the evening. But 
for Emma, indeed, the little ones would have been sadly off for 
mothnly care. Kste had now and then a fit of materi^ zea^ 
but it usually ended in impatience and slappings; for the most 
part she reg^ed her offspring as encumbruioe, uid only drew 
attention to them when she tnshed to impress peo^ with the 
heidships her lot. The natural result was that the boy and 
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girl onl|y knew her as mother by name; they feared her, and 
would ahrink to Emma's side when Kate b^gan to speak 
crossly. 

All dwdt together in one room, for life was hmrder than 
ever. Emma’s illness had been the beginn^ of a dark and 
miserable time. Whilst she was in the hospitm her sister took 
the first steps on the path which leads to destmotion; with 
scanty employment, much time to kill, never a sufficiency of 
food, companions only too like herseU in their distaste for 
home duties and in the misery of their existence, poor Kate 
got into the habit of straying aimlessly about the streets, and, 
the inevitable consequence^ of seeking warmth and company in 
the public-house. Her children lived as the children of such 
mothers do: th^ played on the stairs or on the pavements, 
had accidents, always dirty, cried themselves to sleep in 
hunger and pain. When Emma returned, still only fit for a 
convalescent home, she had to wdk about day after day in 
search of work, conciliating the employers whom Mrs. Clay had 
neglected or disgusted, undertaking jobs to which her strength 
was inadequate, and, not least, sfriving her hurdest to restore 
order in the wretched home. It was agreed that Kate should 
use the machine at home, whilst Emma got regular employ¬ 
ment in a workroom. 

Emma never heard of that letter which her sister wrote to 
Uutimer’s wife. Kate had no expectation that help would 
come of it; she hoped that it had done Mutibmer harm, and the 
hope had to satisfy hw. She durst not let Emma suspect that 
she had done such a thing. 

Emma heard, however, of the loan from Daniel Dabbs, and 
afterwards thanked him for his kindness, but she resolutely set 
her face against the reTOtition of such favours, though Daniel 
would have willingly hdped when she came out of the hospital 
Kate, of course, was for accepting anything that was offered; 
she lost her temper, and accusM i^ma of wishing to starve the 
children. But she was still greatly under her sister’s influence, 
1 ^ when Emma declared that there must be a parting between 
tiiem ff she discovered that anything was secretiy accepted from 
Mr. Dabbs, Kate sullenly yielded the TOint. 

Daniel was aware of aU this, and it made an impression 
upon him. 

To-nif^t Emma was as usual left alone with the children. 
After tea, when Kate left the house, she sat down to the 
machine and worked for a couple of hours; fcff her there was 
■nydl difference between Sunday and week day. Whilst work¬ 
ing she told the children stories; it was a way of beguiling 
them from their desire to go and play in the stre^ They were 
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stcan^e etorkB, half reooUeoted firoin a childhood which had 
promised bettw things lhan a maidenhood of garret miserj, 
half Emma’s own invention. They had a ffwse, a 8pontaneity» 
occasionally an imaginative br^^tness, which would have made 
them, if they had becm taken down from the lips, models of 
tale-telling fmr children. had two classes of story: the 

one oonomned itself with rich children, the other with poor; 
the one highly fanciful, the other fuU of a touching aotuwty, 
the very essence of a life such as that led by the listeners them¬ 
selves. Unlike the novel which commends itself to the world’s 


K >wn children, these narratives had by no means necessarily a 
ppy ending; for one thing Emma saw too deeply into the 
facts of hfe, and was herself too sad, to cease her music on a 


merry chord; and, moreover, it was half a matter of principle 
with her to make the little ones thoughtful and sympathetio; 
she believed that they would ^ow up kindmr and more self- 
reliant if they wwe in the habit of thinking that we are ever 
dependent on each other for solace and strei^hening under the 
bunien of life. The most elaborate of her stories, one wholly of 
her own invention, was called ’ Blanche and Janey.’ It was a 
double biography. Blanche and Janey were born on the same 
day, they lived ten years, and then died on the same day. But 
Blwche was the child of wealthy parents; Janey was TOrn in 
a garret. Their Uves were recounted in parallel, almost year 
by year, and there was sadness in the contrast. Emma had 
chosen the name of the poor child in memory of hm own sister,^ 
her ever dear Jane, whose life had been a life of sorrow. 

The story ended thus: 

’ Yes, they died on the same day, and they W€»re buried uu 
the Bsune day. But not in the same cemetery, oh no! Blanche's 
grave is far away over there *—she pointed to the west—’ among 
tombstones covered with flowers, and her father and mother 


S o every Sunday to read her name, and think and talk of her. 

aney was buried far away over yonder ’—she pointed to the 
east—’ but there is no stone on her grave, and no one knows 
the exact place where she lies, and no one, no one ever goes to 
think and taJk of her.’ 

The sweetness of the story lay in the facf that the children 
were both good, and both deserved to be happy; it never 
occurred to Emma to teach her hearers to hate tittle Blanche 


just because hers was the easier lot. 

Whatever might be her secret suffering, with the little ones 
Emma was invariably patient and tender. However dirty they 
had made themsdves duiiog the day, however much they cried 
when hiinger made thmn irritable, they went to their aunt’s 
side with tiie assurance d finding gentleness in reproof and 
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empathy wkh their troables. Yet once she was really angiy. 
Bertie told her a ddibecate nntnith, Mid she at once dr^verra 
it. She stood sileit for a few moments, locddng as Bertie had 
never seen her look. Then she said: 

* Do you know, Bertie, that it is wrong to try and deeeiveT * 

Then she tried to make him nnderstaw idiy Iris^ood was 
evil, and as she spoke to the child her voice qnivered, her breast 
heaved. When the little fellow was overcome, aiMl began to 
sob, Emma checked herself, recollecting that she had lost si^^t 
of ^e offender’s age, and vw using expressions vHbioh he oonH 
not understand. But the lesson was effectual. If ever the brother 
and sister were tempted to hide anything by a falsehood ^ey 
remembered * Aunt Emma’s ’ face, and dii^ not incur the 
danger of her severity. 

So she told her stories to the humming of the machine, and 
when it was nearly the children’s bedtime she broke off to ask 
them if th^ would like some bread and butter. Among all 
the results m her poverty the bitterest to Emma was when she 
found herself hoping th^ the children tmvld not eat much. If 
their appetite was poor it made her anxious about their health, 
yet it happened sometimes that she feared to ask them if they 
were hungry lest the supply of bread should fail. It was so 
to-night. The week’s earnings had been three shillings; the 
rent itself was four. But the children were as ready to eat as 
if they had had no tea. It went to her heart to give thmn each 
but one half-slice and tell them that they could have no more. 
Gladly she would have robbed herself of l^reakfast next morning 
on their account, but that she durst not do, for she had under¬ 
taken to scrub out an office in Goswell Road, and she knew 
that her strength would fail if she went from home fasting. 

She put them to bed—th^ slept together on a sman bed¬ 
stead, which was a chair during the day—and then sat down 
to do some patching at a dress of Kate’s. Her face when she 
communed with her own thoughts was profoundly sad, but far 
from the weakness of self-pity. Indeed she did bert not to 
think of herself; she knew that to do so cost her stanggles with 
feelings she hdd to be evil, resentment and woe of passion and 
despair. She tried to occupy hera^ solely with her sister and 
the children, planning how to make Kate more home-loving 
and how to ^d the little ones more food. 

She had no oompajiions. The girls whom she came to know 
in the workroom for the most part took life very easily; she 
could not share in thm genuine merriment; she was cfften 
rendted by their way of tlunking and speakii^. l%ey thou^t 
her doB, and paid no attm^ion to her. She was glad to be 
relieved of the necesinty of talking. 
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Her sieter thov^t her hard. Kate believed that ahe was 
ipx ever brooding over her injury. This was not tnie^ bnt a 
oertain hardness in her oharaoter there oertauily was. For her 
life^ both of soul and body, was asoetio; she taught herself to 
ex^t^ to hope for, nothi^. When she was hungry she had a 
aast of pleasure in enduring; when wei^ she worked on as if 
by effort she could overcome the feeling. But Kate's chief 
complaint against her was her determination to receive no help 
save m the way of opportunity to earn mon^. This was some* 
thing more than or£nary pride. Emma suffered intensely in 
the recollection that she had lived at Mutimer's expmise during 
the very months when he was seeking the love of another 
woman, and casting about for means of abandoning herself. 
When ^e thought m Alice coming with the proposal that she 
and her sister i^ould still occupy the house in Wilton Square, 
and still receive money, the heat of shame and anger never 
fai^ to rise to her cheeks. She could never accept nrom axiy- 
one i^ain a penny which she had not earned. She believM 
that Daniel Dabbs had been repaid, otherwise she could not 
have rested a moment. 

It was her terrible misfortune to have feelings too refined 
for the position in which fate had placed her. Had she only 
been like those other girls in the workroom! But we are interest* 
ing in proportion to our oapocity for suffering, and dignity 
comes of misery nobly borne. 

As she sat working on Kate’s dress, she was surprised to 
hear a heavy step approaching. There came a knocK at the 
door; she answered, admitting DanieL 

He looked about the room, partly from curiosity, partly 
through embarrassment. Dude was falling. 

’ Young ’tins in bed ? ’ he said, lowering his voice. 

* Yes, they ore asleep,’ Emma replied. 

* You don’t mind me coming up ? * 

‘Oh no!’ 

He went to the window and looked at the houses opposite, 
then at the flushed sky. 

* Bank holiday to*morrow. 1 thought I’d like to ask you 
whether you and Bfrs. CSay and the children ^ud come with me 
to Epping Forest. If it’s a day like this, it’ll be a nice drive— 

yon good. You look as if you wanted a Inreath of fresh air, 
if you don’t mind me sayin* it.’ 

' It’s very kind of yon, Mr. Dabbs,’ Emma relied. ‘ I am 
ver^scMny 1 can’t oome myself, but my sister and the ohildrai 

^^^heehi^not refuse for tiiem likewise, yet ^ was troubled 
to accept so far. 
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‘ But why can’t ffou come ? * he asked good-naturedly, slapping 
his hat against his leg. 

* I have some work that’ll take me nearly all day.’ 

* But you’ve no buriness to work on a bank holiday. I’m 
not sure as it ain’t brealdn’ the law.' 

He laughed, and Emma did her best to show a smile. But 
she said nothing. 

‘ But you tall come, now? You can lose just the one day? 
It’ll do you a power o’ good. You’ll work all the better on 
Tuesday, now see if you don’t. Why, it ain’t worth livin’, never 
to get a holiday.’ 

’ I’m very soriy. It was very kind indeed of you to think 
of it, Ifr. I^bbs. I really can’t come.* 

He went again to the window, and thence to the children’s 
bedside. He bent a little and watched them breathing. 

* Bertie’s growin’ a fine little lad.’ 

* Yes, indeed, he is.’ 

’He’ll have to go to school soon, I B’pose~rm afraid he 
gives you a good deal of trouble, that is, I mean—you know 
how 1 mean it.’ 

’ Oh, he is very good,’ Emma said, looking at the sleeping 
face aflfeotionately. 

* Yes, yes.’ 

Danid had meant something different; he saw that Emma 
would not understand him. 

* We see changes in life,’ he resumed, musingly. ’ Now who’d 
a’ thought I should end up with having more money than I 
know how to use ? The ’ouse has done wdl for ei^t years now, 
an* it’s likely to do well for a good many years yet, as far as 
I can see.* 

’ I am glad to hear that,’ Emma replied constrainedly. 

’ Miss Vine, 1 wanted you to come to Epping Forest to-morrow 
because I thought I should have a chance of a little talk. I 
don’t mean that was the only reason; it’s too bad you never 
get a holiday, and I should like it to a’ done you good. But 
I thou^t 1 might a’ found a chance o* sayin’ something, some¬ 
thing I’ve thought of a long time, and that’s the honest truth. 
1 want to help you and your sister and the young ’uns, but 
vou most of aJi I don’t like to see you livin’ sudi a hard hf^ 
%kU8e yon deserve somethiog better, if ever anyone did. Now 
will you let me hdp you ? There’s only one way, and it’s the 
way I’d like best of any. The long an’ the short it is, 1 want 
to ask you if you’ll come an’ live at the ’ouse, come a^ bring 
Mrs. Clay an’ the children? ’ 

Emma locked at him in surprise and felt unoertain of his mean¬ 
ing, thouj^ his speech had pamfuUy prepared her with an answer. 
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' rd do my right down beet to make you a good *OBband, 
that I wonl^ Emma!' Daniel hurried on, getting flustered. 

‘ Perhaps Fve been a bit too sudden? Suppose we leave it tUl 
you've had time to think over? It's no TOod talking to yon 
about money an' that kind o' thing; you'd marry a poor man 
as soon as a rich, if only you cared in the right way for him. 
I won't sing my own praises, but I don't think you’d find much 
to oomplain of in me. I'd never ask you to go into the bar, 
'cause t know you ain’t suited for that, and, what's more. I'd 
rather you didn’t. Will you give it a thought? ’ 

It was modest enough, and from her knowledge of the man 
Emma felt that he was to be trusted for more than his word. 
But he asked an impossible thing. She could not imagine her¬ 
self consenting to marry any mem, but the reasons why she 
could not meaty Daniel Dabbs were manifold. She felt them 
all, but it was only needful to think of one. 

Yet it was a temptation, and the hour of it might have been 
chosen. With a scarcily of food for the morrow, with dark 
fears for her sister, suffering incessantly on the children's account, 
Emma might have been pardoned if she had taken the helping 
hand. But the temptation, though it unsteadied her brain for 
a moment, could never have overcome her. She would have 
deemed it far less a crime to go out and steal a loaf from the 
baker's shop than to marry Daniel because he offered rescue 
from destitution. 

She refused him, as gently as she could, but with firmness 
which left him no room for misunderstanding hw. Danid was 
awed by her quiet sincerity. 

* But 1 can wait,’ he stammered; * if you'd take time to 
think it over? ’ 

Usdess; the answer could at no time be other. 

* Well, Tve no call to grumble,’ he said. * You say straight 
out what you mean. No woman can do fairer than that.' 

His thought recurred for a moment to Alice, whose fault had 
been that she was ever ambimous. 

* It's hud to beu. 1 dont think 1 shall ever cue to marry 
any other woman. But you're doin’ the riffht thing and the 
honest thing; I wish all women was like you.^ 

At the dwr he turned. 

* There’d be no harm if I take Mrs. Clay and the children, 
would there? ’ 

* 1 am sure they wrfll thank you, Mr. Dabbs.' 

It did not matW now that there was a cleu nndetstanding. 

At a little distance from the house door Daoid found Aba. 
eSay waiting. 

' No good,' he said cheerlesdy. 
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‘ 1^ won’t go? ’ 

* No. But 1^ take yon and the childreD, if you’S eome.’ 

Kate did not immediately reply. A grave duappointment 

showed itseli in her face. 

* Can’t be helped,’ Daniel replied to her look. ' I did my best.’ 

Kate accepted his invitation, and they ananged the hour of 

meeting. As she approached the house to entw, now looking 
ill-tempered, a woman of her acquaintance met her. After a 
few mmutes’ conversation they walked away together. 

Emma sat up till twelve o’clock. The thou^t on which 
she was brooding was not one to make the time go lightly; it 
was>—how much and how various evil can be wron^t by a 
single act of treachery. And the instance in her mind was more 
fruitful than hor knowledge allowed her to perceive. 

Kate appeared shortly after nudni^t. She had very red 
che^B and very bri^t eyes, and her mood was quarrelmme. 
She sat down on tlie bed and began to talk of Daniel Dabbs, 
as she had often done already, in a maundering way. Emma 
kept silence; she was beginning to undress. 

^There’s a man with money,’ said Kate, her voice getting 
louder ; * money, I tell you, and you’ve only to say a word. 
And you won’t even be civil to mm. You’ve got no feeling; 
you don’t care for nobody but yourself. I’ll take the children 
and leave you to go your own way, that’s what I’ll do! ’ 

It was hard to make no reply, but Emma succeeded in com- 
mcmding herself. The maundering talk went on for more than 
an hour. Then came the wretched silence of night. 

Emma did not sleep. She was too wobegone to find a tear. 
Life stood before her in the darkness like a hideous spectre. 

In the morning she told her sister that Danid had awed her to 
marry him and that she had refused. It was best to have that 
understood. Kate heard with black brows. But even yet she 
knew something of shame when she remembered her return home 
the night before; it kept her from giving utterance to her anger. 

There followed a scene such as had occurred two ox three 
times during the past six months. Emma threw aside all her 
ooldneBs, and with passionate wtreaty besought her sister t6 
draw ba^ from the gulfs edge whilst there was yet tima INa 
her own sake, for the sake ox Bertie and the Uttie girl, by the 
memcuy of that dear dead one who lay in the waste cemetoy I 

* Pity ma tool Think a Httie of me, Kate dear! You are 
driving me to despair.’ 

Kate was mov^ she had not else been human. Urn ohfldren 
were looking up with fri^tened, wondering eyea She hid her 
fihce and muttered promiaes of amendment. 

Emma kissed her, and strove hard to hopa 
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CHAPTER XXXI 

With his five handred pounds lodged in the hank, Mutiiner 
felt iU at ease in the lodging^ in PentcmviUe. He to look 
about for an abode more suitable to the dignity of ms position, 
and shortly disoovored a house in Holloway, the rent twenty- 
ei^t pounds, the situation convenient for lus purposes. By 
way ot making some Mnends to Adela for his mbs than civil 
be^viour, he took the house and had it modestty furnished (at 
the cost of one hundred and ten pounds) b^re saying anything 
to her of his plans. Then, on the pretext of going to search 
for pleasanter lodgings, he one day took her to Holloway and 
led W into her own dwelling. Adela was startled, but did her 
best to seem grateful. 

They returned to Pentonviile, settled their accounts, packed 
their belonging, and by evening were able to sit down to a 
dinner cooked ny their own s^rvant^under Adela’s supervision. 
Mutimer purchased a couple of bottles of claret on the way 
home, that the first evening might be who% cheesful. Of a 
suddoi he had become a new man; the sullenness had passed, 
and he walked from room to room with much the same air of 
lofty satisfaction as when he first surveyed the interior of 
Wanley Manor. He mcMle a show of reading in the hour before 
dinner, but could not keep still for more than a few minutes 
at a time; he wanted to handle the furniture, to survey the 
prospect from the windows, to walk out into the road and take 
a general view of the house. When their meal had begun, and 
the servant, instructed to wait at table, chanced to to out of 
the room, he remarked: 

* We'll begin, of course, to dine at the proper time agatCi. 

It's far bettw, don't you think so ?' ., 

' Yes, 1 think so.' 

And, hy-the-by, you'll see that Maty has a cap.' 

Adda smiled. 

* Yes, I’ll see she has.’ 

Mazy herself entered. Some impulse she did not quite under- 
Btanl led Adela to look at die ml in her yet capless copditioiL 
She said aemedung which would require Muiy to answer, and 
found henelf wondering at the sabmissiva tona^ die repeated 
'Mum.* 
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* Yes,* she mused with hersdf, * she is our creature. We pay 
her and she must attire herself to suit our ideas of propriety. 
She must remember her station.* 

*What is it?* Mutimer asked, noticing that she bad again 
smiled. 

* Nothing.* 

His pipe lit, his limbs reposing in the easy-chair, Mutimer 
became expansive. He requested Adela's attention whilst he 
rendered a full account of im the moneys he had laid out^ and 
made a computation of the cost of living on this basis. 

* The start once made,* he said, * you see it isn*t a bit dearer 
than the lodging And the fact is, 1 couldn*t have done much 
in that hole. Now here, I fed able to go to work. It isn't in 
reality spending money on ourselves, though it may look like it. 
You see 1 must have a place where people can cim to see me; 
we*d no room before.’ 

He mused. 

* You’U write and teU your mother ? * 

‘Yes.* 

* Don’t say anything about the money. You haven’t done 
yetk I suppose? ’ 

*No.’ 

* Better not. That’s our own business. You can just say 
you're more comfortable. Of course,* he added, * there’s no 
secret. 1 shall let people understand in time that I am carry¬ 
ing out the wishes of a Socialist friend. That’s simple enough. 
But there’s no need to talk about it just yet. I must get fairly 
going iQrst.’ 

His face gathered light as he proceeded. 

* Ah, now rU do something! see if 1 don’t. You see, the 
fact of the matter is, there are some men who are cut out for 
leading in a movement, and 1 have the kind of feeling—^well, 
for one thing, I’m readier at public speaking than most. You 
think so, don’t you ? * 

Adela was sewing together some chintzes. She kept her eyes 
oiosely on the work. 

’ Yes, I think so.* 

* Now the first thing 1 shall get done,’ her husband pursued, 
a little disappointed wat she gave no warmer assent, ^ is that 
book, “ My Work at New Wanley.” The Union ’ll pubfish it. 
It ought to have a good sale in Bmwick and round amut there. 
You see I must get my name well known: that’s everything. 
When Tve got that off hand, then I shall bcgm (m the East 
Ekid. I mean to make the East End my own |pmnd. FU see 
if something can’t be done to stir ’em up. i haven’t quite 
thought it out yet. Ihere must be some way of getting them 
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to take mi mterest in Socialism. Now we*U see what can be 
done in twehre months. What’ll ^ou bet me that I don’t add 
a thousand members to the Union in this next year? ’ 

* I dare say yon caa’ 

* There’s no *’ dare say ” about it. I mean to I 1 begin to 
think Fve special good luck; things always tom out ri^t in 
the end. When I lost my work because I was a Socialist, then 
came Wanley. Now Fto lost Wanley, and here comes five 
hundred a year for toi years! 1 wonder who that poor feUow 
may be? I suppose he’U die soon, and thm no doubt we shall 
hear his name. I only wish thme were a few more like him.’ 

’ The East End I ’ he resumed presently. ’ Hiat’s my ground. 
I’ll make the East Ehid know me as well as they know any 
man in England. What we want is personal influence. It’s no 
use addng them to get excited about a movement; they must 
have a man. Just the same in howgeoU politic. It isn’t 
Liberalism th^ care for; it’s Gladstone. Wait and seel' 

He talked for three hours, at times as if he were already (m 
the platform before a crowd of East Enders who were shouting, 
’Ifutimer for ever!’ Adela feU into physical weariness; at 
length she with difficulty kept her eyes open. His langu^pe 
was a mere buzdng in her ears; her thoughts were far away. 

“ My Work at New Wanley ’ was written and published; 
Keene had the glory of revising the manuscript. It made a 
pamphlet of thirty-two pages, and was in reality an autobio¬ 
graphy. It pres^ted the ideal working man; the author stood 
as a type for ever of the noble possibilities inherent in his class. 
Writtra of course in the first person, it contained pMsara of 
monumental self-satisfaction. Adela, too, was mentioned; to 
her honor she found a gbwing description of the work she had 
done among the women and children. After reading that pim 
she threw the pamphlet aside and hid her face in her hands. 
She longed for the earth to cover her. 

But we publication had no sale worth speaking of. A hundred 
copies were got rid of at the Socialist centres, and a couple of 
hundred more when the price was reduced from twojpenoe to a 
penny. This would not satisfy Mutimn. He took the remain¬ 
ing three hundred off the hands of the Union and sowed them 
tuoadcast over the East End, where alreadv he was actiw^ 
at work. Then he had a thousand more struck off, and at every 
meeting which he h^ gave away numerous comes. Kente 
wrote to suggest that in a new edition there should be a woodcut 
portrait cl the author <m the frcmt. Mutimer was delighted 
with the idea, and at once had it curied out. 

Through t^ winter and the spring that followed he worked 
hard. It had become a necessity of his existence to hear his 



Demos 

ilAme cm lips of men» to be perpetually in evidence. Adela 
MW tbat day ^ day his personal vainily grew more absorbing. 
Whcai he retamed from a meeting he would occupy her for 
hours with a recitation of the speeches he had made^ wiili a 
minute account of what others had said of him. He succeeded 
in forming a new branch of the Union in CSedcenweli, and by 
contributang half the rent obtained a room for meetings. In 
this branch he was King Mutimw. 

In the meantime the suit against Rodman was carried through, 
it could have of course but one result. Rodman was sold up; 
but the profit accruing to Hubert Eldon was trifling, for the 
costs were paid out of the estate, and it appeared that Rodman, 
making hay whilst the sun shone, had spent aU but the whole 
of his means. There remained the question whether he was 
making fraudulent concealments. Mutimer was morally con* 
▼iimed that this was the case, and would vastly have enjoyed 
laying his former friend by the heels for the statutable six 
but satisfactory proofs were not to be obtained. Through 
Mr. Yottle, Eldon expressed the desire that, as far as he was 
concemed, the matter might rest. But it was by no means 
vdth pure zeal for justice that Mutimer had proceeded thus far. 
He b^an the suit in anger, and, as is wont to be the case with 
litigants, grew more bitter as it went on. The adling up of 
Rodman’s house was an occasion of joy to him; he went aront 
singine and whistling. 

Adma marvdled that he could so entirely forget the sufierings 
at his sister; she had had so many proofs of his affection for 
Alice. In fact he was far from forgetting hm*, but he made 
strange distinction between her and her husband, and had a 
feeling that in doing his utmost to injure Rodman he was in a 
manner avenging iidioe. His love for Alice was in no degree 
weakened, but-—if the state can be understood—he was jealous 
of the completeness with which she had abandoned him to 
espouse the cause of her husband. Alice had imiounced her 
hniAkfi; she never saw him, and declared that she never would 
speak to bhu a^dn. And Mutimer had no fear lest she should 
Bute waht. Biodman had a tuition of some kind in the Qdy; 
he mid his wife lived lor a while in lodgings, then took a house 
at Wimbledon. 

One of Mntimer’s greatest anxieties had been test he lAonld 
have a (tiffieuUy henceforth in supporting his mother in the 
old house. The economteal plan would have been Iw Adela 
asd himself to po and live witn the old woman, but he fdt that 
to be impossib^ Hte mother would never bmme reoonafled 
te Adela, and, if the ftnth mnat be told, he wu aahamed to 
make known to Adela hla mother’s eatoearive jnmmlincss. Tben 
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aoain he was aiail eetran^ from the old womao. Thoo^ he 
often thooj^t of what Alice had said to him on that point* 
month altar month went by and he could not make up hie 
mind to go to Wilton Square. Having let the greater part of 
her houae^ Mrs. Mutimer needed little pecuniary aid; once phe 
returned money which he had sent to her. ^Any still lived 
with her* and 'Ariy was a never*ending difficulty. After hie 
appearance in the police court* he retim for a week or two 
into private life; that is to say, he contented himself udtb 
loafing about the streets of Hoxton and the City* and was at 
home by eleven o'clock nightly, perfectly sober. IRie chwaoter 
of this jroung man was that of a distinct class* CKimiffising the 
sons of mechanics uho are ruined moraUy by being taught to 
consider themsdves above manual labour. Had he from t^e 
first been put to a craft, he would in all likelihood have beito 
no worse than the ordinary English artisan—probably cfrink* 
ing too much and loafing on Mondays, but not sinking bdow 
the level his fellows in the worbhop. positive fault 
was that shared by his brother and sister—personal vanity. It 
was encouraged from the beginning by immunity from the only 
kind of work for which he was fitted, and the undreamt-of re¬ 
volution in his prospects gave fatal momwitum to all his worst 
tendencies. Keene and Rodman successively did their beet, 
though unint^tionally, to ruin him. He was now incapable 
of earning his living by any continuous work. Since his return 
to London he h greatly extended his circle of acquaintanees, 
which consisted of idle fellows of the same tvpe, youths who 
hang about the lowest fringe of clerkdom till they definitely 
class themselves either with the criminal community or with 
those who make a Jiving by unrecognised pursuits which at 
any time may chance to bring them within the clutches of the 
law. To use a coarse but expressive word, he was a hopeless 
blackguard. 

Let us be just; 'Arry had, like every other man, hie bettor 
moments. He knew that he had made himself cont^ptible to 
his mother, to Richard, and to Alice, and the knowledge was 
BO far from agreeable that it often drove him to reckl^ness. 
That was his way of doing homage to the bettor life; he had 
no power of udll to resist temptation, but he could go to meet 
it doggedly out of sheer dissatofaction with iumsdf. Oqr social 
state ensures destouction to such natures; it has no hpl^ for 
them, no patient encouragement. Naturally he hardeped him¬ 
self in vicious habits. Despised by his own people, he soothed 
his injured vanity ^ winning a certain pewininanoe among 
the oonteiiiptihle. 1%e fact ^t he had been on the point of 
inh«iting a fortune in itself gave him standing; he told bis 
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ftoiy In poblic-hoaBM and daewhere^ and relished the distinotion 
of having each a story to tell. Even as his brother Bichard 
ooald not rest unless he was prominent as an agitator, so it 
became a necessity to 'Aixy to lead in the ^-pidaoe and the 
music'haJL He made himsw the aristocrat of rowd 3 ri 8 m. 

But it was impossible to live without ready money, and his 
mother, thou^ supplying him with board and lodging, refused 
to give him a penny. He made efforts on his own account to 
obtein employment, but without result. At last there was 
nothing for it but to humble himself before Richard. 

He did it with an ilbenough grace. Early one morning he 
presmted himself at the house m Holloway. Richard was 
talking with his wife in the sitting-room, breakfast being still 
on the table. On the visitor’s name being brought to him, he 
sent Adela away and allowed the scapegrace to be admitted. 

*Arry shufBed to a seat and sat leaning forward, holding his 
hat between his knees. 

*Wdl, what do you want?’ Richard asked severely. He 
was glad that ’Any had at length come, and he oijoyed assum¬ 
ing the magisterial attitude. 

* 1 want to find a place,’ ’Any replied, without looking up, 
and in a dogged voice. ‘ I’ve been trying to get one, and I 
can’t. 1 thinlr you might help a feller.’ 

* What’s the good m helping you 7 You’ll be turned out of 
any place in a week or two.’ 

^No, I shan’t! ’ 

’ What sort of a place do you want ? ’ 

‘ A clerk’s, of course.’ 

He pronounced the word ‘ clerk ’ as it is spelt; it made 
him seem yet more ignoble. 

’ Have you given up drink 7 ’ 

No answer. 

* Before I try to hdp you,’ said Mutimer, ’ you’ll have to 
take the pledga’ 

’ All ri^t I ’ ’Any muttered. 

Then a thought occurred to Richard. Bidding his brother 
stay where he was, he went in search of Adela and found her 
in an upper room. 

* He’s oome to ask me to hdp him to get a place,’ he said. 
* I don’t know very wdl how to set about it, but 1 suppose I 
must do something. He promises to take the pledge.* 

’ That wiU be a good thing,’ Adela replied. 

’ Good if he ke^ it. But 1 can’t talk to him; Fm siek of 
doing so. And 1 don’t think he even listens to ma* He 
hesitated. ’ Do you Ihmk you^would you mind^ (^leaking to 
himT I bdieve you mi|^t do him good.' 
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Adela did not at once r^lj. 

* I know it'fl a nasty jo^* he punned. * I wouldn’t ask you 
if I didn’t really think you might do some good. I don’t see 
why he should go to the dogs. He used to he a good enough 
fellow when he was a little lad.’ 

It was one of the most humane speeohn Adela had ever 
heard from her husband. She replied with cheerfulness: 

* U yon really think he won’t take it amiss, 1 shall be very 
glad to do my best.* 

* That’s ri^t; thank you.’ 

Adela went down and was alone with ’Any for half-an-hour. 
She was young to undertake such an office, but suffering had 
endowed her with gravity and understanding beyond her years, 
and her native sweetness was such that she could altogether 
forget htfself in pleading with another for a good end. No 
human being, however perverse, could have taken ill the words 
that were dictated by so pure a mind, and uttered in so musical 
and gentle a voice. She led ’Arry to speak frankly. 

* It seems to me a precious hara thing,' he said, * that they’ve 
let Dick keep enough money to live on comfortable, and won’t 
give me a pemiy. My ri^t was as good as his.’ 

* Perhaps it was,’ Adela replied kindly. ’ But you must 
remember that money was left to your brother by the will’ 

* But you don’t go telling me that he lives on two pounds 
a week? Evsrybooy knows he doesn’t Where does tne rest 
come from ? ’ 

* I don’t tiiink I must talk about that. I think very likely 
your brother will explain if yon ask him seriously. But is it 
really such a hard thing after all, Harry ? I feel so sure that 
you will only knour real happiness when you are earning a live¬ 
lihood by steady mid honourable work. You remmnber how I 
used to go and see the people in New WanleyT I shall never 
f(»t|et how happy the ^t of them were, those who worlmd 
thm hardest all dav and at night came home to rest with their 
families and friends. And you yourself, how contented yon 
used to be when your time was thoroughly occupied! But I’m 
sore you feel the truth of this. You have been disappointed; 
it has made you a little carelees. Now work hard for a yma 
and then come and tell me if I wasn’t right about that being 
the way to happiness. Willyout’ 

She rose and held her hi^ to him, the hand to which he 
shoukl have kndt. But he said nothing; there was an obstacle 
in hk throat. Adda understood his silmce and left him. 

Bichard went to work among his friends, and in a fortnight 
had found his brother enmloyment of a new kind. It was a 
place in an ironmonger’s shop in Hoxton; ’Aery was to serve 
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at the ooanter and leam the busineefl. For three months he 
wan on trial and would receive no salary. 

Two of the three months passed, and all seemed to be going 
well. Then one day there came to Mutimer a telagram from 
*Any*B empl(^6r; it requested that he would go to the shop as 
soon as possible. Foreseeing some catastrophe, he hastened to 
Hozton. His brother was in custody for stealing monqr from 
the tifi. 

Hie ironmonger was inexorable. ’Any passed through the 
judicial routine and was sentenced to thi^ months of hard 
labour. 

It was in connection with this wretched af^ that Richard 
once more met his mother. He went from the shop to tdl her 
what had happened. 

He found her in the kitchen, occupied as he had seen her 
many, many times, ironing newty ws^ed linen. One of the 
lodgers happened to come out from the house as he ascended 
the steps, so he was able to go down without announcing him- 
B^. The old woman had a nervous start; the iron stopped in 
its smooth backward and forward motion; the hand with which 
she held it trembled. She kept her eyes on Richard’s face, 
which foretold evil. 

* Mother, 1 have brought you bad news.' 

She pushed the iron aside and stood waiting. Her hard lips 
grew harder; her deep-set ^es had a stem ught. Not much 
ul could come to paas for which she was not prepared. 

He tried to break the news. His mother interraptod him. 

* What’s he been a-doin* T You’ve no need to go round about. 
I like straightforwardness.* 

Richard told her. It did not seem to affect her stron^y; 
she turned to the table and resumed her work. But she could 
no longer guide the iron. She pushed it aside and faced her 
son wi^ such a loc^ as one may see in the eyes of a weak 
animal cruelly assailed. Her t<mgae found its freedom and 
bore her whither it would. 

* What did I tell you t What was it 1 said that ni^t yon 
come in and told me you was all rich? Didn’t I warn you ^t 
there’d no good come of it? Didn’t 1 say you’d remember my 
words t Yon laughed at me; you got sharp-tempered with me 
an’ as good as called me a fool. An’ what has oome of itT 
^n^t’s oome of it to meT I had a ’ome once an’ children about 
me, an’ now Fve neither the One nor the other. You eaS it a 
’ome with strangers takin’ up wen nl^ all the ’onsef Not such 
a ’ome as I Ihou^t to end my days in. It fair serapes on my 
heart every time 1 hear their feet going up an* down the stain. 
An* where are my ohildren gone? ^1^ fji ’em aa 'ud never 
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think to come near me if it wasn’t to bring ill news, an* one in 
prison. How *ad that sound in your father’s ears, think you? 
I may have been a fool, but I knew what ’ud oome of a woridn* 
man’s children goin* to live in big ’ouses, with their servants 
an’ their carriages. What better are you? It’s come an’ it’s 
gone, an’ there’s shame an’ mismy left Wind it! ’ 

Richard listened without irritation; he was heavy-hearted, 
the shock of his brother’s disgrace had disposed him to see his 
life on its dark side. And he pitied his poor old mother. She 
had never been tend^ in her words, oouM not be tender; but 
he saw in her countenance the suffering through which she had 
gone, and read grievous things in the eyes that could no longer 
w'eep. For once he yielded to rebuke. Her complaint that he 
had not come to see her touched him, for he had desired to 
come, but could not subdue his pride. Her voice was feebler 
than when he last heard it raised in reproach; it reminded him 
that thm« would come a day when he might long to hear even 
words of upbraiding, but the voice would be mute for ever. It 
needed a moment such as this to stir his sluggish imagination. 

* What you say is true, mother, but we couldn’t help it. 
It’s turned out badly because we live in bad times. It’s the 
state of society that’s to blame.’ 

He was sincere in saying it; that is to say, he used the phrase 
so constantly that it had become his natural utterance in diffi¬ 
culty ; it may that in his heart he believed it. Who, indeed, 
shall say that he was wrong? But what made such an excuse 
so disagreeable in his case was that he had not—intellectually 
speaking—the right to avail himself of it. The difference between 
truth and cant often lies only in the lips that give forth the 


words. 

’ Yes, that’s what you always said,’ replied Mrs. Mutimer 
impatiently. * It’s always someone c^e as is to blame, an’ 
never yourself. The world’s a good enough world if folk ’ud 
only make it so. Was it the bad times as made you leave a 
good, honest girl when you’d promised to marry ho*? No, you 
must have a fine lady for your wife; a plain girl as earnt her 
own bread, an’ often had hard work to get it, wasn’t good 
enough for you. Don’t talk to me about bad times. 'Hiere’s 
some men as does right an’ some as does wrong; it always was 
so, an’ the world’s no worse nor no better, an’ not likely to be.’ 

llie poor woman could not be generous. A concession only 
led her on to speak the thoughts it naturally suggested to her. 
And her very oittemess was an outcome of her affection; it 
soothed her to r^ at her son after so long a silence. He had 
injured her hy his holding aloof; she was urged on by this 
feeling quite as much as by anger with his faults. And s^l 
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Mutimer showed no resentment. In him, too» there was a 
pleasure which came of memories revived. Let her say to him 
what she liked, he loved his mother and was glad to be once 
more in her presence. 

* 1 wish 1 could have pleased you better, mother/ ho said. 
* What’s done can’t be helped. We’ve trouble to bear together, 
and it won’t be lighter for angiy words.’ 

The old woman muttwea something inaudible and, aftOT 
feeling her iron and discovering that it was cold, she put it 
down before the fire. Her tongue had eased itself, and she fell 
again into silent grief. 

Mutimer sat listening to the tick of the familiar clock. That 
and the smell of the fresh linen mode his old life very present 
to him; there arose m his heart a longing for the past, it seemed 
peaceful and fuller of genume interests than the life he now 
led. He remembered how he used to sit before the kitchen fire 
reading Ihe books and papers which stirred his thought to 
criticism of the order of things; nothing now absorbed him in 
the same way. Coming across a sentence that delighted him, 
he used to read it aloud to liis mother, who perchance was 
ironing as now, or sewing, or preparing a meal, and she would 
find something to say against it ; so that there ensued a vigorous 
debate between her old-fashioned ideas and the brand-new 
theories of the age of education. Then Alice would come in 
and make the dispute a subject for sprightly mockery. Alice was 
the Princess in those days. He quarrdled with her often, but 
only to resume the tone of affectionate banter an hour after. 
Alice was now Mrs. Rodman, and had declared that she hated 
him, that in her life she would never speak to him again. Would 
it not have been better if things had gone the natural course? 
Alice would no doubt have married Daniel Dabbs, and would 
have made him a good wife, if a rather wilful one. 'Any would 
have given tarouble, but surely could not have come to hopeless 
shame. He, Richard, would have had Emma Vine for his wife, 
a true wife» loving him with aU her heart, thinking him the 
best and cleverest of working men. Adda did not love him; 
what she thought of his qualities it was not ea^ to say. Yes, 
the old and naturd way was better. He would have had diffi¬ 
culties enough, because of his opinions, but at least he would 
have oontinned truly to represent his class. He knew very well 
that he did not represent it now; he belonged to no cl^ at 
all; he was a professional aptator, and must remain so through 
his life—-or tilt the Revolution came. The Revolution? . . . 

His mother was spec^king to him, asking what he meant to 
do about ’Any. He raised his eyes, and for a mommit looked 
at her sadly. 
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* There's notshing to be done. 1 can pay a lawyer, bat ifO 
be no good.' 

He remained with his mother for yet an hour; th^ talked 
intermittently, without in appearance coming nearer to each 
other, though in fact the barrier was removed. &9ie made tea 
for him, uid herself made pretmice of taking some. When he 
went away he kissed her as he had used to. He left her happier 
than she had been for years, in spite of the news he had 
brought. 

Thenceforward Mutimer went to Wilton Square rmlarly 
once a week. He let Adels know of this, saying oasuauy one 
morning that he could not do something that day because his 
mother would expect him in the afternoon as usual. He half 
hoped that she might put some question which would lead to 
talk on the subject, for the reconciliation with his mother had 
brought about a change in his feelings, and it would now have 
been rather agreeable to him to exhibit his beautiful and gentle- 
mannered wife. But Adela merely accepted the remark. 

He threw himself into the work of agitation with more energy 
than ever. By this time he had elaborated a scheme which was 
original enou^ to ensure him notoriety if only he could advertise 
it sufficiently throughout the East End. He hit upon it one 
evening when he was smoking his pipe after dinner. Adela was 
in the room with him reading. He took her into his confidence 
at once. 

' I've got it at last! 1 want something that'll attract their 
attention. It isn't enough to preach theories to them; they 
won't wake to ; there's no getting them to feel in earnest about 
Socialism. iVe been racking my brain for something to set 
tiiem talking, it didn't much matter what, but better of course 
if it was urn^l in itself at the same time. Now I think I’ve 
got it. It's a plan for giving them a personal interest, a money 
interest, in me and my ideas. I’ll go and say to them, “ How 
is it you men never save any money even when you could? 
i’ll tell you: it’s because the savings would be so little that 
they don’t seem worth while; you think you nflght as wdl go 
and enjoy yourselves in the pubUo-house 'wbjle you can. What's 
the use of laying up a few shiUmgs? The money comes and 
goes, and it’s all in a life." Vary well, then. I'll put my plan 
before them. " Now look here,” I’ll say, “ instead of spending 
so much on beer and spirits, come to me and let me keep pofwr 
money for yoa I ” They'll burst out laughing at me, and say, 
** Oatch ns doing that! ” Tes, but Til persuMe them, see if 1 
don't And in this way. Suppose,” I’ll say, “ there's five 
hundred men bring me threepence each every week. Now 
what man of you doesn't spend threepence a we^ in drink, 
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^ the coppers how he may? Do you know how much that 
comes to, five hundred threepenny bits ? Why, it’s six pounds 
five shillings. And do you know what that comes to in a year ? 
Why, no less than three hundred and twenty-five pounds! 
Now just listen to tliat, and think about it. Those threepenny 
bits are no use to you; you can’t save them, and you spend 
them in a way that does you no good, and it may be harm. 
Now what do you think I’ll do with that mon^? Why, I’ll 
use it as the capitalists do. I’ll put it out to interest; I’U get 
three pe* cent, for it, and perhaps more. But let’s say three 
per cent. What’s the result? Why, this; in one year your 
three hundred and twenty-five pounds has become three hundred 
and thirty-four pounds fifteen; 1 owe each of you thirteen 
shillings and fourpence halfpenny, and a fraction more.” ’ 

He had already jotted down calculations, and read from 
them, looking up between times at Adela with the air of con¬ 
viction which he would address to his audience of East Enders. 

* ” Now if you’d only saved the thirteen shillings—^which 
you wouldn’t and couldn’t have done by yourselves—^it would 
be well worth the while; but you’ve got the interest as well, 
and the point 1 want you to understand is that you can only 
get that increase by clubbing together and investing the savings 
as a whole. You may say fourpence halfpenny isn’t worth 
having. Perhaps not, but those of you who’ve learnt arith¬ 
metic—^be thankful if our social state allowed you to learn 
anything^will remember tliat there’s such a thing as com¬ 
pound interest. It’s a trick the capitalists found out. Interest 
was a good discovery, but compound mteiest a good deal better. 
Leave your money with me a second yeju*, and it’ll grow more 
stiU, I’ll see to that. You’re all able, I’ve no doubt, to make 
the calculation for yourselves.” ’ 

He paused to see what Adela would say. 

‘ No doubt it will be a veiy good thing if you can persuade 
them to save in that way,’ she remarked. 

* Good, 3 'es; but Pm not thinking so much of the money. 

Don’t you see Uiat it’ll give me a hold over them? nian 

who wants to save on my plan must join the Union. They’ll 
come together regularly; 1 can get at them and make them 
listen to me. Why, it’s a magnificent ideal It’s fighting the 
capitalists with their own weapons! You’ll see what the 

Tocain ” ’U aay. Of course they’ll make out that I'm ^ng 
against Socialist principles. So I am, but it’s for the sake of 
Sooialiam for all that. If I make Sciolists, it doesn’t much 
matter how 1 do it.’ 

Adela ooukl have contested that pointy but did not oare to 
do so* She said: 
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* Are you sure you can p^suade the men to trust you with 
thmr mon<^ T' 

* That*B the difficulty, I know; but see if 1 don’t get ovw 
it. rn have a committee, holding themselves responsible for 
all sums paid to us. I’ll publish weekly accounts—^just a leaflet, 
you know. And do you know what ? I’ll promise that as soon 
as th^'ve trusted me with a hundred pounds, I’ll add another 
hundred of my own. See if that won’t fetch them! ’ 

As usual when he saw a prospect of noisy success he became 
excited beyond measure, and talked incessantly till midnight. 

‘ Other men don’t have these ideas! ’ he exclaimed at one 
moment. * That’s what I meant when 1 told you I was born 
to be a leader. And I’ve tlie secret of getting people’s confidence. 
They’ll trust me, see if they don’t! * 

In spite of Adda’s unbroken reserve, he had seldom been 
other than cordial in his behaviour to her since the reoom* 
mencement of his prosperity. His active life gave him no time 
to brood over suspicions, though his mind was not altogether 
free from them. He still occasionally came home at hours when 
he could not be expected, but Adda was always occupied dther 
with housework or reading, and received him with the cold 
self-possession wliich came of her understanding his motives. 
Her life was lonely; since a visit they had received from Alfred 
at the past Cliristmas she had seen no friend. One day in spring 
Mutimer asked her if she did not wish to see Mrs. WestUke; 
she replied that she had no desire to, and he said nothing more. 
Stella did not write; she had ceased to do so since receiving a 
certain lengthy letter from Adela, in which the latter be^ed 
that their friendship might feed on silence for a while. \^en 
the summer came there were pressing invitations from Wanley, 
but Adela declined them. Alfred and his wife were going again 
to South Wales; was it impossible for Adela to join them? 
I^tty wrote a letter full of affectionate pleading, but it was 
useless. 

In August, Mutimer proposed to take his wife for a week 
to the Sussex coast. He wanted a brief rest himself, and he 
saw that Adela was yet more in need of change. She never 
complained of ill-health, but was weak and pale. With no in- 
ducemmit to leave the house, it was much if she had an hour’s 
open-air exercise in the week; often the mere exertion of rising 
and beginning the day was followed by a sick languor which 
compellra her to lie all the afternoon on the couch, rae studied 
much, reading English and foreign books which required mental 
exertion. They were not woHks relating to the * Soc^l Question * 
—far other. The volumes she used to study w^ a bi^en and 
a loathing to her as often as her eyes fell upon them. 
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In her letters from Wanley there was never a word of what 
'was gbingi on in the valley. Week after we^ she lodged eago'ly 
-for some hint, yet was relieved when she found nona For it 
had become hw habit to hand over to Motimer every letter she 
received. He read them. 

Shortly alter their return from the seaside, *Arry*8 term of 
imprisonment came to an end. He went to his mother’s house, 
and Richard first saw him there. Punishment had had its usual 
effect; ’Arry was obstinately taciturn, conscious of his degrada- 
Uon, inwardly at war 'with all his kind 

' There’s only one thing 1 can do for you now,* his brother 
said U> him. ’ I’ll pay your passage to Australia. Then you 
must shift for yourself.’ 

’Any refused the offer. 

* Give me the money instead,’ was his reply. 

Argument was vain; Richard and the old woman passed to 
entreaty, but with as little result. 

* Give me ten pounds and let me go about my business,’ 
’Any exclaimed irritably. ‘ I want no more from you, and 
you won’t get any good out o’ me by jawin’.’ 

The monev was of course refused, in the hope that a we^ 
or two woufd change the poor fellow’s mind. But two days 
after he went out and did not return. Nothing was heard of 
him. Mrs. Mutimer sat late every night, listening for a knock 
at the door. Sometimes she went and sUkmI on the steps, look¬ 
ing hither and thither in the darkness. But ’Arry came no more 
to Wilton Square. 

Mutimer had been pressing on his scheme for five months. 
Every night he addres^ a meeting somewhere or other in the 
East End; every Sunday he lectured morning and evening at 
his head-quarters in Clerkenwell. Ostensibly he was woriking 
•on behalf of the Union, but in reality he was forming a party 
of his own, and would have started a paper could he Imve com¬ 
manded the means. The * Tocsin ’ was savagely hostile the 
* Fiery Cross ’ grew more and more academical, tiU it was prac- 
ticaliy an organ of what is called in Germany Katheder-Sczud- 
iamua. Those who wrote for it were q[uite distinct from the 
agitators of the street and of the Socialist halls; men—and 
women—with a turn for * advanced * speculation, with anxiety 
for style. At length the name of the paper was changed, and 
it appeared as the * Beacon,’ adorned with a hradpieoe by the 
wdbknown artist, Mr. Boscobd. Mutimer glanoed through 
the pages and flung it aside in scornful disgust. 

* 1 knew what this was coming to,’ he said to Adela. ’ A 
•deal of »x>d dol You don’t ffod SooiaUnn in drawing¬ 
rooms. 1 wonder that fellow Westlake has tlm impudence to 
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call himadif a Socialist at all, living in the way he does. Perhaps 
he thinks he*ll be on the safe side when the Bevolulaon oomes. 
Ha, ha! We shall see.* 

I^e Revolution. ... In the meantime the cry was * Demo¬ 
cratic Capitalism.* That was the name Mutimer gave to his 
scheme! The * Fiery Cross* had only noticed his work in a 
brief paragraph, a few words of faint and vague praise. * Our 
comrade*8 noteworthy exertions in the East End. . . . The 
gain to temp^ance and self-respecting habits which must surely 
result. . . } The ‘ Beacon,* however, dealt with the movement 
more fully, and on the whole m a friendly spirit. 

* Damn their patronage! * cried Mutimer. 

You should have seen him addressing a crowd collected by 
chance in Hackn^ or Poplar. The slightest encouragementi 
even one name to inscribe in the book which he carried about 
with him, was enough to fire lus eloquence; nay, it was enough 
to find himself standing on his chair above the heads of the 
gathering. His voice hod gmned in timbre; he grew more and 
more perfect m his delivery, like a conscientious actor who 
plays night after night in a part that he enjoys. And it was 
weq that he had this inncar support, this 2>rto of the bom dema¬ 
gogue, for often enough he spoke under circumstances which 
would have damped the zeal of any other man. The listeners 
stood with their hands in their pockets, doubting whether to 
hear him to the end or to take their wonted way to the public- 
house. One moment their eyes would be fixed upon him, filmy, 
unintelligent, then they womd look at one another with a leer 
of cunmng, or at best ^ doubtful grin. Socialism, forsooth! 
They were as ready for translation to supernal spheres. Yet 
some of them were attracted: * percentage,* * interest,* * com¬ 
pound interest,* after all, there might be something in this! 
And perhaps they gave their names and their thre^ienny bits, 
engaging to make the deposit regularly on the day and at the 
plf^ arranged for in Mutimer*s elaborate scheme. What is 
there a man cannot get if he asks for it boldly and persistently 
enough? . . . 

The year had come full circle; it was time that Mutimer 
received another remittance from his anonymous supporter. 
He needed it, for he had been laying out money without r^ard 
to the future. Not only did he need it for his own sup^>rt; 
already he and his committee held sixty pounds of trust money, 
and bikore long he might be called upon to fulfil his engage¬ 
ment and contribute a hundred pounds^he promised hundm 
wUch had dicited more threepences than all the rest of his 
eloquence. A week, a month, six weeks, and he had heard 
nothing. Then there came one day a communication couched 
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in Ic^al terms, signed a solicitor. It was to the effect that 
his benefactor-—name and address givon in full—had just died. 
The decease was sudden, and though the draft of a will had 
been discovered, it had no signature, and was consequently 
inoperative. But—pursued the lawyer—^it having been the 
intmtion of the deceased to bequeath to Mutimer an annuity of 
five hundred pounds for nine years, the administrators were 
unwilling altogether to neglect their firiend’s wiidi, and begged 
to make an offer of the one year’s payment which it seemed 
was already due. For more than that they could not hold 
themselves responsible. 

Before speaking to Adela, Mutimer made searching inquiries. 
He went to the Midland town where his benefactor had lived, 
and was only too well satisfied of the truth of what had been 
told him. He came back with his final five hundred pounds. 

Then he informed his wife of what had befallen. He was 
not cheerful, but with five hundred pounds in his pocket he 
could not be altogether depressed. What might not happen in 
a year ? He was becoming prominent; there had been mention 
of him lately in London journals. Pooh! as if he would ever 
really want! 

* The neat thing,’ he exclaimed, ‘ is that 1 can lay down 
the hunned pounds! If I’d failed in that it would have been 
all up. CSome, now, why can’t you give me a bit of encourage¬ 
ment, Adela? I tell you what it is. There’s no place where 
I’m thought so little of as in my own home, and that’s a 
fact.’ 

She did not worship him, she made no pretence of it. Her 
cold, pale beauty had not so much power over him as formerly, 
but it still chagrined him keenly as often as he was remind^ 
^at he had no high place in his wife’s judgment He knew 
well enough that it was impossible for her to admire him; he 
was conscious of the thousand degrading things he had said and 
done, eveiy one of them stored in her memory. Perhaps not 
once since that terrible day in the Pentonville lodgings had he 
looked her straight in the eyes. Yes, her beauty appealed to 
him less than even a year ago; Adela knew it and it was the 
one solace in her living death. Perhaps occasion could agj^ 
have stiuig him into je^ousy, but Adela was no longer a vital 
interest in his existence. He lived in external thira, his natural 
life. Passion had been an irregularity in his development. Yet 
he would gladly have had his wife’s empathy. He neither 
loved nor hated her, but she was for ever aTOve him, and, 
however unoonsoiously, he loxmed for her regard. Irreproachable, 
reticent it might be d^ing, A&la would no longer affect interests 
she did not fc^ To these present words of his she replied only 
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with a graye, not unkind, look; a look he could not under¬ 
stand, yet which humbled rather than irritated him. 

The servant opened the door and announced a visitor—- 
* Mr. Hilary.* 

Mutimer seemed struck 'nith a thought as he heard the name. 
* The very man 1 ’ he exclaimed ^ow his breath, with a 
glance at Adela. * Just run off and let us have this room. My 
rack won*t desert me, see if it does! * 
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CHAPTER XXXII 

Mr. Willis Rodman scarcely relished the process which de¬ 
prived him of his town house and of the greater part of his 
means, but his exasperation happily did not seek vent for 
itself in cruelty to his wife. It might very well have done so, 
would all but certainly, had not Alice appealed to his sense of 
humour by her zeal in espousing his cause against her brother. 
That he could turn her round his finger was an old experience, 
but to see her spring so actively to arms on his behalf, when he 
was conscious that she had every excuse for detesting him, and 
even abandoning him, struck him as a highly comical instance 
of his power over women, a power on which he had always 
prided himself. He could not even explain it as self-interest in 
her; numberless things proved the contrary. Alice was still 
his slave, though he had not given himself the slightest trouble 
to preserve even her respect. He had shown himself to her 
freely as he was, jocosely C 3 aiical on everything that women 
prize, brutal when he chose to give way to his temper, faithless 
on principle, selfish to the core; perhaps the secret of the 
fascination he exercised over her was his very ingenuousness, 
his boldness in defying fortune, his clever grasp of circum¬ 
stances. She said to him one day, when he had been telling 
her that as likely as not she might have to take in washing or 
set up a sewing-machine: 

‘ 1 am not afraid. You can always get money. There’s nothing 
5 'ou can’t do.’ 

He laughed. 

* That'may be true. But how if I disappear some day and 
leave you to take care of yourself ? ’ 

He had often threaten^ this in his genial way, and it never 
failed to blanch her cheeks. 

* H you do that,’ she said, * 1 shall kill myself.’ 

At which he laughed yet more loudly. 

In her house at Wimbledon she perished of ennui, for she 
was as lonely as Adela in Holloway. Much lonelier; she had 
no resources in herself. Rodman was away all day in London, 
and vary oftoi he did not return at night; when the latt^ 
was the case, Alice cried miserably in her bed for hours, so that 
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the next morning her face was like that of a wax doll that has 
suffered ill-usage. She had an radless supply of noYds, and 
day after day bent over them till her head ached. Poor 
Pnnoess! She had had her own romance* in its way brilliant 
and strange enough* but only the rags of it were left, ^e 
clung to them* she hoped against hope that they would yet 
recover their gloss and shimmer. If only he would not so 
neglect her! All else affected her but little now that she really 
knew what it meant to see her husband utterly careless* not to 
be held by any nettings or entreaties. She heard through him 
of her brother ’Arry’s disgrace; it scarcely touched her. Her 
brother Richard she was never tired of railing against* railed 
so much* indeed* that it showed she by no means hated him as 
much as she declared. But nothing would have mattm^ if 
only her husband had cared for her. 

She had once said to Adela that she disliked children and 
hoped never to have any. It was now her despair that she 
remained childless. Perhaps that was why he had lost all 
affection ? 

In the summer Rodman once quitted her for nearly three 
weeks* during which she only heard from him once. He was 
in Ireland* and* he asserted, on busmess. The famous * Irish 
Dairy Company*’ soon to occupy a share of public attention* 
was getting itself on foot. It was Rodman who promoted the 
company and who became its secretary* though the name of 
that functionary m all printed matter appeared as ‘ Robert 
Delancey.* However* 1 only mention it for the present to 
explain our friend’s absence in Ireland. Alice oftra worked 
herself up to a pitch of terror lost her husband had fulfilled his 
threat and really deserted her. He returned when it suited 
him to do so* and tortured her with a story of a wealthy Irish 
widow who hod fallra desperately in love with him. 

* And I’ve a good mind to marry her** he added with an air 
of serious reflection. ‘ Of course I didn’t let her know my real 
name. 1 could manage it very nicely* and you would never 
know anything about it; I should remit you all the money 
you wantra* you needn’t be afraid.’ 

Alice tri^ to assume a face of stony indignation* but as 
usual she ended by breaking down and sheddi^ tears. G^ien 
he told her that she was getting plainer than ever* and that it 
all came of her perpetual ‘ water-works.’ 

Alice hit upon a brilliant idea. What if she endeavoured 
to make him jealous? In spite of her entreaties* he never 
would take her to town* thou^ he saw that she was poishing 
for lack of amusement. Suppose she made him belmve that 
she had gone <hi her own account* and at the invitation of 
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Homeone whose name she would not divulge? I believe she 
found the trick in one of her nov^. Hie poor child went to 
work most conscientiously. One morning when he came down 
to breakfast she pretended to have l^n reading a letter, 
arushed an old envelope into her pocket on his entering the 
room, and affected confusion. He obe^ved her. 

* Had a letter ? * he asked. 

* Yes—no. Nothing of any importance.* 

He smiled and applied himself to the ham, then left her in 
his ordinary way, without a word of court^, and went to 
town. She had ai^ed him particularly when he should be back 
that night. He named the train, winch reached Wimbledon a 
little after ten. 

They had only one servant. Alice took the girl into her 
confidence, said she was going to play a trick, and it must not 
be spoilt. By ten o’clock at night she was dressed for going 
out, and when she heard her husband’s latch-key at the front 
door she slipped out at the back. It was her plan to walk about 
the roads for half an hour, then to enter and—^make the best 
of the situation. 

Rodman, unable to find his wife, summoned the servant. 

‘ Where is your mistress ? ’ 

* Out, sir.* 

He examined the girl slirewdly, with his eyes and with words. 
It was perfectly true that women—of a kind—could not resist 
him, m the end he cUscovered exactly what had happened. 
He laughed his wonted laugh of cynical merriment. 

* Go to bed,’ he said to the servant. ’ And ff you hear anyone 
at the door, pay no attention.’ 

Then he looked up the house, front and back, and, having 
extinguished all lights except a small lantern by which he 
could read in the sitting-room without danger of ito being dis¬ 
cerned from outside, sat down with a sense of amusement, 
i'resently there came a ring at the bell; it was repeated again 
and again. The month was October, the night decidedly cool. 
Rodman chuckled to himself; he had a steaming ^ass of whisky 
before him and sipped it delicately. The ringing continued few 
a quarter of an hour, then five minutes pass^ and no sound 
came. Rodmmi stepped lightly to the front door, listMied, 
heard nothing, unlowed and opened. Alice was stonding in 
the middle of the road, her hands crossed over her breast and 
holding her shonlders as though she suffered from the o(dd. 
She came forward and entered the house without speaking. 

In the sitting-room she found the lantern and looked at her 
husband in surprise. His face was stem. 

* What’s all this ? ’ he asked sharply. 
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* Tve been to London,* she answered, her teeth chattering 
vnth cold and her Toice uncertain from fear. 

* Been to London ? And what business had you to go without 
telling me? * 

He spoke savagely. Alice was sinking wit^ dread, but even 
yet had sufBoient resolve to keep up the comedy. 

* I had an invitation. I don’t see why 1 shouldn’t go. 1 don’t 
ask you who you go about with.’ 

The table was &d for supper. Brodman darted to it, seized 
a carving-knife, and in an instant was holding it to her throat. 
She shrieked and fell upon her knees, her face ghastly with 
mortal terror. Then Rodman burst out laughing and showed 
that his anger had been feigned. 

She had barely strength to rise, but at length stood before 
him trembling and sobbing, unable to believe that he had not 
been in earnest. 

‘ You needn’t explain the trick,* he said, with the appearance 
of great good-humour, * but just tell me why you played it. 
Did you think 1 should believe you were up to something 
queer, eh ? ’ 

* You must think what you like,’ she sobbed, utterly 
humiliated. 

He roared with laughter. 

* What a splendid idea! The Princess getting tired of pro¬ 
priety and mining appointments in London! Little fool! do 
you think 1 should care one straw ? Why shouldn’t you amuse 
yoursdf ? ’ 

Alice looked at him with eyes of wondering miseiy. 

* Do you mean that you don’t care enough for me to—t o.’ 

* Don’t care one farthing’s worth! And to think you went 
and walked about in the mud and the east wind 1 Well, if that 
isn’t the best joke I ever heard! I’ll have a rare laugh over 
this story with some men I know to-morrow.’ 

She cr^t away to her bedroom. He had gone far towards 
killing the love that had known no rival in her heart. 

He bantered her ceaselessly through breakfast next morn¬ 
ing, and for the first time she could find no word to reply to 
him. Her head drooped; she touched nothing on the table. 
Before going off he mod her what the appointment was for 
to-day, and advised hm* not to forget her latch-key. Alice 
scarcely heard him, she was shame-stncken and wobegone. 

Rodman, on the other hand, had never been in better spirits. 
The * Irish Daily Company ’ was attracting purchasers of 
riiares. It was the kind of scheme which easily recommended 
itself to a host of the foolish people who are ever ready to risk 
tiieir money, also to some not quite so foplirii. The prospectus 
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could show some respectable names: one or two Irish lords, 
a member of Parliament, some known capitalists. The profits 
could not but be considerable, and think of the good to ' the 
unhappy sister country as the circular said. Butter, cheese, 
e(^ of unassailable genuineness, to be sold in England at 
arourdly low prices, yet still putting the producers on a footing 
of comfort and proud independence. One of the best ideas that 
had yet occurred to Mr. Robert Delancey. 

He^the said Mr. Delancey, cUias Mr. Willis Rodman, alias 
certain other names—spent much of his time just now in the 
society of a Mr. Hilary, a gmitleman who, like himself, had 
seen men and manners in various quarters of the globe, and 
was at present making a tolerable income by the profession of 
philanthropy. Mr. Hilary’s name appeared among the directors 
of the company; it gave confidence to many who were familiar 
with it in connection with not a few enterprises started for 
the benefit of this or that depressed nationality, this or the 
other exploited class. He wrote frequently to the newspapers 
on the most various subjects; he was known to members of 
Parliament through his persistent endeavours to obtain legis¬ 
lation with regard to certain manufactures proved to be gravely 
deleterious to the health of those employ^ in them. To-day 
Mr. Delancey and Mr. Hilary passed some hours together in 
the latter’s chambers. Their talk wtis of the company. 

* So you saw Mutimer about it? ’ Rodman asked, turning to 
a detail in which he was specially interested. 

* Yes. He is anxious to have shares.’ 

Mr. Hilary was a man of past middle age, long-bearded, 
somewhat c^averous of hue. His head was venerable. 

* You were careful not to mention me? ’ 

* 1 kept your caution in mind.’ 

Their tone to each other was one of perfect gravity. Mr. 
Hilary even went out of his way to choose becoming phrases. 

* He won’t have anything to do with it if he to know 
who R. Delancey is.’ 

* I was prudent^ beUeve me. I laid before him the aspects 
of the undertaking which would especially interest him. I 
made it clear to him that our enterprise is no less one of social 
than of commercial importance; he entered into our views 
very heartily. Hie first time 1 saw him, 1 merely invited him 
to glance over our prosprotus; yesterday he was more than 
willmg to join our association—and share our profits.’ 

* Did he tell you how much he’d got out of those poor devils 
over there? ’ 

* A matter of sixty pounds, I gathered. 1 am not a little 
astonished at his success.’ 
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* Oh, he’d talk the devil himself into subsoribing to a mission 
if it suited him to tiy.’ 

* He is clearly v^ anxious to get the highest intwest possible 
for his money. His ideas on business seemed, 1 confess, rather 
vague. 1 did my best to help him nvith suggestions.’ 

* Of course.’ 

*He talked of taking some five hundred pounds’ worth of 
shares on his own account.’ 

The men regarded each other. Rodman’s lips curled; Mr. 
Hilary was as grave as ever. 

* You didn’t balk him?’ 

* 1 commended his discretion.’ 

Rodman could not check a laugh. 

* 1 am serious,’ said Mr. Hilary. ’ It may take a little time, 

but-’ 

* Just BO. Did he question you at all about what we were 
doing ? * 

’ A good deal. He said he should go and look over the Stores 
in the Strand.’ 

‘ By all means. He’s a clever man if he distinguishes between 
Irish butter and English butterine—I’m sure 1 couldn’t. And 
things really are looking up at the Stores ? ’ 

‘ Oh, distinctly.’ 

* By-the-by, I bad rather a nastv letter from Lord Mountorry 
yesterday. He’s beginning to ask questions: wants to know 
when we’re gohig to conclude our contract with that tenant of 
his—I’ve forgotten the fellow’s name.’ 

’ Well, that must be looked into. There’s perhaps no reason 
why the contract should not be concluded. Little by little we 
may come to justify our name; who knows? In the meantime, 
we at all events do a bond fde business.’ 

‘ Strictly so.’ 

Rodman had a good deal of business on hand besides that 
which arose from 1^ connection with Irish dairies. If Alice 
imagined him strolling at his ease about the fashionable lounges 
of the town, she was much mistaken. He worked hard and 
enjoyed his work, on Ihe sole condition that be was engaged in 
overreaching someone. This flattered his humour. 

He could not And leisure to dine till nearly nine o’clock. 
He had made up his mind not to return to Wimbledon, but to 
mftkft use of a certain pied-drterre which he had in Pimlico. 
His day’s work ended in Westminster, he dined at a restaurant 
with a friend. Afterwards billiards were proposed. They entered 
a house which Rodman did not know, and were passing before 
the bar to go to the billiard-room, whei a man who stoM there 
taking refrediment called out, * Hollo, Rodman! ’ To announce 
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a man’s name in this way is a decided breach of etiquette in 
the world to which Rodnum belonged. He looked annoyed, 
and would have passed on, but his acquaintance, who had 
porhaps exceeded the limits of modest refreshment, called him 
again and obliged him to approach the bar. As he did so Rod- 
man happened to glance at the woman who stood ready to fulfil 
the expwted order. The glance was followed by a wort but 
dose scrutiny, after which he turned his back and endeavoured 
by a sign to draw his two acquaintances away. But at the same 
moment the barmaid addressed him. 

' What is yours, Mr. Rodman 7 ’ 

He shru^ed his shoulders, muttered a strong expression, 
and turnedround again. The woman met his look steadily. 
She was perhaps thirty, rather tall, with features more r^n^ 
than her position would have led one to expect. Her figure was 
good but meagre; her cheeks were very thin, and the expres¬ 
sion of her face, not quite amiable at any time, was at present 
almost fierce. I^e seemed about to say something further, but 
restrained herself. 

Rodman recovered his good temper. 

* How do, Clara ? ’ he said, keeping his eye fixed on hers. 
* m have a drop of absinthe, U you please.* 

Then he pursued lus conversation with the two men. The 
woman, having served them, disappeared. Rodman kept look¬ 
ing for her. In a few minutes he pretended to recolleot an 
engagement and succeeded in going off alone. As he issued on 
to the pavement he found himself confronted by the barmaid, 
who now wore a hat and cloak. 

’ Well ? * he said, carelessly. 

* Rodman’s your name, is it? ’ was the reply. 

'To my particular friends. Let’s walk on; we can’t chat 
here very well.* 

* What is to prevent me from calling that policeman and 
giving you in ch^gef * she asked, looking into ms face with a 
strange mixture of curiosity and anger. 

* Nothing, except that you have no charge to make against 
me. The law isn^t so obliging as all that. Come, we’ll take a 
walk.’ 

She moved along by his sida 

'You coward!’ she exclaimed, passionately but with none 
of the shridking virulence of women who like to make a scene 
in the street. "You mean, contemptible, odd-blooded manl 1 
suppose you hoped I was starved to death by this tima or in 
the worwouse, or—^what did care where I was! 1 knew 

I should find you some day.’ 

* I rather supposed you would stay on the other side of the 
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water/ Bodmam remarked* glancing at her. * You're changed a 
good deal Now it's a most extraordinary thing. Not so very 
u>ng ago I was dreaming about you* and you were serving at a 
bar—queer thing, wasn't it? * 

Th^ were walking towards WhitehalL When they came at 
Imgth into an Hi-lighted and quiet spot* tibe woman stopped. 

* Where do you live? ’ she awed. 

‘ Live? Oh* just out here in Pimlioo. Like to see my rooms?' 

' What do you mean by talking to me like that? Do you 
make a joke of deswting your wife and child for seven years* 
leaving them without a penny* going about enjoying yourself* 
when* for anything you knew* they were beg^g their bread? 
You alw' ,yere heartless—^it was the blackest day of my life 
that 1 ' ; and you ask me if I'd like to see your rooms! 

Wh'vt tha. I o you that Tm not as vile a creature as there 
is in London? How was 1 to support myself and the child? 
What was 1 to do when they tnrn^ me into the streets of New 
York bec( e 1 couldn't ps^ what you owed them nor the rent 
of a room to sleep in? You took good care you never went 
hungry. I’d only one thing to hold me up: 1 was an honest 
woman* and I made up my mind I'd keep honest* though I had 
such a man as you for my husband. I’ve hungered and worked* 
and I’ve made a living for myself and my chud as best I could. 
I'm not like you: I've done nothing to disgrace myself. Now 
I will slave no more. You won’t run away from me this time. 
Leave me for a single night* and I go to the nearest TOlioe- 
station and tdl all I k* iw about you. If I wasn’t a fool I’d do 
it now. But h^- sred and worked for seven years* and 
now it’s time . / husly’ttd did something for me.' 

' You always had a head for argument* Clara*’ he replied 
coolly. * But I can’t get over that dream of mine. Keally a 
queer thn^ug* wasn’t it? Who’d have thought of you turning 
^maid? With your education* I should have thought you 
could have d^ne something in the teaching line. Never mind. 
The queerest thing of all is that I'm really half glad to see you. 
How’s Jack? * 

The extraordinary conversation went on as they walked 
towards the street where Clara lived. It was in a poor part 
of Westminster. Reaching the house, Clara opened the do(W 
with a latchk^. 

Two women were standing in the passage. 

* This is my husband, Mrs. Rook** CSara said to one of them. 
' He’s just got back from abroad.' 

' Glad to see you* Mr. Williamson*’ said the landlady* scruti¬ 
nising him with unmistakable suspicion. 

Ihe pair ascended the stairs* and Mrs. Williamson—she had 
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always used the name she received in marriage*—opened a door 
which disclosed a dark bedroom. A voice came from within— 
the voice of a little lad of eight years old. 

* Tliat you, mother ? Why, I’ve only just put myself to bod. 
What time is it? ’ 

* Then you ought to have gone to bed long ago,’ replied his 
mother whilst she was striking a light. 

It was a very small room, but decent. The boy was dis¬ 
covered Hitting up in bed—a brightfaced little fellow with black 
heir. Gara closed the door, then turned and looked at her 
husband. The light made a glistening appearance on her eyes: 
she had become silent, allowing facts to speak for themselves. 

The child stared at the stranger in astonishment. 

‘ Who are you ? ’ he asked at length. 

Rodman laughed as heartily as if there had been nothing 
disagreeable in the situation. 

’ 1 have the honour to be your father, sir,’ he replied. ’ You’re 
a fine boy. Jack—a deuced fine boy.’ 

The child was speechless. Rodman turned to the mother. 
Her hands held the rail at the foot of the bed, and as the boy 
looked up at her for explanation she let her face fall upon them 
and sobbed. 

’ If you’re father come back,’ exclaimed Jock indignantly, 
why do you make mother cry ? ’ 

Rodman was still mirthful. 

* I like you. Jack,’ he said. ‘ You’ll make a man some day. 
Do you mind if I smoke a cigar, Gara ? ’ 

To his astonishment, he felt a weakness which had to be 
resisted; tobacco suggested itself as a resource. When ho had 
struck a light, his wife forced back her tears and seated herself 
with an unforgiving countenance. 

Rodman began to chat pleasantly as he smoked. 

Decidedly it was a corUr^empa. It introduced a number of 
difficulties into his life. If he remained away for a night, he 
had little doubt that his wife w-ould denounce him; she knew 
of several little matters which he on the whole preferred to be 
reticent about. She was not a woman like Alice, to be turned 
round his finger. It behoved him to be exceedingly cautious. 

He had tluee personalities. As Mr. Willis Rodman his task 
was comparatively a li^t one, at all events for the present. 
He merely informed Alice by letter that he was kept in town 
by business and would see her in the course of a week. It was 
very convenient that Alice had no intercourse with her relatives. 
Secondly, as Mr. Williamson his position was somewhat more 
difficult. Not only had he to present himself every night at 
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the rooms he had taken in Brixton, but it was neoessary to 
take precautions lest his abode should be disoorered by those 
who might make awkward use of the knowledge. He had, 
moreover, to keep Clara in the dark as to his re^ occupations 
and prevent her from knowing his resorts in town. Lately, as 
Mr. Robert Delancey he had to deed with matters of a very 
delicate nature inde^, in themselves quite enough to occupy a 
man*s mental energy. But our friend was no ordinary man. If 
you are not as yet satisAed of that, it will ere long be made 
abundantly clear to you. 

His spirits were as high as ever. When he said—with an 
ingenious bintality all his own—^that he was more than half 
gl^ to see his w^e, he, for a wonder, told the truth. But 
perhaps it w^as little Jack who gave him most pleasure, and did 
most to reconcile him to the difficulties of his situation. In a 
day or two he conquered the child’s affections so completdy 
that Jack seemed to care little for his mother in comparison; 
Jack could not know the hardships she had endiued for his 
sake. Rodman—so we will continue to call him for convenience’ 
sake—already bq^an to talk of what he would make the lad, 
who certainly gave promise of parts. The result of this was 
that for a week or two our friend became an exemplary family 
man. His wife almost dared to believe that her miseries were 
over. Yet she watched him with lynx ^es. 

The * Irish Dairy Company * flourish^. Rodman rubbed his 
hands with a sinister satisfaction when he inscribed among the 
shareholders the name of Richard Mutimer, who invested all 
the money he had collected from the East-Enders, and three 
hundred pounds of his own—^not five hundred, as he had at 
first thought of doing. Mutimer had the consent of his com* 
mittee. whom he persuaded without much difficulty—the money 
was not theirs—^that by this means he would increase his capital 
beyond all expectation. He told Adela what he had done. 

* There’s not the least risk. They’ve got the names of sevcsral 
lords! And it isn’t a mere commercial undertaking: the first 
object is to benefit the Irish; so that there can be nothing 
against my principles in it. They {iromise a’dividmd of thirW 
per cent. What a glorious day it will be when I tell the peopfe 
what I have made of their money! Now confess that it isn’t 
eveiwone could have hit on this idea.’ 

Of course he made no public announcement of his 8peoula> 
tion: that would have hem to spoil the surinrise. But he could 
not refrain from talking a good deal about the Company to his 
friends. He explained wilh zeal the merit of the scheme; it 
was dealing directly with the producers, the poor small-farmers 
who could never get fair treatment. He saw a great deid of 
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lir. Hilary, who was vastly interested in his Kast-End work. 
A severe winter had begun. Threepenny bits came in now but 
■lowly, and Mutimer exwted him^f earnestly to relieve the 
growing want in what he called his * parishes.* He began in 
truth to do some really good work, moving heaven and earth to 
find employment ior those long out of it, and even bestowing 
money of his own. At night he would return to Holloway 
worn out, and distress Adela with descriptions of the misery he 
had witnessed. 

* Fm not sorry for it,’ he once exclaimed. * I cannot be sorry. 
Let things get*worse and worse; the mending’ll be all the 
nearer. Why don’t they march in a body to the West End? 
I don’t mean march in a violent sense, though that’ll have to 
come, I expect. But why don’t they make a huge procession 
and go about the streets in an orderly way—^just to let it be 
seen what their numbers are—just to give the West End a bint? 
rU propose that one of these days. It’ll be a risky business, 
but we can’t think of that when thousands are hau starving. 
1 could lead them, 1 feel sure I could! It wants someone wi& 
authority over them, and I think I’ve got that. There’s no 
telling what I may do yet. I say, Adela, how would it sound— 
** Richard Mutimer, First President of the English Republic ” ? ’ 

And in the meantime Alice sat in her house at Wimbledon, 
abandoned. The solitude seemed to be driving her mad. Rod< 
man came down very occasionally for a few hours in the day¬ 
time, but never pas^ a night with her. He told bar he had 
a great affair on hand, a very great affair, which was to make 
their fortunes ten times over. She must be patient; women 
couldn’t understand business. If she resisted his coaxing and 
grumbled, he always had his threat ready. He would realise 
his profits and make off, leaving her in the lurch. Weeks became 
mouths. In pique at the beLrayal of her famous stratagem, 
Alice had wanted to dismiss ha servant, but Rodman objected 
to this. She was driven by desperation to swallow her pride 
and make a companion of the girL But she did ndt complain 
to her of her husband—partly out of self-respect, partly because 
she was afraid to. Indeed it was a terrible time for the poor 
Princess. She spent the greater part of every day in a state of 
apathy; for the rest she wept. Many a time she was on the 
|)oint of writing to Richard, but could not quite bring herself 
to that. She could not leave the house, for it rained or snowed 
day after day; the sun seemed to have deserted the heavens 
as oompletdy as joy hm^ life. She grew feeble-minded, tried 
to amuse herself with childish games, played * Beggar My 
Nei^bour ’ with the servant for hours at night. She had fits 
at hysteria, and terrified her sole companion with sensdess 
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laaghter^ or with n-liuiniiig screams. Reading she was im kmger 
equal to; after a few pages she lost her understanding of a 
story. And her glaa^—<as well as her husband—^told her that 
she sufFered daily in her appearance. Her hair was falling; she 
one day told the servant that she w'ould soon have to buy a 
wig. Poor Alice! And she had not even the resource of r^- 
ing against the social state. What a pity she had never studied 
that subject I 

So Uie time went on till February of the new year. Alice’s 
rdease was at hand. 
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CHAPTER XXXni 

’Arby Mutimsb, not long after ho left his mother’s house for 
good, by chance met Rodman m the City. Presuming on old 
acquaintanc0^he accosted the man of business with some fami¬ 
liarity ; it was a chance of getting much-needed assistance once 
mora But Rodman was not disposed to renew the association. 
He looked into ’Any’s face with a blank stare, asked con¬ 
temptuously, * Who are you? ’ and pursued his walk. 

’Arry hoped that he might some day have a chance of being 
even with Rodman. 

As indeed he had. One evening towards the end of February, 
’Any was loafing about Brixton. He knew a certain licensed 
victualler in those parts, a man who had ere now given him 
casual employment, and after a day of fasting he trudged south¬ 
wards to see if his friend would not at all events be good for 
a glass of beer and a hunch of bread and cheese. Perhaps he 
might also supply the coppers to pay for a bed in the Now C*ut. 
To his great d^ppointment, the worthy victualler was away 
from home; the victualler’s wife had no charitable tendencies. 
’Arry whmed to her, but only got for an answer that times was 
as ’ard with her as with anyone else. The representative of 
unemployed labour went his way despondently, hands thrust 
deep m pockets, head slouching forwards, shoulders high up 
against the night blast. 

He was passing a chemist’s shop, when a customer came 
out. He recognised Rodman. After a moment’s uncertainty 
he made up mind to follow him, wondering how Rodman 
came to be in this part of London. Keeping at. a cautious 
distance, he saw him stop at a small house and enter it by aid 
of a latchkey. 

‘ Why, he lives there! ’ ’Any exclaimed to himself. ‘ What’s 
the meanin’ o’ this go ? ’ 

Rodman, after all, had seriously come down in the world, 
then. It occurred to ’Any-’that he might do worse than pay 
his sister a visit; Alice could not be hard-hearted enough to 
refuse him a few coppers. But the caU must be made at an 
hour when Rodman was away. Presumably that would be 
some time after dght in the morning. 

Our unconventional friend walked mmiy miles that night, 
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It wu one way of keeping warm* and there was always a po88i> 
biiity of aid from one or other of the aoqnaintanoeB whom he 
Bon^t. The net result of the night’s campaign was half*a<pint 
of *four-half/ The front of a draper’s shop in Kennin^n 
tempted him sorely; he passed it many times, eveing the rolls 
of calico and flannd exposed just outude the doorway. But 
either courage failed him or there was no really good oppor* 
tunity. Mickdght found him still without means of retiring to 
that familiar lodging in the New Cut. At half-past twelve 
sleet began to fall He discovered a very dark corner of a very 
dark slum, curled himself against the wall, and sibpt for a few 
hours in defiance of wind and weather. 

’Any was used to this kind of thing. On the whole he deemed 
it preferable to the life he would have le4 at his mother’s. 

By eight o’clock next morning he was back in Brixton, stand¬ 
ing just where he could see the house which Rodman had entered, 
without himself attracting attention. Hvery rag on his back 
was soaked; he had not eaten a mouthful for thirty houra 
After such a run of bad luck perhaps something was about 
to turn up. 

But it was ten o’clock before Rodman left home. ’Any 
had no feeling left in any particle of his body. Still here at 
length was the opportunity of seeing Alice. He waited till 
Rodman was out of sight, then went to the door and knocked. 

It was Clara who opened the door. Seeing ’Arry, she took 
him for a be^ar, shook her head, and was closing the door 
against him, when she heard— 

’ Is Mrs. Rodman in, mum ? ’ 

* Mrs.-who ? ’ 

‘ Mrs. Rodman.’ 

Clara’s eyes flashcxl as they searched his face. 

’ What do you want with Mrs. Rodman ? ’ 

* Want to see her, mum.’ 

‘ Do you know her when you see her ? ’ 

’ Sh’ think I do,’ replied ’Arry with a grin. But he thought 
it prudent to refrain from explanation. 

’ How do you know she lives here ? ’ * 

* ’Cause 1 just see her ’usband go out.’ 

Clara hesitated a moment, then bade him enter. She intro¬ 
duced him to a p^lour on the ground floor. He stood looking 
uneasily about him. The habits of his life made him at all 
times BuspidouB. 

’ Mrs. Rodman doesn’t live here,’ €3ara began, lowering her 
voice and making a great effort to steady it. 

’Oh, she don’t?’ replied ’Arry, beginning to discern that 
something was wrong. 
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* Can yon me what you want with her ? ’ 

He looked her in the eyes and again grinned. 

* Dare say 1 could if it was made worth my while.* 

She took a purse from her pocket and 1^ half'a>crown on 
the table. Her hand shook. 

* I can*t afford more than that. You shall have it if you tell 
me the truth.’ 

’Arry took counsel with himself for an instant. Probably 
there was no more to be got, and he saw from the woman’s 
agitation that he had come upon some mystery. The chance of 
injuring Rodman was more to him than Beveral half-crowns. 

‘ 1 won’t ask more,’ he said, ’ if you’ll tell me who you are. 
That’s fair on both sides, eh ? ’ 

* My name is Mrs. WiUiamson.* 

' Oh ? And might it ’appen that Mr. Rodman calls himself 
Mr. Williamson when it suits him? ’ 

’ I don’t know what you mean,* she replied hurriedly. ‘ Tell 
me who it is you call Mrs. Rodman.’ 

* I don’t call her so. That’s her married name. She’s my 
sister.* 

The door opened. Both turned their heads mid saw Rod- 
man. He had come back for a letter he had forgotten to take 
with him to post. At a glance he saw everything, including 
the half-crown on the table, which ’Arry instwtly seized. He 
walked forward, throwing a murderous look at Clara as he 
passed her. Then he said to ’Arry, in a perfectly calm voice— 

‘ There’s the door.’ 

‘ 1 see there is,* the other replied, grinning. * Good-momin*, 
Mr. Rodman Williamson.’ 

Husband and wife faced each other as soon as the front door 
slammed. Clara was a tigress; she could not be terrified as 
Alice might have been by scowls and savage threats, Rodman 
knew it, and knew, moreover, that his position was more peril¬ 
ous than any he had been in for a long time. 

’ What do you know? ’ he asked quietly. 

’Enough to send you to prison, Mr. Rodman. You can’t 
do gfuite what you like! If there’s law in this country 1*11 see 
you punished r 

He let her rave for a minute or two, and by that time had 
laid his plans. 

‘ Will you let me speak ? Now 1 give you a choice. Either 
yon can do as you say, or you can be out of this country, with 
me and Jack, before to-morrow morning. In a cou^e of hours 
1 can i^t more money lhan you ever set ^es on; rO be back 
hefe with it *—^he looked at his watch—* fy one o’clock. No, 
that wouldn’t be safe eitho—^that feUow might send someone 
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htfe by then. PU meet yoa <m Weetminster Bridge, the north 
end, at one. Now you've a minute to choose; he may have 
gone straight away to the police station. Punish me if you 
uke—1 don't care a curse. But it seems to me the other thingls 
got more common sense in it. I haven’t seen that woman for 
a month, and never care to see her again. I don’t care over 
much for you either; but I do care for Jack, and for his sake 
I’ll take you with me, and do my best for you. It’s no good 
looking at me like a ¥^d beast. You’ve sense enough to make 
a choice.’ 

She clasped her hands together and moaned, so dreadful 
was the struggle in* her between passions and temptations and 
fears. The mother’s heart bade her trust him; yet emUd she 
trust him to go and return ? 

’ You have the cunning of a devil,’ she groaned, * and as 
little heart! Let you go, when you only want the chance of 
deserting me again! ’ 

*You^ have to be quick,’ he replied, holding his watch in 
his hand, and smiling at the compliment in spite of his very 
real anxiety. * There may be no choice in a minute or two.’ 

' I’ll go with you now; I’ll follow you whore you go to get 
the mon^! ’ 

* No, you w'on’t. Either you trust me or you refuse. You’ve 
a free choice, Clara. I tell you plainly I want little Jack, and 
I’m not going to lose him if I can help it.’ 

‘ Have 3 rou any other children? ’ 

‘ No—never had.’ 

At least he had not been deceiving her in the matter of Jack. 
She knew that he had constantly come home at early hours 
only for the sake of playing with the boy. 

’ I’ll go with you. No one shall see that I’m following you.’ 

’ It’s impossible. I shall have to go post haste in a cab. I’ve 
half*a^loz^ places to go to. Meet me on Westminster Bridge 
at one. 1 may be a few minutes later, but certainly not more 
than half-an-hour.’ 

He went to the window and looked uneasily up and down 
the street. Clara pressed her hands upon her head and stared 
at bim like one distracted. * 

* Where is she? ’ came from her involuntarily. 

* Don’t be a fool, woman 1 ’ he replied, waming to the door. 
She sprang to hold him. Instead of repulsing nor, he folded 
his arm almut her waist and kissed her lips two or three times. 

’ I can get thousands of pounds,’ he whispered. ’ We’ll be 
off before they have a traca It’s for Jack’s sake, and FU be 
kind to you as well, did woman.’ 

She had suffered him to go; the kisses made her powerless, 
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rexomding her of a long-past dream. A moment after she rushed 
to the house door, hut only to see him turning the comer of 
the street. Then she flew to the bedroom. Jra was ill of a 
cold—she was nursing him in bed. But now she dressed him 
hurriedly, as if there were scarcely time to get to Westminster 
by the appointed hour. AD was ready before eleven o^clock, 
but it was now raining, and she durst not wait with the child 
in tiie open air for longer than was necessary. But all at once 
the fear possessed her lest the police might come to the house 
and she be detained. Ignorant of the law, and convinced from 
her husband’s words that the stranger in rags had some sinister 
aim, she no sooner conceived the ^ead than she bundled into 
a hwd-bag such few articles as it would hold and led the chDd 
hastfly from the house. They walked to a tramway-line and 
had soon reached Westminster Bridge. But it was not half¬ 
past eleven, and the ram descended heavily. She sought a 
smaU eating-house not far from the Abbey, and by paying for 
some coffee and bread-and-butter, which neither she nor Jack 
could touch, obtained leave to sit in shelter tUl one o’clock. 

At flve minutes to the hour she rose and hurried to the north 
end of the bridge, and stood there, aside from the traffic, shield¬ 
ing little Jack as much as she could with her umbreDa, careless 
that her own clothing was getting wet through. Big Ben boomed 
its one stroke. Minute after minute passed, and her body seemed 
stiU to quiver from the sound. She was at once feverishly hot 
and so deadly chill that her teeth clattered together; her eyes 
throbbed with the intensity of their gaze into the distance. 
The quarter-past was chimed. Jack kept talking to her, but 
she could hear nothing. The rain drenched her; the wind was 
so high that she with difficulty held the umbrella above the 
child. Half-past, and no sign of her husband. . . . 

She durst not go away from this spot. Her eyes were blind 
with tears. A pmiceman spoke to her; she ooum only chatter 
meaningless sounds between her jjalsied Dps. Jack coughed 
incessantiy, begged to be taken home. * I’m so cold, mother, so 
cold! ’ * Only a few minutes more,’ she said. He b^n to cry, 
thou^ a brave little souL . . . 

Four o’clock struck. . . . 

From Brixton our unconventional friend betook himself 
straight to HoUoway. Having, as he felt sure, the means of 
makmg things deoid^y uncomfortable for Mr. Rodman William¬ 
son, it struck him that the eftest way would be to declare at once 
to ^ brother Richard aU he knew and expected; Dick would 
not be slow in bestirring himself to make Ro dman smart. *Arry 
was without false shame; he had no hesitation in facing his 
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brother. But Mr. Mutimer, he was told, was not at home, llitti 
he would see Mrs. Mutimer. But the servant was indisposed 
to admit him, or even to trouble her mistress. *Arry had to 
request her to say that * Mr. 'Enery Mutimer ’ desired to see 
the lady of the house. He ohuckl^ to see the astoniiE^ment 
producM by his words. Thus he got admittance to Adela. 

She was shoclqsd at the sight of him, could find no words, 
yet gave him her hand. He told her he wished to see his brother 
on v^ particular business. But Richard would not be back 
before eight o'clock in the evening, and it was impossible to 
say whwe he could be found. 'Any would not tell Adela what 
brought him, only assured her that it had nothing to do with 
his own affairs. He would call again in the evening. Adela felt 
inhuman in allowing him to go out into the rain, but she could 
not risk giving displeasure to her husband by inviting ’Arry 
to stay. 

He came again at half:past eight. Mutimer had been home 
nearly an hour and was expecting him. 'Arry bst no time in 
coming to the point. 

* He's married that other woman, 1 could see that much. 
Go and see for yourself. She give me 'alf*a*crown to toll all 
about him. I'm only afraid he’s got off by this time.’ 

* Why didn’t you go and give information to the police at 
once ? * Mutimer cried, in exasperation. 

*Arry might have replied that he had a delicacy in waiting 
upon those gentlemen. But his brother did not stay for an 
answer. RusliLig from the room, he equipped himself instantly 
with hat, coat, and umbrella. 

* Show me the way to that house. Come along, there's no 
time to lose. Adela!' he called, * 1 have to go out; can’t say 
when 1 shall bo back. Don’t sit up if I'm late.' 

A hansom boro the brothers southwards as fast as hansom 
could go. 

They found Clara in the house, a haggard, frenzied woman. 
Already she had been to the police, but they were not inclined 
to hurry matters; she had no satisfactory evidence to give 
them. To Mutimer, when he had explains his position, she 
told everything—of her marriage in London* nine years ago, 
her going with her husband to America, his desertion of her. 
Riclmrd took her at once to the poUce-station. They would 
have to attend at the court next morning to swear an in¬ 
formation. 

By ten o’clock Mutimer was at Waterloo, taking tarain for 
Wimbledon. At Rodman’s house he found darkmss, but a 
little ringing brought Alice herself to the door. She thought it 
was her husband, and, on recognising Richard, aU but dropped 
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with feu; only some 31 news could explain his coming thus. 
With difficulty he induced her to go into a room out of the 
halL She was in her dressing-gown, her long beautiful hair in 
disorder, her pretty face white and d^torted. 

*What is it, Dick7 what is it, Dick?* she kept repeating 
mechanically, with inarticnlate moanings between. She had 
forgotten her enmity against her brother and spoke to him as 
in ^e old days. He, too, was all kindness. 

* Tty and keep quiet a little, Alice. 1 want to talk to vou. 
Yes, it’s about your husband, my poor girl; but there’s nothing 
to 1 m frightened at. He’s gone away, that’s alL I want you 
to come to London with me.* 

She had no more control over herself than a terrified chUd; 
her words and cries were so incoherent that Mutimer feared 
lest she had lost her senses. She was, in truth, on the borders 
of idiocy. It was more than half-an-hour before, with the 
servant’s assistance, he could allay her hysterical anguish. 
Then she altogether refused to accompany him. If she md so 
she would miss her husband; he would not go without coming 
to see her. Richard was reminded by the servant that it was 
too late to go by train. He decided to remain in the house 
through the night. 

He had not ventured to tell her all the truth, nor did her 
state encourage him to do so in the morning. But he then 
succeeded in persuading her to come with him; Rodman, he 
assured her, must already be out of England, for he had com¬ 
mitted a criminal offence and knew that the police were after 
him. Alice was got to the station more dead than alive; they 
were at home in Holloway by half-past ten. Richard then left 
her in Adela’s hands and sped once more to Brixton. 

He got home again at two. As he entered Adda came down 
the stairs to meet him. 

* How is she ? ’ he asked anxiously. 

* The same. The doctor was here an hour ago. We must 
keep her as quiet as possible. But she can’t rest for a moment.’ 

She added— 

* Three gentlemen have called to see yon. T^iey would leave 
no name, and, to tell the truth, were rather rude. !niey seemed 
to doubt my word when I said you wwe not in.* 

At his request she attempted to describe these calleni. 
Mutimer recognised them as members of his committee. 

* Rude to you? You must have mistakoi. What did they 
come here for? I shall in any case see them to-nighh* 

Ihey returned to the subject of Alice’s illness. 

*rve half a mind to tell her the truth,* Mutimer said. 
* Surely she’d put the blackguard out of her head after that.* 
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*No, no; you mustn't tell hor!' Adela interposed. *1 am 
sure it would be very unwise.’ 

Alice was growing worse; in an hour or two delirium began 
to declare itwlf. She had resisted all efforts to put her to ; 
at most she would lie on a couch. Whilst Richs^ and his wife 
were debating what should be done* it was announced to them 
that the three gdhtlemen liad called again. Mutimer went off 
angrily to see them. 

He was engaged for half-an-hour. Then Adela heard the 
visitors depart; one of them was speaking loudly and with 
irritation. She waited for a moment at the head of the stairs, 
expecting that Mutimer would come out to her. As he did 
not, she went into the sitting-room. 

Mutimer stood before the fireplace, his eyes on the ground, 
his face discoloured with vehement emotion. 

* What has happened ? ’ she asked. 

He looked up and beckoned to her to approach. 
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CMAPTER XXXIV 

Adela had never seen him so smitten with grave trouble. She 
knew him in brutal anger and in surly ill-temper; but his 

g resent mood had nothing of either. He seem^ to staggor 
eneath a blow which had all but crushed him and left him 
full of dread. He began to address her in a voice very unlike 
his own—thick, uncertain; he used short sentences, often 
incomplete. 

* Those men are on the committee. One of them got a letter 
this morning—anonymous. It said they were to be on their 
guard against me. Said the Company’s a swindle—that 1 knew 
it—that I’ve got money out of the people on false pretences. 
And Hilary’s gone—gone off—^taking an he could lay hands 
on. The letter says so—1 don’t know. It says I’m thick with 
the secretary—a man I never even saw. That he’s a well-known 
swindler—Delancey his name is. And these fellows believe it— 
demand that I shall prove I’m innocent. What proof can I 
give ? They think I kept out of the way on purpose this morning.’ 

He ceased speaking, and Adela stood mute, looking him in 
the face. She was appalled on his account. She did not love 
him; too often his presence caused her loathing. But of late 
she had been surprised into thinking more highly of some of 
his qualities than it had hitherto been possible for her to do. 
She could never forget that he toUed first and foremost for his 
own advancement to a very cheap reputation; he would not 
allow her to lose sight of it had she wished. But during the 
present winter she had discerned in him a genuine zeal to hdp 
the suffering, & fervour in kindly works of which she had not 
believed him capable. Very slowly the conviction had come 
to her, but in the mid she could not resist it. One evening, in 
telling her of toe hideous misery he had been amongst, hk voice 
failed and toe saw moisture in his eyes. Was his character 
changing? Had she wronged him in attaching too much im¬ 
portance to a fault which was merely on the surface? Oh, 
but toere were too many indisputable charges against him. 
Yet a man’s moral nature may sometimes be stres^thened by 
experience of the evil he has wrou^t. All tois rushed throu^ 
her mind as toe now stood gazing at him. 
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‘ But how can thej credit an anonymous letter ?' she said. 

' How can they belieye the worst of you Wore making inquiries ? * 

* Th^ hare been to the office of the Oompany. Eyerything 
is upside down. They say Hilary isn't to be found.’ 

’ Who can haye written such a letter t ’ 

* How do 1 know? I have enemies enough, no doubt. Who 
hasn’t that makes himself a leader? ’ 

There was the wrong note again. It discouraged her; she 
was silent. 

* Look here, Adela,’ he said, * do you belieye this ? ’ 

‘Believe it!’ 

‘ Do you think I’m capable of doing a thing like that- 
scraping together by pennies the money of the poorest of the 
poor just to use it for my own purposes—could I do that? ’ 

‘ You know 1 do not believe it.’ 

* But you don’t speak as if you were certain. There’s some¬ 
thing- But how am 1 to prove I’m innocent? How can 

I m^e people believe I wasn’t in the plot? They’ve oi^ my 
word—who’ll think that enough? Anyone can tell a lie and 
stick to it, if there’s no positive proof against him. How am I 
to make you believe that 1 was taken in ? ’ 

‘ But 1 tell you that a doubt of your innocence does not 
enter my mind. If it were necessary, 1 would stand up in 
public before all who accused you and declare that they were 
wrong. I do not need your assurance. 1 recognise that it would 
be impossible f >r you to commit such a enme.’ 

‘ Well, it does me good to hear you say that,’ he replied, 
with light of hope in his eyes. ‘ 1 wanted to feel sure of that, 
You might have thought that ’—^he sank his voice—* that 
because 1 could think of destroying that will- 

* Don’t speak of that! ’ she inteiruptod, with a gesture of 
pain. * I say that 1 believe you. It is enough. Don’t speak 
about me any more. Think of what has to be done.’ 

* I have promised to be in Gierkenwell at eight o’clock. 

There’ll be a meeting. I shall do nw best to show that I am 
innocent. You’ll look after Alice? It’s awful to have to leave 
her whilst she’s like that.’ * 

* Trust me. I will not leave her side for a moment. The doctor 
will be here again to-night.’ 

A thought struck him. 

* Send out the girl for an evening paper. Thwe may be 
something in it.’ 

The paper was obtained. One of the first headings his ^e 
fen upon was: * Rumoured Collapse of a Public Company: 
Disappearance of the Secretary.’ He showed it to Adel^ and 
they read tc^ether. She saw that the finger with which he 
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followed the lincB quiveied like a leaf. It was axmonnoed in 
a brief jparagraph that the Secretaiy of the Irish Daily CSompany 
was missing; that he seemed to have gone off with consider* 
able sums. Moreovw, that there were rumours in the City of 
a startling kind, relative to the character of the Company 
itself. The name of the secretary was Mr. Robert D^ncey, 
but that was now believed to be a mere altos.*' The police were 
activelv at work. 

* It’ll be the ruin of me! ’ Mutimer gasped. * I can never 
^ve that 1 knew nothing. You see, nothing’s said about 
Hilaiy. It’s that fellow Del^c^ who hM run.’ 

* You must find Mr. Hilary,’ said Adda urgently. * Where 
does he live? ’ 

* I have no idea. 1 only had the office address. Perhaps it 
isn’t even his real name. It’ll be my ruin.’ 

Adela was astonished to see him so broken down. He let 
lumself sink upon a chair; his head and hands fell. 

* But 1 can’t understaM why you should despair so! ’ she 
exclaimed. * You will speak to Ihe meeting to-night. If the 
mon^ is lost you will restore it. If you have been imprudent, 
that is no crime.* 

’ It is—it is—when I had money of that kind entrusted to 
me! Th^ won’t hear me. Th^ ^ve condemned me already. 
What use is it to talk to them ? They’ll say everything comes 
to smash in my hands.’ 

She spoke to him with such words of starmigthening as one 
of his comrades might have used. She did not feel the tender¬ 
ness of a wife, and had no power to assume it. But her voice 
was brave and true. She had made his interest, his reputation, 
her own. By degrees he recovered from the blow, and let her 
words give him heart. 

* You’re right,* he said, * I’m behaving like a fool; I couldn’t 
go on different if I was really guilty. Who wrote that letter? 
I never saw the letter before, as far as I know. I wanted to 
keep it, but they wouldn’t let me—trust them! What blaok- 
gua^ they ara! Th^’re jealous of me. They know they 
can’t speak like I do, that they haven’t the same influence I 
have. So they’re ready to believe the first lie that’s brought 
against me. Let them look to themselves to-n^tl I’ll give 
them a piece of my mind—see if I don’t! V^at’s to-day? 
Friday. On Sunday PU have the biggest meeting ever gatherra 
in the East End. If they shout out against me, PU tell tibmn 
to their faces that they’re mean-spirit ours. They haven’t 
the courage to rise and get by force what they’ll never have by 
asking for it, and whm a man does his best to help them they 
throw mud at him!' 
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* Bat they won’t do so/ Adela urged. ‘ D<Hi’t be unjust. 
Wait and see. They will shout/or, not against you.’ 

* Why didn’t you keep ’Arry here? ’ he asked suddenly. 

* He refused to stay. 1 gave him mon^.’ 

’ You should have forced him to stay! How can I have a 
brother of my own living a life like that? You did wrong to 
give him money* He’ll only use it to make a beast of himself. 
1 must And him again; I can’t let him go to ruin.’ 

’Any had come b^k to Holloway the previous night to 
inform Adela that her husband might not return till morning. 
As she said, it had been impossible to detain him. He was too 
far gone in unconventionality to spend a night under a decent 
roof. Home-sickness for the gutter possessed him. 

In the meantime Alice had become quieter. It was half- 
past six; Mutimer had to be at the meeting-place in derkmi- 
well by eight. Adela sat by Alice whilst the servant hurriedly 
prepa^ a meal; then the girl took her place, and she went 
down to her husband. They were in the middle of their meal 
vdien they heard the front-door slam. Mutimer started up. 

‘ Who’s that? Who’s gone out? ’ 

Adela ran to the foot of the stairs and called the servant’s 
name softly. It was a mmute before the girl appeared. 

‘ Who has just gone out, Mary ? * 

* Gone out ? No one, mum! ’ 

* Is Mrs. Rodman lying stUl ? * 

The girl wei i to see. She had left Alice for a few moments 
previously. She appeared again at the head of the stairs with 
a face of alarm. 

’ Mrs. Rodman isn’t there, mum! ’ 

Mutimer flew up the staircase. Alice was nowhere to be 
found. It could not be doubted that she had fled in a delirious 
state. Richard rushed into the street, but it was very dark, 
and rain was falling. There was no trace of the fugitive. He 
came back to the door, where Adela stood; he put out his hand 
and held her arm as if she needed support. 

’ Give me my hat! She’ll die in the street, in the rain! I’ll 
go one way; the girl most go the other. My hat! ’ 

* I will go one way myself,* ssud Adela hurriedly. ’ You 
must take an umbrella: it pours. Mary! my waterproof I ’ 

They ran in oppc»ite dictions. It was a quiet by-street, 
with no shops to cost light upon the pavement. Adela en¬ 
countered a constable before she had gone very far, and beg^ 
for his assistance. He promised to be on the Irok-out, nut 
advised hw to on a short distance to the police-station mid 
leave a description of the missing woman. She did so; then, 
finding tiie search hopeless in this quarter, tamed homewards. 
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Mntimer was still absent* but he appeared in five minutes, as 
unsuccessful as herself. She told him of her visit to the station. 

* I must keep going about,* he said. ' She can’t be far off; 
her strength, surely, wouldn’t tidce her far.* 

Adela felt for him profoundly; for once he had not a thought 
of himsdf, his distress was abrorbing. He was on the point of 
leaving the house again, when she remembered the meeting at 
which he was expect^. She spoke of it. 

* What do 1 care ? ’ he replied, waving his arm. * Let them 
think what they like. I must find Alice.’ 

Adela saw in a moment all that his absence would involve. 
He could of course explain subsequently, but in the meantime 
vast harm would have been done. It was impossible to neglect 
the meeting altogether. She ran after him and stopped him on 
the pavement. 

* I will go to this meeting for you,* she said. ‘ A cab will 
take me there and bring me back. 1 will let them know what 
keeps you away.’ 

He looked at her with astonishment. 

* You! How can you go ? Among those men ? ’ 

* Surely I have nothing to fear from them ? Have you lost 
all your faith suddenly? You cannot go, but someone must. 
1 wul speak to them so that they cannot but believe me. You 
continue the search; I will go.* 

They stood together in the pouring rain. Mutimer caught 
her hand. 

* 1 never knew what a wife could be till now,’ he exclaimed 
hoarsely. ^ And 1 never knew you ! ’ 

’Find me a cab and give the man the address. I will be 
ready in an instant.’ 

Her cheeks were on fire; her nerves quivered with excite¬ 
ment. She had made the proposal almost involuntarily; only 
his thanks gave her some understanding of what she was about 
to do. But she did not shrink; a man’s—better still, a woman’s 
—noblest courage throbbed in her. If need w^, she too could 
stand forward in a worthy cause and speak the truth undauntedly. 

The cab was bearing her away. She looked at her watch 
in the moment of passing a street lamp and just saw that it 
was eight o’clock. The meeting would be fuff by this; they 
would already be drawing ill conclusions from Mutimer’s absmice. 
Fastw, faster! Evoy moment lost increased the force of pre¬ 
judice against him. She could scarcely have fdt more zeal 
on behalf of the man whom her soul loved. In the fever of 
her Iffain she was conscious of a wish that even now that love 
could be her husband’s. Ah no, no! But serve him she could, 
and loyally. The lights flew by in the streets of Islington; the 
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driver was making tke utmost speed he durst. A oheok amoi^ 
thronging vehicles anguished her. But it was past, and here 
at length came the pause. 

A crowd of pwhaps a hundred men was gathered about the 
ill-lighted entrance to what had formerly been a low-class 
dancing-saloon. Adela saw them come thronging about the cab, 
heard their cries a>f discontent and of surprise when she showed 
herself. 

* Wait for me! ’ she called to the driver, and straightway 
walked to the door. The men made way for her. On the 
threshold slie turned. 

* 1 wish to see some member of the committee. 1 am Mrs. 
Mutimer.’ 

There was a coarse laugh from some fellows, but others cried, 
‘ Shut up! she's a lady.’ One stepmd forwaM and announced 
himself as a committee-man. He followed her into the passage. 

* My husband cannot come,’ she said. * Will you please 
show me where I can sjieak to the meeting and tell them the 
reason of his absence ? ’ 

Much amazed, the committee-man led her into the hall. It 
was whitewashed, furnished with plain benches, lit with a few 
gas-jets. There was scarcely room to move for the crowd. Every 
man seemed to be talking at the pitch of his voice. The effect 
was an angry roar. Adola’s guide with difficulty made a passage 
for her to the platform, for it took some time before the crowd 
realised what was going on. At length she stood in a place 
wh^ce she could survey the assembly. On the wall behind 
her hung a groat sheet of paper on which were inscribed the 
names of all who hod deposited money with Mutimer. Adela 
glanced at it and understood. Instead of being agitated she 
possessed an extraordinary lucidity of mind, a calmness of nerve 
which she afterwards remembered as something miraculous. 

Hie committee-man roared for silence, then in a few words 
explained Mrs. Mutimer’s wish to make ‘ a speech.’ To Adela’s 
ears there seemed something of malice in this expression; she 
did not like, either, the laugh which it elicited. But quiet was 
speedily restored by a few men of sturdy lungs. She stepped 
to the front of the platform. 

The scene was a singular one. Adela had thrown off her 
waterproof in the cab; she stood in her lady-like costume of 
home, her hat only showing that she had come from a distance. 
For years her che!^ had been very pale; in this moment her 
whole face was white as marble. Her delicate beauty made 
strange contrast with the faces on each side and in front of her 
—faces of rude intdligence, faces of fathomless stupidity, faces 
dqpsded into somethi^ less than human. But all were listening, 
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all straining towards her. There were a few whispers of honest 
admiration, a few of vile jest. She b^^an to speak. 

* 1 have come here bemuse my husband cannot come. It 
is most anfortunate that he cannot, for he tells me that some¬ 
one has beCT throwing doubt upon his honesty. He would be 
here, but that a terrible misfortune has befallen him. His 
sister was lying ill in our house. A little more than an hour 
ago she was by chance left alone and, being delirious—out of 
her mind-—escaped from l^e house. My husband is now search¬ 
ing for her everywhere; she may be dying somewhere in the 
streets. Hiat is the explanation 1 have come to give you. But 
I will say a word more. I do not know who has spoken ill of 
my husband; 1 do not know his reasons for doing so. Hiis, 
however, I know, that Richard Mutimer has done you no wrong, 
and that he is incapable of the horrible thing of which he is 
accused. You must believe it; you wrong yourselves if you 
refuse to. To-morrow, no doubt, he will come and speak for 
himself. TiU then 1 beg you to take the worthy part and credit 
good rather than evil.* 

She ceased, and, turning to the committee-man, who still 
stood near her, requested him to guide her from the room. As 
she moved down from the platform the crowd recovered itself 
from the spell of her voice. The majority cheered, but there 
were not a few dissentient howls. Adela had ears for nothing; 
a path opened before her, and she walked along it with bow^ 
head. Her heart was now beating violently; she felt that she 
must walk quickly or perchance her stren^h would fail her 
before she reached the door. As she disappeared there again 
arose the mingled uproar of cheers and groans; it came to her 
like the bdlow of a pursuing monster as she fled along the 
passage. And in truth Demos was on her track. A few kept 
up with her; the rest jammed themselves in the door-way, 
hustled each other, fought. The dozen who came out to the 
pavement altogether helped her into the cab, then gave a hearty 
cheer as she drove away. 

The voice of Demos, not malevolent at the last, but to Adela 
none the lees something to be fled from, something which excited 
thoughts of horrible possibilities, in its very go^-humour and 
its praise of her a sound of fear. 
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CHAPTEB XXXV 

His search being vain, Mutimer hastened from one police-station 
to another, leaving descriptions of his sister at each. When 
he came home again Adela had just arrived. She was suffering 
too much from the reaction which followed upon her excitement 
to give him more than the briefest account of what she had 
heaird and said; but Mutimer cared little for details. He drew 
an eaf^-chair near to the fire and begged her to rest. As she 
lay ba^ for a moment with closed eyes, he took her faint hand 
and put it to his lips. He had never done so before; when she 
glanced at him he averted his face in embarrassment. 

He would have persuaded her to go to bed, but she declared 
that sleep was impossible; she had much rather sit up with 
him till news came of Alice, as it surely must do in course of 
the night. For Mutimer there was no resting; he circled con¬ 
tinually about the neighbouring streets, returning to the house 
every quarter of an hour, always to find Adela in the same 
position. Her heart would not fall to its normal beat, and the 
vision of those harsh faces would not pass from her mind. 

At two o'clock they heard that Alice was found. She had 
been discovered several miles from home, lying unconscious in 
the street, and was now in a hospital. Mutimw set off at once; 
he returned with the report t^t she was between life and 
death. It was impossible to remove her. 

Adela slept a little between six and eight; her husband took 
even shorter rest. When she came down to the sitting-room, 
he was reading the morning paper. As she entered he uttered 
a cry of astonishment and rage. , 

‘ Look here! * he exclaimed to her. * Read that! * 

He pointed to an account of the Irish Dairy Company 
frauds, in which it was stated that the secretary, known as 
Delancey, appeared also to have home the name of Rodman. 

They gazra at each other. 

*Then it was Rodman wrote that letter 1* Mutimer cried. 
* m swear to it. He did it to injure me at the last moment. 
Why haven't they got him yet? The police are useless. But 
they've got Hilary, I see—yes, they've got Hilaiy. He was 
csiG^t at Dovw. Ha, ha! He denies everythi^—says he 
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didn’t even know of the secretary’s decamping. The lying 
scoundrel! Says he was going to Paris on private busing. 
But thq^’ve got him! And see here again: “The same Rod- 
man is at present wanted by the police on a charge of bigamy.” 
Wanted! If th^ weren’t incompetent fools they’d have had 
him already. Ten to one he’s out of England.’ 

It was a day of tumult for Mutimw. At the hospital he 
found no encouragement, but he could only leave Alice in the 
hands of the doctors. From the hospital he went to his mother’s 
house; he had not yet had time to let her know of anything. 
But his main business lay in Gerkenwdl and in various parts 
of the East End, wherever he could see his fellow-agitators. In 
hot haste he wrote an announcement of a meeting on Glmken- 
well Green for Sunday afternoon, and had thousands of copies 
printed on slips; by evening these were scattered throughout 
his * parishes.* He found that the calumny affecting him was 
alreaay widely known; several members of his committee met 
him with black looks. Here and there an ironical question 
was put to him about his sister’s health. With the knowledge 
that Alice might be dying or dead, he could scarcely find words 
of reply. His mood changed from fear and indignation to a 
grim fury; within a few hours he made many resolute enemies 
by his reckless vehemence and vituperation. 

The evening papers brought him a piece of intelligence which 
would have rejoiced him but for something with which it 
was coupled. Delancey, alias Rodman, alias Williamson, was 
arrested; he had been caught in Hamburg. The telegram added 
that he talked freely and had implicated a number of persons 
—among them a certain Socialist agitator, name not given. 
As Mutimer read this he fell for a moment into blank despair. 
He returned at once to Holloway, tdl but resolved to throw 
up the game—to abandon the effort to defend himself, and 
wait for what might result from the judicial investigations. 
Adela resisted this to the uttermost. She understood tlmt such 
appearance of fear would be fatal to him. With a knowledge 
of Demos which owed much to her last night’s experience, she 
urged to him that bdiind his back calumny woukl thrive un¬ 
checked, would grow in a day to proportions iJtogether irre¬ 
sistible. She succeeded in restori^ his courage, though at the 
same time there revived in Mutimer the savage spirit which 
could onl^ result in harm to himself. 

'This u how they repay a man who works for them!’ he 
cried repeatedly. * ^e ungrateful brutes! Let me once clear 
mysdf, and I’ll throw it up, bid them find someone else to fight 
their l^ttles for them. It’s always been the same: history 
shows it. What have I got for myself out of it all, Fd like to 

414 



Demos 

know? Haven’t I given them every penny 1 had? Let them 
do their worst! Let them bark and bray till they are hoarse! ’ 

He would liave kept away from dwkenwell that evening, 
but even this Adela would not let him do. She insisted that 
he must be seen and heard, that the force of innocence would 
prevail even with his enemies. The couple of hours he passed 
with her were spent in ceaseless encouragement on her side, in 
violent tirades on his. He pac^ the room like a caged lion, 
at one moment execrating Rodman, the next railing against 
the mob to whose interests he had devoted himself. Now and 
then his voice softened, and he spoke of Alice. 

* The scoundrel set even her against me i If she lives, perhaps 
she’ll believe I’m guilty ; how can my word stand against her 
husband’s? Why, he isn’t her husband at all! It"s a good 
thing if she dies—the best thing that could happen. What 
will become of her? What are we to call her? She’s neither 
married nor single. Can we keep it from her, do you think? 
No, that won't do; she must be free to marry an honest man. 
You’ll tiy and make friends with her, Adela—if over you’ve 
the chance? She’ll have to live with us, of course; unless she’d 
rather hve with mother. We mustn’t tell her for a long time, 
till she’s strong enough to bear it.* 

He with difficulty ate a few mouthfuls and went oA to 01erken> 
well. In the erstwhile dancing-saloon it was a night of tempest. 
Mutimer had never before i^dressed an unfriendly audience. 
After the first few interruptions he lost his temiier, and with 
it his cause, as far as these present hearers were concerned. 
When he left them, it was amid the mutiermgs of a storm 
which was not quite—-only not quite—ready to burst in fury. 

‘Who knows you won’t take yer ’ook before to-morrow?’ 
cried a voice as he neared the door. 

‘ Wait and see! ’ Mutimer shouted in reply, with a savage 
laugh. ‘ I’ve a word or two to say yet to blackguards like you. 

He could count on some twenty pairs of fists in the room, 
if it came to that point; but he was allowed to depart un¬ 
molested. 

On the way home he called at the hospital. There was no 
change in Alice’s condition. 

l^e next day he remained at home iiil it was time to start 
f(» Qerkmwell Green. He was all but worn out, and there 
was nothing of any use to be done before the meeting assembled. 
Adda went for bun to the hospital and brought back stUl the 
same report. He ate fairly well of his midday dinner, seeming 
somewhat calmer. Adela, foreseeing his main danger, b^ed 
him to address the people without anger, assured mm that a 
dignified self-possession would go much farther than any amount 

415 



Demos 


of blustering. He was induced to promise that he would follow 
her advice. 

He puiposed walking to the Green; the exercise would 
perhaps keep his nerves in order. When it was time to start, 
ne took Adela's hand, and for a second time kissed it. I%e 


made an effort over herself and held her lips to him. Hie 
* good-b^ * was exchanged, with a word of sttengthening from 
Adela; but still he did not go. He was endeavouring to speak. 

* I don't think I've thanked you half enough,* he said at 
length, * for what you did on Friday night.* 

* Yes, more than enough,’ was the reply. 

* You make little of it, but it’s a thii^ very few women would 
have done. And it was hard for you, because you’re a lady.* 

‘ No lees a woman,* murmured Adela, her head bowed. 

' And a good woman—I believe with all my heart. I want 
to ask you to forgive me—-for things I once said to you. I was 
a brute. Perhaps if I had been brought up in the same kind 
of way that you were—that’s the difference between us, you 
see. But try if you can to forget it. 1*11 never think anything 
but good of you as long as I live.* 

She could not reply, for a great sob was choking her. She 
pressed his hand; the tears broke from her eyes as she tamed 
away. 

It being Sunday afternoon, visitors were admitted to the 
hospital in which Alice lay. Mutimer had allowed himself 
time to pass five minutes by his sister’s bedside on the way to 
derkenwelL Alice was still unconscious; she lay motionless, 
but her lips muttered unintelligible words. He l^nt over her 
and spoke, but she did not r^ard him. It was perhaps the 
keenest pain Mutimer had ever known to look into those eyes 
and meet no answering intelligence. By close listening he 
believed he heard her utter the name of her husband. It was 
useless to stay; he kissed her and left the ward. 

On his arrival at derkenwell Green—a large triangular space 
which merits the name of Green as much as the Strand—he 
found a considerable gathering already assembled about the 
cart from which he was to speak. The inno* circle consisted 
of his friends—some fifty who remained staunch in thrir ^th. 
l*rominent among them was the man Redgrave, he who had 
presented the address when Mutimer took leave of his New 
Wanley workpeople. He had come to London at the same 
time as his leacier, and had done much to recommend Matimar*8 
scheme in the East End. His muscular height made those 
about him look puny. He was red in the face with the exdte* 
ment of abnring Mutimer’s enemies, and looked as if nothing 
would please him better than to second words with arguments 
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more cogent He and those about him haded the agitator’s 
appearance with three rtn^g cheers. A little later came a sup- 
TOrter whom Richard had not expected to see—Mr. Westlake. 
Only this morning intelligence of what was going on had reached 
his ears. At once he had scouted the accusations as incredible; 
he deemed it a dut^ to present Mmself on Mutimer’s side. 
Outside this sn&ll cluster was an indefinable mob, a [xirtion 
of it bitterly hostile, a part indifferent; among the latter a 
large element of mere drifting blackguardism, the raff of a city, 
anticipating with pleasure an uproar which would give them 
unwonted opportunities of violence and pillage. These gentle' 
men would with equal zeal declare for Mutimer or his opponents, 
as the fortune of the day directed them. 

The core of the hostile party consisted of those who foUowerl 
the banner of Comrade Roodhouse, the ralliers to the ‘ Tocsin.’ 
For them it was a great occasion. The previous evening hari 
seen a clamorous assembly in the room behind the Hoxton 
coffee-shop. Comrade Roo^ouse professed to have full details 
of the scandal which had just come to light. According to him, 
there was no doubt whatever that Mutimer had known from 
the first the character of the bogus Company, and had wittingly 
used the money of the East-Enders to aid in floating a concern 
which would benefit himself and a few others. Roodhouse dis¬ 
closed the identity of Mr. Robert Delancey, and explained the 
relations existing between Rodman and Mutimer, ignoring the 
fact that a lawsui: had of late turned their friendship to mutual 
animosity. It was an opportunity not to be missed for paying 
back the hard things Mutimer had constantly said of the * Tocsin” 
party. Comrade Roodhouse was busy in the crowd, sowing 
calumnies and fermenting wrath. In the crowd were our old 
acquaintances Messrs. Cowes and Cullen, each haranguing as 
many as could be got to form a circle and listen, indulging 
themselves in measureless vituperation, cmng shame on traitors 
to the noble cause. Here, too, was Daniel Dabbs, mainly 
interested in the occasion as an admirable provocative of thirst. 
He was much disposed to believe Mutimer guil^, but under¬ 
stood that it was none of his business to openly we part with 
either side. He stood well on the limits of the throng; it was 
not impossible that the debate might end in the cracking of 
crowns, in which case Mr. Dabbs, as a respectable licensed 
victualler whose weekly profits had long since made him smile 
at the follies of his youth, would certainly incur no needless 
risk to his own valuable sc^p. 

The throng thickened; it was impossible that the speakers 
should be au^ble to the whole assembly. Hastily it was decided 
to arrange two centres. Whilst Mutimer was speaking at the 
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lower end of the Green, Redgrave would lift up hie vcnoe in the 
opposite part, and m^e it understood that Mutimer would 
repeat his address there as soon as he had satisfied the hearem 
b^w. The meeting was announced for three o'clock, but it 
was half an hour later before Mutuoam stood up on the oart 
and extended his hand in appeal for silence. It at first seemed 
as if he could not succeed in making his voic# heard at alL A 
cluster of Roodhouse’s followers, unoOT the pretence of demand* 
ing quiet, made incessant tumult. But ultimately the majority, 
those who were merely curious, and such of the angry East* 
Enders as really wantra to hear what Mutimer had to say for 
himself, impeded silence. Richard began his speech. 

He had kept Adela's warning in mind, and determined to 
be calmly dignified in his refutal of the charges brought against 
him. For five minutes he impressed his hearers. He had never 
spoken better. In the beginning he briefly referred to the facts 
of his life, spoke of the use he had made of wealth when he 
possessed it, demanded if it was likely that he should join with 
swindlers to rob the veiy class to which he himself was proud 
to belong, and for which he had toiled unceasingly. He spoke 
of Rodman, and denied tliat he had ever known of this mui’s 
connection with the Company—a man who was his worst 
enemy. He it was, this Rodman, w'ho doubtless had written 
the letter which first directed suspicion in the wrong quarter; 
it was an act such as Rodman would be capable of, for the 
sake of gratifying his enmity. And how had that enmity arisen ? 
He told the story of the lawsuit; showed how, in that matter, 
he had stood up for common honesty, though at the time Rod- 
man was his friend. Then he passed to the subject of his steward¬ 
ship. Why bad he put that trust money into a concern without 
sufficient investigation ? He could make but one straightforward 
answer: he had believed that the Company was sound, and he 
bought shares because the dividends promised to be large, and 
it was his first desire to do the v^ best be could for those 
who had laid their hard-earned savings in his hands. 

For some minutes he had had increasing difficulty in hold¬ 
ing his voice above the noise of interruptions, hostile or friendly. 
It now became impossible for him to proceed. A man who 
was lifted on to the shoulders of two others began to make a 
counter-speech, roaring so that those around could not but 
atteiMl to him. He deemred himself one of those whom Mutunw 
had robbed; all his savings for seven montos were gone; he 
was now out of work, and his family would soon be starving. 
Richard’s blood boUed as he heard these words. 

* You lie!* he browed in return; * I know you. You are 
the fellow who said last night that I should nm away, and 
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never oome at aJl to this meeting. 1 called you a bladcguard 
tiien, and 1 call you a liar now. You have put in my haiM six 
threepenoea, and no mora The mon^ you mi^^t have saved 
yon constantly got drunk upon. Your money is waiting for 
you: you have only to oome and Apply for it. And 1 say the 
same to all the rest. I am ready to pay all the money back, 
and TOy it too iHUi interest.’ 

* Of course you are! * vociferated the other. * You can't steal 
itp so you offer to give it back. We know that gama* 

It was the commencement of utter confusion. A hundred 
voices w«e trying to make themselves heard. The great crowd 
swayed this way and that. Mutimer looked on a tempest of 
savage faces—a sight which might have daunted any man in 
his position. Fists were shaken at him, curses were roared at 
him from every direction. It was clear that the feeling of the 
mob was hopelessly against him; his explanations were ridi> 
ouled. A second man was reared on others* shoulders; but 
instead of speaking from the place where he was, he demanded 
to be borne forward and helpra to a standing on the cart. I^is 
was effected after a brief struggle with Mutimer’s supporters. 
Then all at once there was a cessation of the hubbub that the 
new speaker might be heard. 

‘ Lwk at thu man! ’ he cried, pointing at Mutimer, who 
had drawn as far aside as the cart would let him. * He’s been 
a-tdlin’ you what he did whm somebody died an* left him a 
fortune. There’s just one thing he’s forgot, an’ shall I tell you 
what that is ? When he was a workin* man Uke ourselves, mates, 
he was a-goin’ to marry a pore girl, a workin’ girl. When he 
gets his money, what does he do? Why, he pitches her over, 
ff you please, an’ marries a fine lady, as took him because he 
was rich—that’s the way ladies always chooses their husbands, 
y’understand.* 

He was interrupted by a terrific yell, but by dint of vigorous 
pantomime secur^ a hearing again. 

* But wait a bit, maties; 1 haven’t done yet. He pitches 
ovm the pore girl, but he dom worse afterwards. He sets a 
tale a-goin’ as she’d disgraced herself, as she wasn’t fit to be a 
honest man’s wife. An’ it was all a damned lie, as lots of us 
knows. Now what d’ye think o’ thatl This is a friend o* the 
People, this is! This is the man as ’as your interests at *ar<^ 
mates! If he’ll do a thing like that, won’t he rob you of your 
savin’s? * 

As soon as he knew what the man was about to speak of, 
Mutimer fdt ^e blood rush back upon his heart. It was as 
when a criminal hears ddivered against him a damning item of 
evidence. He knew that he was pale, that every feature declared 

419 



Demos 

his oonsciousnesB of guilt. In vain he txied to face <^e mob and 
smile contemptuously. His eyes feU; he stood without the 
power of speech. 

The yell was repeated^ and prolonged, owing to another 
cause than the accusation just heard. When the accuser was 
borne forwards to the cart, a rumour spread among those more 
remote that an attack was being made on Mbtimer and his 
friends. The rumour reached t^t part of the Qreen where 
Redgrave was thmi haranguing. At once the listeners faced 
about in the direction of the supposed conflict. Redgrave him- 
sdf leaped down, and called upon all supporters of Mutimer to 
follow him. It was the orasli between two crowds which led 
to the prolonging of the yell. 

The meeting was over, the riot had begun. 

Picture them, the indignant champions of honesty, the 
avengers of virtue defmned! Demos was roused, was tired of 
listening to mere articulate speech; it was time for a good 
wild-be^t roar, for a taste of bloodshed. Scarcely a face in all 
the mob but distorted itself to express as much sav^ery as can 
be got out of the human countenance. Mutimer, seeing what 
had come, sprang down from the cart. He was at once carried 
yards away in an irresistible rush. Impossible for him and his 
friends to endeavour to hold their ground: they were too vastly 
outnumbered; the most they could do was to hold together and 
use every opportunity of retreat, standmg in the meanwhile 
on the defensive. There was no adequate l^y of police on the 
Green; the riot would take its course unimp^ed by the hired 
servants of the capitalist State. Redgrave httle by little fought 
his way to withm sight of Mutimer; he brought with him a 
small but determined contingent. On all sides was the thud 
of blows, the indignant shouting of the few who desired to 
preserve order mingled with the clamour of those who combated. 
bmnoB was having his way; civilisation was blotted out, and 
club law proclaim^. 

Mutimer lost his hat in jumping from the cart; in five 
minutes his waistcoat and shirt w’ere rent open, whether by 
friends in guarding him, or by foes in assailing, it was im¬ 
possible to say. But his bodyguard held together with wonder¬ 
ful firmness, only now and l^en an enemy got near enough to 
dash a fist in his face. If he fell into the hands of the mob he 
was done for; Mutimer knew that, and was ready to fight for 
his life. But the direction taken by the main current of the 
crowd favoured him. In about twenty minutes he was swept 
away from the Qreen, and into a street. There were now fewer 
foes about him; he saw an opportunity, and togethee with 
Redgrave burst away. There was no shame in tak^ to flight 

4ZO 



Demos 

wiiere the odds against him wore so overwhelming. Bat puisuers 
were dose behind him; their oiy gave a lead to the chase. 
He looked for some by-way as he rushed along the pavement. 
But an unezj^ted refuge offered itself. He was passing a 
little groim of women, when a voice from among them cried 
loudly—* £i here! In here!' He saw that a house<4oor was 
open, saw a hflbid beckon wildly, and at once sprang for the 
retreat. A woman entered immediately behind him and slammed 
the door, but he did not see that a stick which the foremost 
of his pursue had flung at him came with a terrible blow full 
upon his preserver’s face. 

For a moment he could only lean against the wall of the 
passage, recovering his breath. Where he stood it was almost 
dark, for the evening was drawing in. Tlie woman who had 
rescued him was standing near, but ho could not distinguish 
her face. Ho heard the mob assembling in the narrow street, 
their shouts, their trampling, and speedily there began a great 
noise at the door. A beating with sticks and fists, a thundering 
at the knocker. 

‘ Are you the landlady ? ’ Mutimer asked, turning to his 
silent companion. 

* No,’ was the reply. ‘ She is outside, 1 must put up the 
chain. They might get her latchkey from her.’ 

At the first syllable he started; the voice was so familiar to 
him. The words were spoken with an entire absence of womanish 
oonstemation; the voice trembled a little, but for all that there 
was calm couiage in its sound. When she had made the door 
secure and turned again towards him, ho looked into her face 
as closely as ho could. 

’ Is it Emma ? * 

‘Yes.* 

Both were silent. Mutimer forgot all about his danger; that 
at this moment he should meet Emma Vine, that it should be 
she who saved him, impressed him with awe which was stronger 
than all the multitude of sensations just now battling within 
him. For it was h^ name that had roused the rabbm flnidfy 
against him. For his wrong to her he knew that he would have 
scored justly; yet her haM it was that barr^ the door against 
his brutal parsuMB. A sudden weakness shook his limm; be 
had again to lean utou the wall for support, and, scarcely 
conscious of what he did, he sobbed three or four times. 

* Are you hurt? * Emma asked. 

* No, I’m not hurt, no.* 

Two children had come down the stairs, and w«re clinging 
to Emma, cmng with fright. For the noise at the door was 
growing terrific. 
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* Who is thwe in the house? ’ Mutimer asked. 

* No onOp 1 think, l^e landlady and two other women i^o 
live here are outside. My sister is away somewhere.* 

* Can Iget off by the back ? * 

* No. here’s a little yard, but the walls are far too hi^* 

* They'll break the door t^ugh. If they do, the dew are 
as likely to kill you as me. I must go upstairs tb a window and 
speak to them. I may do sometmng yet. Sooner than put 
you in dan^r m go out and let them do their worst. Listen 
to them! Ihat's the People, that is! 1 deserve kiUii^, fool 
that I am, if only for the lying good Fve said of them. Let me 
go up into your room, if it has a window in the front.' 

He led up the stairs, and Emma showed him the door of 
her room—^the same in which she had received the visit of 
Daniel Dabbs. He looked about it. saw the poverty of it. Then 
he looked at Emma. 

' Good God! Who has liit you? * 

There was a great cut on her cheek, Ihe blood was running 
down upon her dress. 

* Somebody threw a stick,’ she answered, trying to smile. 
* 1 don’t feel it; I'll tie a handkerchief on it.' 

Again a fit of sobbmg seized him; he felt as weak as a child. 

‘^e cowardly roughs! Give me the handkerchief—I’U tie 
it. Emma!’ 

* Think of your own safety,’ she replied hurriedly. * I tdl 
you I don’t feel any pain. Do you think you can get them to 
Ikten to you 7 ’ 

' I’ll try. Tliere’s nothing else for it. You stand at the back 
of the room; they may throw something at me.’ 

*Oh, then, don’t open the window! They can’t break the 
door. Some help vrill come.' 

'They will break the door. You'd be as safe among wild 
beasts as among those fellows if they get into the house.' 

He threw up the sash, though Emma would not go from 
bis side. In the street below was a multitude which made 
but one ravening monster; all its eyes were directed to the 
upper storeys of this house. Mutimer looked to the right and 
to the left. In the lattw quarter he saw the signs of a struggle. 
Straining his eyes through the dusk, he perceived a mounted 
polioe-omoer forcing his way through the throng; on mther 
side were visible the helmets of constables. He drew a deep 
sigh of relief, for the efforts of the mob against the house door 
oottkl scarcely succeed unless they used more formidable weapcms 
for assault, and that would now be all but impossible. 

He drew his h«d badr into the room and looked at Emma 
with a laugh of satisfaction. 
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* Tbe police are making way I There*s nothing to fear now.' 

* CSome away from the window, then,' I^ma urged. * It is 
useless to show yourself.' 

* Let them see me, the blackguards! They're so tight packed 
they haven't a huid among them to mm anything.' 

As he spoke, he again leaned forward from the window-sill, 
and stretched his arms towards the approaching rescuers. That 
same instant a heavy fragment of stone, huned with deadly 
force and precision, struck him upon the temple. The violence 
of the blow flung him back into the room; he dropped to his 
knees, threw out a hand as if to save himself, then sank face 
foremost upon the floor. Not a sound hod escaped his lips. 

Emma, with a low cry of horror, bent to him and put her 
arm about his body. Raising his head, she saw that, though 
his eyes were staring, they had no power of sight; on his lips 
w'ere flecks of blood. She laid her cheeks to his lips, but could 
discern no breath; she tore apart tlio clothing from his breast, 
but her hand could not find his heart Then she rushed for a 
pillow, placed it beneath his head, and began to bathe his face. 
Not all the groat love which leaped like flume in her bosom 
could call the dead to life. 

The yells which had greeted Mutimor's appearance at the 
window were followed by a steady roar, mingled with scornful 
laughter at his speedy retreat; only a few saw or 8us]:)ected 
that he had been gravely hit by the missile. Then the tumult 
began to change its character; attention wus drawn from the 
house to the idvancing police, behind whom came a band of 
Mutimer's adherents, 1 m by Redgrave. The latter were cheer¬ 
ing ; the hostile rabble mot their cheers with defiant challenges. 
The police hod now almost more than they could do to prevent 
a furious collision between the two bodies; but their numbme 
kept increasing, os detachments arrived one after another, and 
at length the house itself was firmly guarded, whilst the rioters 
on both sides were being put to flight. It was not a long street; 
the police cleared it completely and allow'ed no one to enter 
at either end. 

It was all but dark when at length the door of Emma’s room 
w'as opened and six or seven women appeared, searching for 
Mutima. The landlady was foremost; she carried a lamp. It 
showed the dead man at full length on the floor, and Emma 
kneeling beside him, holding liis hand. Near her were the two 
children, crying miserably. Emma appeared to have lost her 
voice; when the light flashed upon her eyes she covered tbem 
witii one hand, with the other pointed downwards. Tbe women 
bre^e into cries of fright and lamentation. They clustered 
around the prostrate form, examined it, demanded explanations. 

423 



Demos 

One at length sped down to the street and shortly returned 
with two policemen. A messenger was despatched for a doctor. 

£mma did not move; she was not weeping, bat paid no 
attention to any words addrrased to her. The room was thronged 
with curious neighbours, there was a hubbub of talk. When at 
length the medical man arrived, he cleared the chamber of all 
except Emma. After a brief examination of the body he said 
to her: 

‘ You are his wife? ’ 

She, still kneeling, looked up into his face with pained 
astonishment. 

* His wife? Oh no I I am a stranger.’ 

The doctor showed surprise. 

* He was killed in your presence ? ’ 

‘ He is dead—areally dead 7 ’ she asked under her breath. 
And, as she spoke, she laid her hand upon his arm. 

* He must have been kUled instantaneously. Did the stone 
fall in the room? Was it a stone? ’ 

No one had searched for the missile. The doctor discovered 
it not far away. Whilst he was weighing it in his hand there 
came a knock at the door. It was Mr. Westlake who entered. 
He came and looked at the dead man, then, introducing him¬ 
self, spoke a few words with the doctor. Assured that there 
was no shadow of hope, he withdrew, having looked closely at 
Emma, who now sto^ a little apart, her hands held togethw 
before her. 

The doctor departed a few moments later. He had examined 
the wound on the girl’s face, and found that it was not serious. 
As he was going, Emma said to him: 

* Will you tell them to keep away—all the people in the 
house? ’ 

* This is your own room ? ’ 

* I live here with my sister.’ 

* 1 will ask them to respect your wish. The body must stay 
here for the present, though.’ 

‘ Oh yes, yes, I know.' 

* Is your sistw at home 7 ’ 

* She will be soon. Please tell them not to come here.’ 

She was alone again with the dead. It cost her great efforts 
of mind to convince herself that Mutimer really hM breathed 
hs9 last; it seemed to her but a moment since she heard him 
speak, heard him lau^; was not a trace of the laugh even 
now discernible on his countenance? How was it possible for 
life to vanish in this way? She constantly touched nim, spoke 
to him. It was incredible that he should not be able to hear her. 

Her love for him was immeasurable. Bitterness she had long 
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Binoe overoome» and she had thought that love» too, was gOM 
with it. She had deo«ved herself. Hw heart, inoredible as it 
may seem, had even known a kind of hope—^how else oould 
she have borne the life which fate laid upon herT—^the hoM 
that is one with love, that asks nothing of the reason, nor yiel« 
to reason*s contumely. He had been smitten dead at the moment 
that she loved hftn dearest. 

Her sister Kate came in. She had been spending the day 
with friends in another part of London. When just within the 
door she stopped and looked at the body nervouuy. 

^Emmal* she said. * Why don^t you come downstairs? 
Mrs, Lake’ll let us have h«r back room, and tea’s waiting for 
you. 1 wonder how you can stay here.’ 

‘ 1 can’t come. 1 want to be alone, Kate. Tell them not to 
come up.’ 

* But you can’t stay here all night, child! ’ 

’ 1 can’t talk. I want to be alone. Perhaps I’ll come down 
before long.’ 

Kate withdrew and went to gossip with the people who 
were incessantly coming and going in the lower part of the 
house. The opening and shutting of the front door, the sound 
of voices, the hurrying feet upon the staircase, were audible 
enough to Emma. She heard, too, the crowds that kept passing 
along the street, their shouts, their laughter, the voices of the 
policemen bidding them move on. It was aU a nightmare, from 
which she strove to awake. 

At length she was able to weep. Gazing constantly at the 
dead face, she linked it at lost with some far-off memory of 
tenderness, and that brought her tears. She held the cold hand 
against her heart and eased herself with passionate sobbing, 
with low wails, with loving utterance of his name. Thus it 
happened that she did not hear when someone knocked lightly 
at we door and entered. A shadow across the still features 
told her of another’s presence. Starting bock, she saw a lady 
from whose pale, beautiful face a veil had just been raised. 
The stranger, who was regarding her with tenderly compassionate 
eyes, said: 

‘ I am Mrs. Mutimer.’ 

Emma rose to her feet and drew a little apart. Her face fell. 

‘ They told me douTistairs,’ Adela pursued, ‘ that I should 
6nd Miss Vine in the room. Is your name Emma Vine? ’ 

Emma asked herself whether this lady, hk wife, could know 
anything of her story. It seemed so, from the tone of the 
question. She only replied: 

* Yes, it is.’ 

Then ^e again ventured to look up at the woman whose 

425 



Demos 


beauty had made her life barren. There were no signs of tears 
on Aaela’s face; to !l^ma idie seemed cold, tiioo^ so grave 
and gentle. Adela gazed for a while at the dead man. Sttie, 
too, mlt as though it were all a dream. The spectacle of Emma’s 
passionate grief had kept her emotion within ha heart, perhaps 
had weakened it. 

* You have yourself been hurt,’ she said, fuming again to 
the other. 

Emma only shook her head. She suffaed terribly from 
Adela’s presence. 

* 1 will go,’ she said in a whisper. 

* This is your room, 1 think? ’ 

‘Yes.* 


‘ May I stay here ? ’ 

‘ Of course—you must.' 

Emma was moving towards the door. 

* You wish to go ? ’ Adda said, uiterltig the words involun¬ 
tarily. 

‘ Yes, I must.’ 

Adela, left alone, stood gazing at the dead face. She did 
not kneel by her husband, os Emma had done, but a terrible 
anguish came upon her as she gazed; she buried her face in her 
hands. Her feeling was more of horror at the crime that had 
been committed t^n of individual grief. Yet grief she knew. 
The last words her husband hod spoken to her were good and 
worthy; in her memoiy they overcame all else. That parting 
when he left home had seemed to her like the beginning of a 
new life for him. Could not liis faults be atoned for otherwise 
than by this ghastly end? She hod no need to direct ha 
thouji^tB to the good that was in him. Even as she had taken 
his part against his traducers, so she now was stirred in spirit 
against his murdaos. She felt a solemn gladness in rememba- 
iug that she had stood before that meeting in the Clerkenwell 
room and served him as far as it was in a woman’s power to do. 
All ha long suffaings were forgotten; this supreme calamity 
of death outweighed them all. His enemies had murdaed him; 
would they not continue to assail his name ? She resolved that 
Ills memory should be ha care. That had nothing to do with 
love; simple justice donanded it. Justice and latitude for 
the last wads he had spoken to ha. 

She had as yet scarcely noticed the room m which she was. 
At loigth she surv^ed it; its poverty brought tears in ha 
eyes. There had been a fire, but the last spark was dead. She 
began to feel cold. 

Soon there was the sound of someone ascending the stairs, 
and Emma, afta knocking, i^idn entaed. She carried a tray 
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witii tea-things, which she placed upon the table. Then, harintf 
glanced at the fireplace, she took from a cupboard wood and 
paper and was beginning to make a fire when Adela stopped 
her, saying: 

' You must not do that for me. I will light the fiire myself, 
if you will let me.* 

Bmma looked up in surprise. 

* It is kind of you to bring me the tea,' Adela continued. 
' But let me do the rest.’ 

* If you wish to—yes,* the other replied, without under¬ 
standing the thought which prompted Adela. She carefully 
held herself from glancing towards the dead man, and movea 
away. 

Adela approached her. 

‘ Have you a room for the night ? * 

' Yes, thank you.* 

‘ Will you—will you take my hand before you leave me f ’ 

She held it forth; Emma, with eyes turned to the ground, 
gave her own. 

* Look at me,’ Adela said, under her breath. 

Their eyes met, and at last Emma understood. In that 
grave, noble gaze was far more than sympathy and tenderness; 
it was a look that besought pardon. 

* May 1 come to you in the night to see if you need any¬ 
thing f * Emma asked. 

* I shall need nothing. Come only if you can’t sleep.’ 

Adela lit the tire and began her night^s watching. 
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CHAPTER XXXVI 

A DEEP breath of country air. It is springtime, and the valley 
of Wanley is bursting into green and flowery life, peacefully glad 
as if the foot of Demos had never come that way. Incredible 
that the fume of furnaces ever desecrated that fleece-sown sky 
of tenderest blue, that hammers clanged and engines roared 
whm'e now the thrush utters his song so joyously. Hubert 
Eldon has been as good as his word, m all the valley no trace 
is left of what was called New Wanley. Once more we can 
climb to the top of Stanbury Hill and enjoy the sense of remote¬ 
ness and security when we see that dark patch on the horizon, 
the cloud that hiuigs over Belwick. 

Hubert and the vicar of Wanley stood there together one 
morning in late April, more than a year after the death of 
Richard Mutimer. Generally there was a strong breeze on this 
point, but to-day the w'est was breathing its gentlest, warm 
upon the cheek. 

* Well, it has gone,’ Hubert said. * May will have free playing- 
ground.* 

* In one sense,’ replied the vicar, ' I fear it will never be 
gone. Its influence on the life of the people in Wanley and in 
some of the farms about has been maver than you imagme. 
I find discontent where it was formmy unknown. The typical 
case is that lad of Bolton’s. They wanted him sadly at home; 
by this time he would have been helping his unfortunate father. 
Instead of that he’s the revolutionary oracle of Belwick pot- 
houi^ and appei^ on an average once a fortnight before the 
noa^trates for oeing drunk and msorderly.* 

* Yes, the march of progress has bemi hastened a little, doubt¬ 
less,’ said Hubert. *1 have to content mysdf with the grass 
and the trees. Well, I have done all I could, now other pwple 
must enjoy the results. Ah, look! there is a vmi of the jBd^- 
worths’ funiiture coming to the Manor. They are happy people! 
Smnething like an ideiu married couple^ and with nothtog to 
do but to wander about the vall^ ana enjoy themselves.* 

*1 am rather surprised you gave them so long a lease,’ 
remarked Mr. Wyvem. 
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* Why not! I shall never live here again. As long as I had 
work to do it was all right; but to continue to live in that house 
was impossible. And in twenty years it would be no less im- 
possibla I should fall into a monomania, and one of a very 
loathsome kind.* 

Mr. Wyvarn pondered. They walked on a few paces before 
Hubert again spoke. 

‘ There was a letter from her in the ** Belwick Chronicle 
yesterday morning. Something on the placard in Agworth 
station caused me to buy a copy. The * 1^17 papw, it seems, 
had a leader a day or two ago on Socialism, and took occasion 
to sneor at Mutimw, not by name, but in an unmistakable way 
—^the old scandal of course. She wrote a letter to the editor, 
and he courteously paid no attention to it. So she wrote to 
the ** Chronicle.** l^ey print hw in large type, and devote a 
leader to the subject—party capital, of course.’ 

He ceased on a bitter tone, then, before his companion could 
reply, added violently: 

* It is hideous to see her name in such places I * 

‘ Let us speak fredy of this,* returned Mr. Wyvern. * You 
seem to me to be veiy unjust. Your personal feeling makes 
you less acute in judging than 1 should have expected. Surely 
W behaviour is very admirable.* 

* Oh, I am not unjust in that sense. 1 have never refused to 
believe in his innocence technically.’ 

* Excuse me, that has nothing to do with the matter. All 

we have to look at is this. She is herself convinced of his 
innocence, and therefore makes it her supreme duty to defend 
his memory. It appears to me that she acts altogether nobly. 
In spite OX all the evidence that was brought on his side, the 
dastardly spirit of jpolitics has persisted in making Mutimer a 
sort of historical character, a type of the hypocritical dema¬ 
gogue, to be cited whenever occasion offers. Would it be possible 
to attach a more evU significance to a man’s name than that 
which Mutimer bears, and will continue to bear, among certain 
sections of writing and speechifying vermin? It is a miserable 
destiny. If every man who achieves notoriety paid for his 
faults in this way, what sort of reputations wdhld history consist 
of 7 1 won’t say that it isn’t a good thing, speaking genersdly, 

but in the individual case it is terribly hw. Would you have 
his widow keep silence! That woidd be the easier thixm to do, 
be sure of it-Uor her, a thousand times the easier. 1 regard 
her as the one entirely noble woman it has been my lot to krow. 
And if yon thoui^t calmly you could not speak of her witii 
such impatience.* 

Hubert k^t silence for a moment, 
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* It is all true. Of oouiBe it only means that 1 am savagely 
jealous. But I cannot—^npon my life I cannot—^undenstand 
her having givoi her love to such a man as that! * 

Mr. Wyvem seemed to regard the landscape. There was a 
sad smile on his countenance. 

* Let there be an end of it/ Hubert resumed. * 1 didn’t mean 
to say anything to you about the letter. Nour, we’ll talk of 
other thin^ Well, 1 am going to have a summer among the 
German gimeries; ^rhaps 1 sm^ find peace there. You have 
let your son know ^t 1 am coming? * 

^e vicar nodded. They cont^ued their walk along the 
top of the hill. Presmitly Mr. Wyvem stopped and fac^ lus 
companion. 

* Are you serious in what you said just now T I mean about 
hw love for Mutimer? ’ 

* Serious? Of course 1 am. Why should you ask such a 
question? ’ 

’ Because I find it difficult to distinguish between the things 
a young man says in jealous pique and the real belief he enter¬ 
tains vmen he is not throwing savage words about. You have 
convinced yourself that she loved her husband in the true sense 
of the word ? ’ 

’The conviction was forced upon me. Why did she marry 
him at all? What led her to give herself, heart and soul, to 
Socialism, she who under ordiwy circumstances would have 
shrunk from that and all other iama f Why should she make 
it a special entreaty to me to pursue her husband’s work? The 
zeal for his memory is nothing unanticipated; it issues naturally 
firom her former state of mind.* 


’ Your vehemence,* replied the vicar, smiling, ’ is sufficient 
proof that you don’t think it impossible for all these questions 
to be answered in another sense. 1 can’t pretend to have read 
the facts of her life infallibly, but suppose I venture a hint or 
two, just to give you matter for thought. Why she married 
him I cannot wholly explain to myself, but remember that she 
took that step very shortly after being brought to believe that 
you, my good friend, were uttwly unworthy of any true woman’s 
devotion. Bemember, too, her brother’s influence, and—well, 
her mother’s. Now, on the evening before she accepted Mutimer, 
she called at the Vicarage alone. Unfortunately I was away— 
was walking with you, in fact. What she desim to say to me 
I can only conjecture; but it is not impossible that she was 
driven by the common impulse which smids young girls to their 

S stor when they are in grievous trouble and without other 
ends.’ 

’ Why did you never tell nm of that? ’ cried Hubmrt. 
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* Because it would have been usel^ and, to tell you the 
iTuth, I felt I was in an awkward position, not far from acting 
iiulisoreetly. 1 did go to see her the next mornixtf, but only 
saw her mother, and heard of the engagement. Adela never 
spoke to me of her visit.* 

* But she may have come for quite other reasons. Hot sub¬ 
sequent behavieur remams.* 

Certainly. Here again 1 may be altogether wrong, but it 
seems to me that to a woman of her character there was only 
one course open. Having become his wife, it behoved her to 
be loyal, and especially—^remember tliis—it behoved her to put 
her position beyond doubt in the eyes of others, in the eyes of 
one, it may be, beyond all Does that throw no light on your 
meeting with her in the wood, of which you make so much 7 * 

Hubert’s countenance shone, but only for an instant. 

‘ Ingenious,* he replied, good-humour^ly. 

‘ Possibly no more,’ BIT. Wyvem rejoined. ‘ Take it as a 
fanciful sketch of how a woman’s life might be ordered. Such 
a life would not lack its dignity.* 

Neither spoke for a while. 

‘ You will call on Mrs. Westlake as you pass through London 7 ’ 
Mr. Wyvem next inquired. 

* Mrs. Westlake? * the other repeated absently. ‘ Yes, I dare 
say 1 shall see her.* 

* Do, by all means.* 

They beron to descend the hilL 

The Walthams no longer hved in Wanley. A year ago the 
necessities of Alfred Waltham’s affairs had fed to a change; he 
and his wife and their two children, together with Mrs. Waltham 
the dowager, removed to what the auctioneers call a com¬ 
modious residence on the outddrts of Bdiwick. Alfred remarirnd 
that it was as well not to be so far from civilisation; he pointed 
out, too, that it was time for him to have an eye to civic dignities, 
if only a place on the Board of Guardians to begin with. Our 
friend was not quite so uncompromising in his political and 
social opinions as formerly. His wife observed that he ceased 
to subscribe to Socialist papers, and took in ajdaUy of orthodox 
Liberal tmidencies—^that u to say, an organ of oapitahBm. 
Letty rejoiced at the change, but knew ho* husband far too 
wdl to make any remark upon it. 

To their house, about three months after her husband’s 
death, came Adela. The intermediate time she had passed 
with Stella. All were very glad to have her at Bewick—^Letty 
in partioular, who, thoim^ a matron with two bouncing boys» 
still sat at Adela’s feet and deemed her the model of woman¬ 
hood. Adela was not so sad as they had feared to find her. 
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She kept a great deal to her own room, but was always migaged 
in stn^, and seemed to find peace in that way. She was suntt 
in her habits, scarcely ever joining in general conversation; 
but when Letty could steal an hour from household dntaes 
and go to Adela^s room she was always sure of hearing wise 
and tender words in which her heart delighted. Her pride in 
Adela was boundless. On the day when the lalter first attired 
herself in modified mourning, Letty, walking with her in the 
garden, could not refrain from saying how Adela’s dress became 
her. 

*You are more beautiful every day, dear,’ she added, in 
spite of a tremor which almost checked her in uttering a com* 
pliment which her sister might think too frivolous. 

But Adela blushed, one would have thought it was with 
pleasure. Sadness, however, followed, and Letty wondered 
whether the beautiful face was destined to wear its pallor 
always. 

On this same spring morning, when Hubert Eldon was taking 
leave of Wanley, Mrs. Waltham and Letty were talking of a 
visit Adela was about to pay to Stella in London. They spoke 
also of a visitor of their own, or, perhaps, rather of Adela’s, 
who had been in the house for a fortnight and would return to 
London on the morrow. This was Alice Mutimer—^no longer to 
be called Mrs. Rodman. Alice had lived with h& mother in 
Wilton Square since her recovery from the illness which for a 
long time had kept her in ignorance of the double calamity 
fallen upon her. It was Adela who at length told her that she 
had no husband, and that her brother Bichf^ was dead. Neither 
disclosure affect^ her gravely. The months of mental desolation 
followed by physical collapse seemed to have exhausted her 
{lowers of suffering. For several days she kept to herself and 
cried a good deal, but she exhibitea no bittOT grief. It soon 
became evident that she thought but little of the man who 
had so grossly wronged her; he was q^uite gone from her heart. 
Even when she was summoned to give evidence against him 
in court, she did it without much reluctance, yet also without 
revengetel feeling; her state was one of enfeebled vitality, she 
was luce a child in all the concerns of life. Rodman went into 
{lenal servitude, but it did not distress hw, and she never again 
uttered his name. 

Adela thought it would be a kindness to invite her to Belwick, 
and Alice at once accepted the invitation. Yet she was not 
at her ease in the housa She appeared to have forgiven Adela, 
overcome by the latter’s goodness, but her nature was not of 
the kind to grow in liberal feeling. Mrs. Waltham the elder 
she avoided as much as possibla Perhaps Letty best sucoeeded 

432 



Demos 

in oonciliatiiig her, for Letty was homely and had the ohildren 
to h^p her. 

* 1 wish I had a child,’ Alice said one day when she sat alone 
wiUi Letty, and assist^ in nursery duties. But at once her 
cheeks coloured. * I suppose you’re ashamed of me for saying 
that. Tm not even a married woman.’ 

Letty replied! as she well knew how to, very gently and 
witli comfort. 

* I wonder where she goes to when she sets off by hersdf,’ 
said Mrs. Waltham this morning. * She seems to object to 
walk with any of us.’ 

" She always comes back in better spirits,’ said Letty. ' 1 
think the change is doing her good.* 

’ But she won’t be sorry to leave us, my dear, 1 can see that. 
To be sure it was like Adela to think of having her here, but 
1 scarcely think it would be advisable for the visit to be reneated. 
She is not at home with us. And how can it be expected f It’s 
in her blood, of course; she belongs so distinctly to an inferior 
class.’ 

* I am so very sorry for her,’ Letty replied. ’ What dreadful 
things she has gone through 1 ’ 

* Dreadful, indeed, my dear; but after all such things don’t 
happen to ladies. We must remember that. It isn’t as if you 
or Adela had suffered in that way. That, of course, would be 
shocking beyond all words. I can’t thmk tbat persons of her 
class have quite the same feelings.’ 

* Oh, mother i' Letty protest^. And she added, less seriously, 
‘ You mustn’t let Alfred hear you say such a thing as that.’ 

* I’m glad to say,* replied Mrs. Waltham, * that Alfred has 
grown much more soasiblle in his views of late.’ 

Adela entered the room. Letty was not wrong in saying 
that she grew more beautiful. Life had few jovs for her, save 
intellectual, but you saw on her countenance the light of free> 
dom. In her manner there was an unconscious di^ty which 
made her position in the house one of recognised superiority; 
even her mother seldom ventured to chat without reserve in her 
presence. Alfred drew up in the midst of a tirade if she but 
seemed about to speak. Yet it was happiness* to live with hw; 
where she moved there breathed an air of purity and sweetness. 

She asked if Alice had returned from her walk. Receiving a 
reply in the negative, she went out into the garden. 

* Adela looks hapny to>day,’ said Letty. ’That article in 
the paper has pleasM her very much.’ 

* 1 i^ly hope she won’t do such a thing again,’ remarked 
Mrs. Waltham, with dignified disapproval ’It seems very 
unlady-like to write letters to the newspapers.’ 
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* Bat it waa brave of her.’ 

* To be sure, we mast not judge her as we should ordinary 
people. Still, 1 am not sure that she is always right. 1 shfldl 
never allow that she did right in paying back that money to 
those wretches in London. I am sore she wanted it far more 
than they did. The bloodthirsty creatores 1 ’ 

Letty shuddered, but would not abandon def4Aioe of Adela. 

* Stiu it was very honourable of her, mother, ^e under¬ 
stands those things better than we can.’ 

* Perhaps so, my dear,’ said Mrs. Waltham, meaning that 
her own opinion was not likely to be inferior in jastice to that 
of anyone else. 

Adela had been in the garden for a few minutes when she 
Haw Alice coming towards her. The poor Princess had a bright 
look, 08 if some joyful news had just come to her. Adela met 
her with a friendly smile. 

* There is someone you nsed to know,’ Alice said, speaking 
with embarrassment, and pointing towards the road. * You 
remember Mr. Keene? 1 met him. He says he wrote that in 
the “ Chronicle.” He would like to speak to you if you’ll lot him.’ 

* I shall be glad to,’ Adela replied, with a look of curiosity. 

They walked to the garden gate. Mr. Keene was just out¬ 
side; Ahce beckoned to him to enter. His appearance was a 
great improvement on the old days; he hod grown a beard, 
and in his eye you saw the responsible editor. Altogether he 
seemed to have gained in moral solidity. None the less, his 
manner of approaching Adela, hat in hand, awoke reminisGences 
of the footli^ts. 

‘ It is a great pleasure to me to see you, Mrs. Mutimer. 1 
trust that my few comments on your admirable letter were of a 
nature to afford you satisfaction.’ 

‘ Tiiank you very much, Mr. Keene,’ Adda replied. ‘ You 
wrote veryldndly.’ 

‘ 1 am amply reworded,’ he said, bowing low. ‘ And now 
that I have had my desire, permit me to hasten away. My 
duty calls me into-the town.’ 

He again bowed low to Adela, smiled a fareweU to Alice, 
and departed. 

The two walked together in the garden. Adela turned to 
her oompaniou. 

* 1 thi^ you knew Mr. Keene a long time ago? ’ 

* Yes, a long time. He onoe asked me to marry him.’ 

Adela replira only with a look. 

*And he’s asked me a^pun this morning,’ Alice pursued, 
breaking off a leaf from an elder bush. 

* And you-? ’ 
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* 1 didn't refuse him this time,* Alice replied with confidence. 

*I am vei^ glad, very glad. He has hem faithful to you 

so long that 1 am sure he make you happy.’ 

Alice no kmger concealed hm* joy. It was almost exultation. 
Natural enou^ under the oircumstances, poor, disinherited 
Princess! Once more she felt able to face people; once more 
she would hav% a name. She began to talk eagerly. 

* Of course 1 shall just go back to tell mother, but we are 
going to be married in three weeks. He has already decided 
upon a house; we went to see it this morning. I didn’t like 
to tell you, but I met him for the first time a week ago—quite 
by chance.’ 

’ I'm afraid your mother will be lonely,’ Adela said. 

* Not she! She’d far rather live alone than go anywhere 
else. And now 1 shall be able to send her mon^. It isn’t fair 
for you to have to find everything.’ 

* 1 have wanted to ask you,’ Adela said presently, ’ do you 
ever hear of Harry ? ’ 

Ahce shook her head. 

’ The less wo hear the better,’ she rephed. ’ He’s gone to 
the bad, and there’s no help for it.’ 

It was true; unfortunate victim of prosperity. 

Next monung Adela and Ahce travelled to town together. 
The former did not go to Wilton Square. On the occasion of 
Richard’s death she had met Mrs. Mutimer, but the interview 
had been an extremely difficult one, in spite of the old woman’s 
endeavour to be courteous. Adela felt herself to be an object 
of insuperable prejudice. Once again she was bidden sound 
the depth of the gulf which lies between tlio educated and tlie 
uneducated. The old woman would not give her hand, but 
made an old-fashioned curtsey, which Adela felt to be half 
ironicaL In speaking of her sun she was hard. Pride would 
not allow her to exhibit the least symptom of the anguish 
which wrung her heart. She refused to accept any shu'e of 
the income which was continued to her son’s widow under the 
Wanley will Alice, however, had felt no scruple in taking 
the half which Adela offered hw, and by ^ying her mother 
for board and lodgings she supplemented mo income derived 
from letting as much of the house as possible. 

Once more undw the roof of her dearest friend, Adela was 
less preoccupied with the sad past which afflicted her mind 
with the stress of a duty ever hs^er to perform. After an hour 
passed with Stella she could breathe freely the atmosphere of 
beauty and love. Elsewhere she too often suffered from a sense 
of seif-reproach; between her and the book in which she tried 
to lose hm«lf thwe would come importunate visions of woe, of 
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starred faces* of fierce eyee. The comfort die enjoyed* the 
affection and respect with which she was surrounded* were 
often burdensome to her conscience. In Stdla*8 presence all 
that vanished; Ustening to Stdla’s voice she comd lay firm 
hold on the truth that there is a work in the cause of humanity 
other than that which goes on so clamorously in lecture halls 
and at street oornm* othw than that which fe silently per¬ 
formed by faithful hearts and hands in dens of misery and 
amid the horrors of the lazar-house; the work of those whose 
soul is taken captive of loveliness, who pursue the spiritual 
ideal apart from the world’s tumult* and* ever ready to minister 
in gentle offices* know that they serve best when nearest home. 
She was far from spiritual arrogance; her natural mood was 
a profound humility; she deemed herself rather bdow than 
above the active toilers* whose sweat was sacred; but life had 
declared that such toil was not for her* and from Stella she 
derived the support which enabled her to pursue her path in 
peace—a path not one with Stella’s. Before that h^h-throned 
poet-soul Adela bent in humble reverence. Between Stella and 
those toilers* however noble and devoted* there could be no 
question of comparison. She was of those elect whose part it 
IS to inspire faith and hope* of those highest but for whom the 
world would fall into apathy or lose itself among subordinate 
motives. Stella never spoke of herself; Adela could not know 
whether she had ever stood at the severance of ways and made 
deliberate choice. Probably not, for on her brow was visible 
to all eyes the seal of election; how could she ever have doubted 
the leading of that spirit that used her lips for utterance? 

On the morning after her arrival in London Adela took a 
long journey by herself to the far East End. Going by omnibus 
it seemed to her that she was never to reach that street off 
Bow Road which she had occasion to visit. But at last the 
conductor bade her descend, and gave her a brief direction. 
The thoroughfare she sought was poor but not squalid; she 
saw with pleasure that the house of which she had the numbtf 
in mind was, if anything* cleaner and more homelike in appear¬ 
ance than its neighbours. A woman replied to her knock. 

She asked if Miss Vine was at home. 

* Yes* mum; she’s at ’ome. Shall 1 tell her, or will you go up 7 ’ 

* 1 w^ go up* thank you. Which room is it ? ’ 

‘ Second floor front 3 rou’ll find her.’ 

Adela ascended. Standing at the door she heard the hum 
of a sewing-machine. It made her heart sink* so clearly did it 
speak of incessant monotonous labour. 

She knocked loudly. The machme did not stop* but she 
was bidden to enter. 
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Emma was at work, one of her siater’s children sitting by 
her, writing on a slate, ^e had expected the appearance ot 
the landlady; seeing who the visitor was, she let her tmnds 
fall abruptly; an expression of pain passed over her features. 

Adela wmit up to her and kis^ her forehead, then exchanged 
a few words with the child. Emma placed a chair for her, but 
without speakiM. Hie room was much like the other in which 
the sisters had i^ed, save that it had a brighter outlook. Hiere 
were the two beds and the table covered with work. 

* Do you find it better here? * Adda began by asking. 

* Yes, it is better,’ Emma replied quietly. * We mana^ to 
get a good deal of work, and it isn’t badly paid.’ 

The voice was not uncheerful; it had that serenity which 
comes of duties honestly pertormed and a life tolerably free 
from sordid anxiety. More than that could not be said of 
Emma’s existence. But, such as it was, it depended entirely 
upon hw own effort Adela, on the evening when she first 
met her in the room where Mutimer lay dead, had read clearly 
Emma’s character; she knew that, though it was one of her 
strongest desires to lighten the burden of this so sorely Uied 
woman, direct aid was not to be dreamt of. She had taken 
counsel with Stella, Stella with her husband. After much vain 
seddng they discovered an opportunity of work in this part 
of the Elast End. Mr, Westl^e made it known to Emma; she 
acknowledged that it would be better than the over-swarmed 
neighbourhood in which she was living, and took the advice 
gratefully. She had hopes, too, that Kate might be got away 
from her evil companions. And indeed the change had not 
been without its effect on Mrs. Clay; she worked more steadily, 
and gave more attention to her children. 

’ She’s just gone with the eldest to the hospital,’ Emma 
replied to a question of Adela’s. ’ He’s got something the 
matter with his eyes. And this one isn’t at all well. He ought 
to be at school, only he’s had such a dreadful cough we’re 
afraid to send him out just yet. They’re neither of them strong, 
I’m afraid.’ 

* And you—^isn’t your health better since* you have lived 
here? ’ Adela asked. 

* I think so. But I never ail much as long as I have plenty 
of work to do.’ 

’ 1 am staying with a friend in London,’ Adela said after a 
panse. * I thou^t I might come to see you. 1 hoped you would 
still be in the same housa’ 

* Yes, we are very comfortable, very,’ Emma replied. ’ 1 
hope we shan’t need to move for a long time; I’m sure we 
oooldn’t do better.’ 
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8he added, without raising her eyes: 

* Thank you for coming.* 

Adela knew that constraint between them was inevitable; 
it was enou^ that Emma spoke with good-will. 

* If ever you should have to move,’ she said, * will you let 
me know where you go? 1 have written on this paper the 
address of my mother’s house; I live with her.^ Will you show 
me so much friendship? * 

Emma glanced at her, and saw a look which recalled to her 
something she had seen in those eyes before. 

* 1 wiU write and tell you if we do move,* she said. 

Adela went away with a heart not idtogether sad; it was 
rather as though ehe had been hearing solemn music, which 
stirred her soul even while it touched upon the source of tears. 

It was only on certain days that Stella sat to receive during 
visitors* hours. To-day was not one of them; consequently 
when Hubert Eldon called, about half-past four, the servant 
came up to the drawing-room to ask if Mrs. Westlake would be 
at home to him. Adela was in the room; at the mention of 
the name she rose. 

* I must write a letter before dinner,’ she said. * I will go 
and get it done whilst you are engaged.’ 

‘ Won’t you stay ? Do stay! * 

* I had much rather not. I don’t feel able to talk with anyone 
just now.’ 

She left the room without meeting Stella’s look. The latter 
said she would receive Mr. Eldon. 

Adela wrat to the exquisitdy furnished little boudoir, which 
was now always called room, and sat down with the resolve 
to write to her mother on the subjects she had m mind. But 
her strength of will proved unequal to the task; after writing 
a word or two with shaking hand she laid down her pen and 
rested her face upon her hands. A minute or two ago she had 
been untroubled by a thought which concerned herself; now 
her blood was hot, and aU her being moved at the impulM of a 
passionate desire. She had never known such a reWlion of 
W life. In her ears there rang the word ‘Free! free!* She 
was free, and the man whom she loved with the love of year%, 
with the first love of maidenhood and the confirmed love of 
maturity, was but a few yards from her—^it might be, had even 
come here on purpose to meet her. 

Oh, why was he not poor! Had he but been some stni^ling 
artist, scarce able to sup^rt the woman of his choice, how would 
die have stood before and let him read the tenderness on 
her face! Hubert*s wealth was doubly hatefuL 

She started from her chair, with dMculfy suppressing a cry. 
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Someone had knocked at her door. Perhape he was alreadj 
gone; die oould not aay how long she had aat here. It waa 
Stella. 

* Mr. Eldon wiahea to apeak to you, dear.* 

She caught her friend's hand and dmoat crushed it between 
her own. 

* I can't see him! Stdla, 1 dare not see himl' 

* But he says it is purdy a matter of business he wishes to 
speak of,' said Stella with a pained voice. 

Adela sank her head in anguish of shame. Stella put an 
arm about her, fearing she would fall. But in an instant pride 
had sprung up; Adela freed herself, now deadly pale. 

* 1 will go.* 

She moved mechanically, spoke mechanically the oonven> 
iional words when she found that somehow she was in his 
presence. 

* I hope 1 do not disturb you,’ Hubert said with equal self' 
control. ‘ 1 was about to address a letter to you before 1 left 
England. I did not know that you were here. It is better, 
perhaps, to do my business by word of mouth, if you will 
allow me.' 

He was very courteous, but she oould not distinguish a note 
in his voice that meant more than courtesy. She prayed him 
to be seated, and herself took a place on an ottoman. She was 
able very calmly to regard his face. He leaned forward with 
his hands togt^ther and spoke with his e^es on her. 

* It is with regtfd to the l^acy which is due to you under 
Mr. Mutimer’s will You will remember that, as trustee, 1 
have it in my power to make over to you the capital sum which 
produces the annuity, if there should be reason for doing so. 
I am about to leave England, perhap for some few years; i 
have let the Manor to some friends of mine on a twenty years’ 
lease. 1 think 1 should like to transfer the money to you 
before I go. It is simpler, better. Will you let me do that, 
Afrs. Mutimer?' 

His words chilled her. His voice seemed harder as he pro¬ 
ceeded; it had the ring of metal, of hard caslf counted down. 

What was his object? He wished to have done with her, 
to utterly abolish aJI relations between them. It might well 
be that he was about to marry, and someone abroad, someone 
iriio would not care to live in an English oountov house. Why 
otihtfwise should he have let the Mwor for so long a period? 
She fdt as she had done long ago, when she heard of that oriier 
foreign woman. Cold as ice; not a spark of love in all her 
being. 

She replied: 


439 



Demos 

Adela*B bosom heaved, bnt excess of joy seemed to give her 
power to deal Ughfty with the gift that was offered her. 

* Why did you say this the last time? * she adced. One 
would have sadd, from her tone, that it was a question of the 
merest ouriosily. She did not realise the words that passed 
her lips. 

* Because the distance between us seemed to<?’ great. I began 
to speak of that mon^ in the thought that it might lead me on. 
(t had the opposite effect. You showed me how cold yon could 
be. It is natural enough. Perhaps your sympathira are too 
entirely remote; and yet not long ago you talked with me as if 
your intorests could m much the same as mine. I can under¬ 
stand that you suppress that side of your nature. You think 
me useless in the world. And indeed my life has but one purpose, 
which is a vain one. I can do nothing but feed my love for 
you. You have convictions and purposes; you feel that they 
are opposed to mine. All that is of the intdlect; 1 only live 
in 1 ^ passion. We are different and apart.’ 

* Why do you say that, as if you were glad of it ? ’ 

* Glad 7 I speak the words that come to my tongue. I say 
aloud to you what 1 have been repeating again and again to 
myself. It is mere despair.’ 

She drew one step nearer to him. 

* You disregard those differences which you say are oi^ of 
the intellect, and still love me. Can I not do the same ? l%ere 
u>a» a distance between us, and my ends were other than yours. 
That is the past; the present is mine to make mys^ what you 
would have me. I have no law but your desire-~so much I 
love you.’ 

How easily said after all! And when he searched her face 
with eyes on fire with their joy, when he drew hw to his heart 
in passionate triumph, the imtruth of yeurs feU from her like a 
veil, and she had achieved her womanhood. 
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